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CouKTEoos Reader ! 

PresuEoing that you have known something of the 
Comic Annual from its Child-Hood, when it was first put into 
half binding and hegan to run alone, I make bold to consider you 
as an old friend of the family, and shall accordingly treat you 
with all the freedom and confidence that pertain to such ripe 
connexions. 

How many years is it, think you, " since we were first 
acquent?" 

" By the deep nine!" sings out the old bald Count Fathom 
with the lead-line : no great lapse in the world's chronology, but 
a space of infinite importance in individual history. For in- 



2 PRBFACB, 

stance^ it has wrought a serious change on the body, if not on the 
mind^ of your very humble servant ; — ^it is not, however, to bespeak 
your sympathy, or to indulge in what Lord Byron calls " the 
gloomy vanity of drawing from self," that I allude to my personal 
experience. The Scot and lot character of the dispensation, for- 
bids me to think that the world in general can be particularly in- 
terested in the state of my Household Sufferage, or that the public 
ear will be as open to my Maladies as to my Melodies. The simple 
truth is, that, being a wiser but not sadder man, I propose to 
admit you to my Private View of a system of Practical Cheerful 
Philosophy, thanks to which, perchance, the cranium of your 
Humourist is still secure from such a lecture as was delivered 
over the skull of Poor Y orick. 

In the absence of a certain thin " blue-and-yellow " visage, and 
attenuated figure, — whose efSgles may one day be affixed to the 
present work, — you will not be prepared to learn that some of 
the merriest effusions in the forthcoming numbers have been the 
relaxations of a gentleman literally enjoying bad health — the 
carnival, so to speak, of a personified Jour Maigre. The very 
fingers so aristocratically slender, that now hold the pen, hint 
plainly of the " ills ihatjlesh is heir to :" — my coats have become 
great coats, my pantaloons are turned into trowsers, and, by a 
worse bargain than Peter Schlemihl's, I seem to have retained my 
shadow and sold my substance. In short, as happens to prema- 
turely old port wine, I am of a bad colour with very little body. 
But what then? That emaciated hand still lends a hand to em- 
body in words and sketches the creations or recreations of a 
Merry Fancy: those gaunt sides yet shake heartily as ever at the 
Grotesques and Arabesques and droll Picturesques that my Good 
Genius (a Pantagruelian Familiar) charitably conjures up to 
divert me from more sombre realities. It was the whim of a late 
pleasant Comedian, to suppose a set of spiteful imps sitting up 
aloft, to aggravate all his petty mundane annoyances ; whereas I 
prefer to believe in the ministry of kindlier Elves that " nod to 
me and do me courtesies." Instead of scaring away these motes in 
the sunbeam, I earnestly invoke them, and bid them welcome ; for 
the tricksy spirits make friends with the animal spirits, and dq 
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not ly like a father romping with his own urchins^— <io not I 
forget half my cares whilst partaking in their airy gambols ? Such 
sports are as wholesome for the mind as the other frolics for the 
body. For on our own treatment of that excellent Friend or 
terrible Enemy the Imagination, it depends whether we are to be 
scared and haunted by a Scratching Fanny, or tended by an 
affectionate Invisible Girl — like an unknown Love, blessing us 
with "favours secret, sweet, and precious," and fondly stealing 
us from this worky-day world to a sunny sphere of her own. 

This is a novel version, Reader, of " Paradise and the Peri," 
but it is as true as it is new. How else could I have converted a 
serious illness into a comic wellness — ^by what other agency could 
I have transported myself, as a Cockney would say, from IhdlaLge 
to GrinnaLgei It was far from a practical joke to be laid up in 
ordinary in a foreign land, under the care of Physicians quite as 
much abroad as myself with the case ; indeed the shades of the 
gloaming were stealing over my prospect ; but I resolved, that, 
like the sun, so long as my day lasted, I would look on the bright 
side of everything. The raven croaked, but I persuaded myself 
that it was the nightingale : there was the smell of the mould, 
but I remembered that it nourished the vi9let3. However my 
body might cry craven, my mind luckily had no mind to give in. 
So, instead of mounting on the black long-tailed coach horse, she 
vaulted on her old Hobby that had capered in the Morris-Dance, 
and began to exhort from its back. To be sure, said she, matters 
look darkly enough ; but the more need for the lights. Aliens ! 
Courage ! Things may take a turn, as the pig said on the spit. 
Never throw down your cards, but play out the game. The more 
certain to lose, the wiser to get all the play you can for your 
money. Come — ^give us a song! chirp away like that best of 
cricket-players, the cricket himself. Be bowled out or caught 
out, but never throw down the bat. As to Health, it^s the wea- 
ther of the body — ^it hails, it rains, it blows, it snows, at present, 
but it may clear up by-and-by. You cannot eat, you say, and 
you must not drink; but laugh and make believe, like the 
Barber'^8 wise brother at the Barmecide's feast. Then, as to 
fhinness, not to flatter, yon look like a lath that has had a split 
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with the carpenter and a fall out with the plaster ; but so much 
the better : remember how the smugglers trim the sails of the 
lugger to escape the notice of the cutter. Turn your edge to the 
old enemy, and mayhap he won't see you ! Come — be alive ! 
You have no more right to slight your life than to neglect your 
wife — they are the two better halves that make a man of you ! 
Is not Kfe your means of living ? so stick to thy business and thy 
business will stick to thee. Of course, continued my mind^ I am 
quite disinterested in this advice — ^for I am aware of my own im- 
mortality—but for that very reason, take care of the mortal body, 
poor body, and give it as long a day as you can ! 

Now, my mind seeming to treat the matter very pleasantly as 
well as profitably, 1 followed her counsel, and instead of calling 
out for relief according to the fable, I kept along on my journey, 
with my bundle of sticks, — i. e. my arms and legs. Between 
ourselves it would have been " extremely inconvenient,** as I 
once heard the opium-eater declare, to pay the debt of nature 
at that particular juncture ; nor do I quite know, to be candid, 
when it would altogether suit me to settle it, so, like other parties 
in narrow circumstances, I laughed, and gossipped, and played 
the agreeable with all my might, and as such pleasant behaviour 
sometimes obtains a respite from a human creditor, who knows 
but that it may prove successful with the Universal Mortgagee ? 
At all events, here I am, humming ** Jack'^s Alive !'* and my 
own dear skilful native physician gives me hopes of a longer 
lease than appeared from the foreign reading of the covenants. 
He declares indeed, that, anatomically, my heart is lower hung 
than usual — ^but what of that ? The more need to keep it up! So 
huzza ! my boys ! Comus and Momus for ever ! No Heraclitus ! 
Nine times nine for Democritus ! And here goes my last bottle 
of Elixir at the heads of the Blue Devils — be they Prussian blue 
or indigo, powder-blue or ultramarine ! 

Gentle reader, how do you like this Laughing Philosophy ? 
The joyous cheers you have just heard, come from a crazy vessel 
that has clawed, by miracle, off a lee-shorc, and I, the skipper, 
am sitting down to my grog, and re-counting to you the tale of 
the past danger, with the manoeuvres that were used to escape the 
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perilous Point. Or rather, consider me as the Director of a Life 
Assurance, pointing out to you a most beneficial policy, whereby 
you may eke out your natural term* And, firstly, take precious 
care of your precious health, — but how, as the housewives say, to 
make it keep? Why then, don't cure and smoke-dry it — or pickle 
it in everlasting acids — ^like the Germans. Don^t bury it in a 
potato-pit, like the Irish. Don't preserve it in spirits, like the 
Barbadians. Don't salt it down, like the Newfoundlanders. Don't 
pack it in ice, like Captain Back. Don'^t parboil it, in Hot Baths. 
Don^t bottle it, like gooseberries. Don't pot it — and don't hang 
it. A rope is a bad Cordon Sanitaire. Above all, don't despond 
about it. Let not anxiety " have thee on the hyp.'^ Consider 
your healthi^as your best friend, and think as well of it, in spite 
of all its foibles, as you can. For instance, never dream, though 
you may have a " clever hack,^ of galloping consumption, or 
indulge in the Meltonian belief, that you are going the pace. 
Never fancy every time you cough, that you are going to coughy- 
pot. Hold up, as the shooter says, over the heaviest ground. 
Despondency in a nice case is the over-weight that may make 
you kick the beam and the bucket both at once. In short, as 
with other cases, never meet trouble half-way, but let him have 
the whole walk for his pains ; though it should be a Scotch mile 
and a bittock. I have even known him to give up his visit in 
sight of the house. Besides, the best fence against care is a ha ! 
ha ! — wherefore take care to have one all round you wherever 
you can. Let your " lungs crow like Chanticleer," and as like 
a Game cock as possible. It expands the chest, enlarges the 
heart, quickens the circulatioui and '^ like a trumpet makes the 
spirits dance.*^ 

A fico then for the Chesterfieldian canon, that laughter is an 
ungenteel emotion. Smiles are tolerated by the very pinks of 
politeness ; and a laugh is but the full-blown flower of which a 
smile is the bud. It is a sort of vocal music — a glee in which 
everybody can take a part : — and " he who hath not laughter in 
his soul, let no such man be trusted.^ Indeed, there are two 
classes of Querists particularly to be shunned ; thus when you 



hear a Cui Bono 7 be sure to leave tlie room { but if it be Quid 
Rides ? make a point to quit the house, and forget to take its 
number. None but your dull dogs would give tongue in such 
a style;— for, as Ninirod says in his "Hunt ahet Happiness," 
" A single hurst with Mirth is worth a whole season of /all aria 
widi Melancholy." 

Such, dear reader, is the cheerful Philosophy which I practise 
as well as preach. It teaches to " make a sunshine in a shady 
place,^ lo render the mind independent of external foul weather, 
by compelling it, as old Absolute says, to get a sun and moon 
of its own. As the system has worked so well in my own case, 
it is a duty to recommend it to others : and like certain prac- 
litioners, who not only prescribe but dispense their own medicines, 
I have prepared a. regular course of light reading, whereof I 
now present the first packet, in the humble hope that your dull 
hours may be amused, and your cares diverted, by the laughing 
lucubrations which have enlivened Hood's Own. 
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THE PUGSLEY PAPERS; 

How tlie following correBpondence came into my hands must re- 
main a "Waverfey mystery. The Pugsley Papers were neither rescued 
from a guret, like the Evelyn, — collected from cartridges like the Cul- 
loden, — aor saved, like the Oarrick, from being shredded into a snow 
storm at a Winter Theatre. They were not snatched from a tuWe 
shears, like the original parchment of Magna Chatto. Tbejr were 
neither the Legacy of a Dominie, nor the communications of My 
Landlord, — a consigament, like the Clinker Letlets, from some Rev. 
Jonathan Dostwich,— 4or the wai& and strays of a Twopenny Poet 
Bog. They were not unrolled &om ancient papyri. They were none 
of those that " line trunks, clothe spices," or paper the walls of old 
attics. They were neither ^ven to me nor sold to me, — nor stolen, — 
Dor borrowed and surreptitiously copied, — ^sor left in a hackney cOBch, 
like Sheridan's play, — nor misdelivered by a carrier pigeon, — nor 
dreamt of, like Coleridge's Kubla Khan,— ^or turned up in the Tower, 
like Milton's Foundling US., — nor dug up,— nor tramped up, like the 
eastern tales of Uorain harum Horam the son of Asmor, — nor brought 
over by Rammohuu Soy,— 4tot translated by Doctor Bowring from 
the Scwdinaviiui, Bfttavian, Pomeranian, Spanish, or Danish, or Ru»- 
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flian, or Prussian, or any other language dead or living. They were not 
picked from the Dead Letter Office, nor purloined from the British 
Museum. In short, I cannot, dare not, will not, hint even at the 
mode of their acquisition : the reader must he content to know, that, 
in point of authenticity, the Pugsley Papers are the extreme reverse 
of Lady L.'s celebrated Autographs, which were all written by the 
proprietor. 



No. I. — Fr(yin MaHer Richard Pugsley", to Master Bobert Rogers, 

at Number 132, Barbican, 
Dear Bob, 

Huzza ! — Here I am in Lincolnshire ! It's good-bye to "Wellingtons 
and Cossacks, Ladies' double channels. Gentlemen's stout calf, and ditto 
ditto. They've all been sold off under prime cost, and the old Shoe 
Mart is disposed of, goodwill and fixtures, for ever and ever. Father 
has been made a rich Squire of by will, and weVe got a house and 
fields, and trees of our own. Such a garden, Bob ! — It beats White 
Conduit. 

Now, Bob, 111 tell you what I want. I want you to come down 
here for the holidays. DonH be afraid. Ask your Sister to ask your 
Mother to ask your Father to let you come. It's only ninety mile. 
If you're out of pocket money, you can walk, and beg a lift now and 
then, or swing by the dickeys. Put on cordroys, and don't care for cut 
behind. The two prentices, George and Will, are here to be made 
farmers of, and brother Nick is took home from school to help in agri- 
culture. We like farming very much, it's capital fun. Us four have 
got a gun, and go out shooting : it*s a famous good un, and sure to 
go off if you don't full cock it. Tiger is to be our shooting dog as 
soon as he has left off killing the sheep. He'^s a real savage, and worries 
cats beautiful. Before Father comes down, we mean to bait our bull 
with him. ' 

There's plenty of New Rivers about, and we're going a fishing as 
soon as we have mended our top joint. We've killed one of our sheep 
on the sly to get gentles. We've a pony too, to ride upon when we 
can catch him, but he's loose in the paddock, and has neitiier mane nor 
tail to signify to lay hold of. IsnH it prime. Bob? You muH eome« 
If your Mother won't give your Father leave to allow you, — ^run away. 
Remember, you turn up Goswell Street to go to Lincolnshire, and ask 
for Middlefen Hall. Tliere's a pond full of frogs, but we won't pelt 
them till you come, but let it be before Sunday, as there's our own 
orchard to rob, and the fruit's to be gathered on Monday. 

If you like sucking raw eggs, we know where the hens lay, and 
mother don't ; and I'm bound there's lots of birds' nests. Do come. 
Bob, and I'll show you the wasp's nest, and every thing that can 
make you comfortable. I dare say you could borrow your father^s 
volunteer musket of him without his knowing of it ; but be sure any- 
how to bring the ramrod, as we have mislaid ours by firing it off. 
Don't forget some bird-lime, Bob-^^md some fish-hooks— and some 
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different sorts of shot^ — and some gut and some gunpowder — and a 
gentle-box, and some flints, — some May flies, — and a powder horn, — 
and a landing net and a dog- whistle — ^and some porcupine quills, and 
a bullet mould — and a troUing-winch, and a shot-belt and a tin can. 
You pay for 'em, Bob, and Til owe it you. 

Your old friend and schoolfellow, 

Richard Pugsley. 



No. II.— From tJie Same to the Same. 

Dear Bob, 
When you come, bring us a Hbacco-pipe to load the gun with. 
If you don't come, it can come by the waggon. Our Public House is 
three mile off, and when you've walked there it's out of every thing. 
Yours, &c.. 

Rich. Pugsley. 



No. III. — From Miss' Asabtabia Pugsley, to Miss Jemima Moo- 
GRLDGE, at Gregory House Establishment for Young Ladies^ Mile End. 

My dear Jemima, 
Deeply solicitous to gratify sensibility, by sympathising with our 
fortuitous elevation, I seize the epistolary implements to inform you, 
that, by the testamentary disposition of a remote branch of consan- 
guinity, our tutelary residence is removed from the metropolitan 
horizon to a pastoral district and its congenial pursuits. In futurity I 
shall be more pertinaciously superstitious in the astrological revela- 
tions of human destiny. You remember the mysterious gipsy at 
Homsey Wood ?— Well, the eventful fortune she obscurely intimated, 
though couched in vague terms, has come to pass in minutest par- 
ticulars ; for I perceive perspicuously, that it predicted that papa 
should sell off his boot and shoe business at 133, Barbican, to Clack 
& Son, of 144, Hatton Garden, and that we should retire, in a station 
of affluence, to Middlefen Hall, in Lincolnshire, by bequest of our 

freat-great maternal uncle, PoUexfen Goldsworthy Wriggleswortii, 
!sq., who deceased suddenly of apoplexy at Wisbeach Market, in the 
ninety-third year of his venerable and lamented age. 

At the risk of tedium, I will attempt a cursory delineation of our 
rural paradise, altho' I feel it would be morally arduous, to give any 
idea of the romantic scenery of the Lincolnshire Fens. Conceive, as 
for as the visual organ expands, an immense sequestered level, abun- 
dantly irrigated vrith minute rivulets, and studded vdth tufted oaks, 
whilst more than a hundred wind-mills diversify the prospect and give 
a revolving animation to the scene. As for our own gardens and 
grounds they are a perfect Vauxhall— -excepting of course the rotunda, 
the orchestra, the company, the variegated lamps, the fire- works, and 
those very lofty trees. But I trust my dear Jemima will supersede 
topography by ocular inspection ; and in the interim I send for accept- 
ance a graphical view of the locality, shaded in Indian ink, which will 
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soffica to mmvey an idea of the tetreatrial Terduie and oeleitial utin 
we enjoy, in lieu of the sable exholfttioiu and aichit«tuial nigritode of 
the metropolis. 

You who know my poetoral aapiiingB, and have been the ^indulgent 
confiidaut of my votive tribntea to the Mutes, will qcmcoive the re- 
fined nature of my enjoyment when I mention the intellectual repast 
of this moniiDg. I never could enjoy Bloomfield i& Barbican, — but 
to-day he read beautifully under our pear-tree. I looit forward to the 
felicity of reading Thomson's Summer with you on the green seat, and 
if engagements at Christmas permit your participation in the bard, 
there is a bower of evergreens that will be delightful for the perusal of 
his Winter. 

I enclose, by request, an 
epistolary e&iimon from sia- 
ter Dorothy, which I know 
will provoke your risible 
powers, by the domesticity 
of its details. You know 
she was alwajrs iu the homely 
characteristics a perfect Cin- 
derella, though I doubt 
whether even supernatural 
agency could adapt her foot 
to B,«liminutive vitrified slip- 
per, or her hand for a prince 
of regal primogeniture. But 
I am summoned to receive, 
with &mily members, the 
felicitations of Lincolnshire 
amtocraoy ; though what- 
ever necessary distinctions 
may prospectively occur 
between respective grades in _ 
life, tliey will only superfi- 
cially affect the sentiments of eternal friendship between my dear 
Jemima and her affectionate friend. 

An ASTASIA FuosLsr. 



No. IV. — From Mist Doeotbv Pugsley to the Satm. 
My ubar Miss Jeuima,' 
Providence having been pleased to remove my domestic duties 
from Barbican to Lincolnshire, I trust I shall have strength of consti- 
tution to fulfil them as becomes my new allotted line of life. As we 
ate not sent into this world to be idle, and Anastasia has declined 
housewifery, I have undertaken the Dairy, and the Brewery, and the 
Baking, and the Poultry, the Pigs and the Pastry, — and though I 
feel &tigucd at first, uso reconciles to labouia and trials, moie severe 
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thftQ I at present enjoy. Altho' things may not torn out to wish at 
present, yet all well-directed efforts are sure to meet reward in the 
end^ and altho' I have chumped and churned two days running, and 
it's nothing yet but curds and whey, I should be wrong to despair of 
eating butter of my own making before I die. Considering the 
adulteration committed by every article in London, I was neyer 
happier in any prospect, than of drinking my own milk, fattening my 
own calves, and laying my own eggs. We oaokle so much I am sure 
we new-lay somewhere, tho' I cannot find out our nests ; uid I am 
looking every day to have chickens, as one pepper*and'Salt-coloured 
hen has been sitting these two months. When a poor ignorant bird 
sets me such an example of patience, how can I repine at the hardest 
domestic drudgery! Mother and I have worked like horses to be 
sure, ever since we came to the estate ; but if we die in it, we know 
it's for the good of the family, and to agreeably surprise my Father, 
who is still in town winding up his books. For my own part, if it 
was right to look at things so selfishly, I should say I never was so 
happy in my life ; though I own I have cried more since coming here 
than I ever remember before. You will confess my crosses and losses 
have been unusual trials, when I tell you, out of all my makings, 
and bakinffs, and brewings, and preservings, there has been nothing 
either eatable or drinkable ; and what is more ptunful to an affec- 
tionate mind, — have half poisoned the whole family with home-made 
ketchup of toadstools, by mistake for mushrooms. When I reflect 
that they are preserved, I ought not to grieve about my damsons and 
buUaces, done by Mrs. Maria Dover's receipt. 

Among other things we came into a beautiful closet of old China, 
which, I am shocked to say, is all destroyed by my preserving. The 
bullaces and damsons fomented, and blew up a great jar with a 
violent shock that smashed all the tea and coffee cups, and left 
nothing but the handles hanging in rows on the tenter-hooks. Bnt 
to a resigned spirit there's always some comfort in calamities,, uid if 
the preserves work and foment so, there's some hope that my beer 
will, as it has been a month next Monday in the mash tub. As for 
the loss of the elder wine, candour compels me to say it was my own 
fault for letting the poor blind little animals crawl into the copper ; 
but experience dictates next year not to boil the berries and kittens 
at the same time. 

I mean to attempt cream cheese as soon as we can get cream, — ^but 
as yet we can't drive the Cows home to be milked for the Bull — ^lie 
has twice hunted Grace and me into fits, and kept my poor Mother a 
whole morning in the pigstye. As I know you like country delica- 
cies, you will receive a pound of my iBresh butter when it comes, and ' 
I mean to add a cheese as soon as I can get one to stick together. I 
shall send also some family pork for Governess, of our own killing, 
as we wring a pig's neck on Saturday. I did hope to give you the 
unexpected treat of a home-made loaf, but it was forgot in the oven 
from ten to six, and so tbo black to offer. However, I hope to sur- 
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prise you wjth one by Monday's carrier. Anaataaia bids ms add she 
will send a noeegay for respected Mrs. Tombleson, if the plants don't 
die off before, which I am sony to say is not improbable. 

It's really shocking to 
see the failure of her cul- 
tivated taste, and one in 
particular, that must be 
owned a very pretty idea. 
When we came, there was 
a vast number of flower 
roots, but jumbled with- 
out any regular order, till 
Anaatasia trowelled tiiem j 
all up, and set them in j 
again, in the quadrille fi- 
gures. It must have looked I 
sweetly elegant, if it had 1 
agreed with them, but they ■ 
have all dwindled and , 
drooped like deep declines J 
and cDOBumptiwis. Her I 
dahlias and tulips too have I 
turned out nothing but ''■ 
onions and kidney pota- ' 
toes, and hei ten-week 

stocks have not come up "^^^ """ "' <urdisiko. 

in twenty. But as Shakspeare says, Adveralty is a precious toad 
— that teaches us Patience is a jewel. 

Conmdcring the unsettled state of coming in, I must conclude, but 
could not resist giving your friendliness a abort account of the happy 
change that has occurred, and our increase of comforts. I would 
write more, but I know you will excuse my listening to the calls of 
dumb animals. It's the time I always scald the little pigs' bread and 
milks, and put saucers of clean water for the ducks and geeae. There 
are the fowls' beds to make with fresh straw, and a handled similar 
things that country people are obliged to think of. 

The children, I am happy to say, are all well, only baby is a little 
fractious, we think from Grace setting him down in the nettles, and 
he was short-coated last week. Grace is poorly with a cold, and 
Anastasia has got a sore throat, from sitting up fruitlessly in the 
orchard to bear the nightingale ; perhaps there may not be any in the 
Fens. I seem to have a trifling ague and rheumatism myself, but it 
may be only a stifihess &om so much churning, and the great family 
wash-up of every thing we had directly we came down, for the sake 
of grass-bleaching on the lawn. With these exceptions, we are all in 
perfect health and happiness, and unite in love, with 

Dear Miss Jemima's affectionate friend, 

Dorothy Pdoslet, 
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No. V. — From Mrs. Puosley to Mrs. Mumford, Buckkrshuty. 
My dear Martha, 

In my ultimatum I infonned of old Wrigglesworth paying his 
natural debts, and of the whole Middlefen estate coming from Lincoln* 
shire to Barbican. I charged Mr. P. to send bulletings into you with 
progressive reports, but between sisters, as I know you are very 
curious, I am going to make myself more particular. I take the 
opportunity of the family being all restive in bed, and the house all 
still, to give an account of our moving. The things all got here safe, 
with the exception of the Crockery and Glass, which came down with 
the dresser, about an hour after its arrival. Perhaps if we hadn't 
overloaded it with the whole of our breakables, it wouldn't have given 
way, — as it is, we have only one plate left, and that's chipt, and a 
mug "without a spout to keep it in countenance. Our furniture, &c., 
came by the waggon, and I am sorry to say a poor family at the same 
time, and the little idle boys with their knives have carved and 
scarified my rosewood legs, and, what is worse, not of the same 
patterns : but as people say, two Lincolnshire removes are as bad as a 
fire of London. 

The first thing I did on coming down, was to see to the sweeps 
going up, — but I wish I had been less precipitous, for the sootty 
wretches stole four good flitches of bacon, as was up the kitchen 
chimbly, quite unbeknown to me. We have filled up the vacancy 
with more, which smoke us dreadfully, but what is to be cured must 
be endured. My next thing was to have all holes and comers 
cleared out, and washed, and scrubbed, being left, like bachelor s 
places, in a sad state by old single TV. ; for a rich man, I never saw 
one that wanted so much cleaning out. There were heaps of dung 
about, as high as haystacks, and it cost me five shillings a load to 
have it all csurted off the premises ; besides heaps of good-for-nothing 
littering straw, that I gave to the boys for bonfires. We are not 
all to rights yet, but Rome wasn't built in St. Thomas's day. 

It was providential I hampered myself with cold provisions, for 
except the bacon there were no eatables in the house. What old W. 
lived upon is a mystery, except salads, for we found a whole field of 
beet-root, which, all but a few plants for Dorothy to pickle, I had 
chucked away. As the ground was then clear for sowing up a crop, 
I directed George to plough it up, but he met with agricultural 
distress. He says as soon as he whipped his horses, the plough stuck 
its nose in the earth, and tumbled over head and heels. It seems 
very odd when ploughing is so easy to look at, but I trust he will 
do better in time. Experience makes a King Solomon of a Tom 
noddy. 

I expect we shall have bushels upon bushels of com, tho** sadly 
pecked by the birds, as I have had all the scarecrows taken down for 
fear of the children dreaming of them for Bogies. For the same dear 
little sakes I have had the well filled up, and the nasty shturp iron 
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Eipikea dnwn out of all the nkes and hanows. Nobody ihaU wy'to 
iny teeth, I am not a 
good Mother. With 
these precautions I trust 
the young ones will en- 
joy the country when 
the ^psies have left, 
but till then, I confine 
them to round the house, 
aa it's no use abutting 
the stable door after < 
you've had a child stole. 
_ "We have a good' 
many fine fields of hay, : 
which I mean to have 
reaped directly, wet or 
shine; for delays ara 
as dangerous aa pickles 
in gliuMd pans. Per- 
haps St. Swithin'a la 
in onr favour, for if 

the stacks are put up '"• """' mihi»™i. 

dampish they won't catch fire so easily, if Swing should come into 
tlieae parts. The poor boys have made themselves very industrious 
in shooting off the bbds, and hunting away all the vermin, be- 
sides cutting down treea. Aa I knew it was profitable to fell 
timber, I directed them to begin with a very ugly straggling old 
hollow tree next the premises, but it fell the wrong way, and knocked 
down the cow-house. Luckily the poor animala were i^ in the clover- 
field at the time, George says it wouldn't have happened but for a 
violent sow, or rather sow-west, — and it's likely enough, but it's an ill 
wind that blows nothing to nobody. 

Having writ last post to Mr. P., I have no occasion to make you 
a country commissioner. Anastasia, indeed, vrants to have hooks 
about every thing, bnt for my part and Dorothy's wo don't put much 
foitb in authorized receipts and directions, but trust more to nature 
and common senso. For instance, in fatting a goose, reason points 
to sage and onions, — why our own dob't thrive on it, is very myste- 
rious. We have a beautiful poultry yard, only infested with rats, — 
but I have made up a poison, that, I know by the poor ducks, will kill 
them if they eat it. 

I expected to send you a quantity of wall-fruit, for preserving, and 
am sorry you bought the brandy beforehand, as it has all vanished in 
one night by picking and stealing, notwithstanding I had ten dozen of 
bottles broke on purpose to stick a-top of the wall. But I rather think 
they came over the pale% as George, who is very thonghtless, had driven 
in all the new tenter hooks with the points downwards. Our apples and 
pears would have gone too, but luckily vre heard a noise in the dark, 
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and tluew brickbats out of window, that ftlarmed the ihioTes by 

smashiDg the cow* 

her frames. Howi 

I mean on Monda 

make sure of the orcl 

by gathering the t 

— a pheasant in > 

hand ia worth two 

sparrows in a bush. 

comfort is, the h( 

dog is very Ticions , 

won't let any of ui 

in or out after da 

indeed, nothing ca 

wore fntiona, excep 

bull, and at mo in 

ticular. You Tf 

think he knew m; 

ward thoughts, and 

I intend to have 

roasted whole wher 

give our grand ht 

wanning regalia. 

With these particu- "'"^ mdit. 

lars, I lemiun, with love, my dear Dorcas, yonr affectionate sister, 
Bblinda Fuuslev. 

P. S. — I have only one anxiety here, and that ia, the likelihood of 
. being taken violently ill, nine miles off &om any ph3'sical powers, 
with nobody that can ride in the house, and nothing but an insur- 
mountable hunting horse in the stable. I should like, therefore, to be 
well doctor-stuff 'd from Apothecaries' Hall, by the waggon or any 
other vehicle. A stitch in the side taken in time saves nine apaams. 
Dorothy's tincture of the rhubarb stalks in the garden, doesn't answer, 
and it's » pity now they were not saved for pies. 



No. VI From Mrt. Puqbley to Mrt. BoaBBs, 

Madam, 
- Although vrarmth has made a coolness, and our having words has 
caused a silence — yet as mere writing is not being on speaking terms, 
and disconsolate parents in the caae ; I waive venting of animosities 
till a more agreeable moment. Having perused the afflicted adver- 
tisement in the Timt», with interesting description of person, and in- 
effectual dragging of New River, — beg leave to say that Master 
Robert is safe and well, — having arrived here on Saturday night last, 
with almost not a shoe to his foot, and no coat at all, as was supposed 
fo be with the approbation of parents. It appears, that not supposisg 
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the distance between iJie families extended to hitu, he walked the 
whole Y/ay down on the footing of a friend, to visit my son Richard, 
but hearing the newspapers read, quitted suddenly, the same day with 
the gipsies, and we haven't an idea what is become of him. Trusting 
this statement will relieve of all anxiety, remain, Madam, your 
taBbleSe™.*, BBUMi P.QM,,!r. 



No. VII. — To Mr. Silas Pcgsley, ParUian Dep6i, SkoredUeh. 
Dear Bbotheb, 

My favour of the present date, is to advise of my safe arrival on 
Wednesday night, per opposition coach, after ninety miles of discom- 
fort, absolutely unrivalled for cheapness, and a walk of five miles 
more, tlirongh lanes'and roads, that for dirt and sludge may confidently 
defy competition, — not to mention turnings and windings, too nume- 
rous to particularise, biit morally impossible to pursue on undeviating 
principles. The night was of so dark a quality as forbade finding tbo 
gate, but for the house-dog flying upon me by mistake for the lato 
respectable proprietor, and almost tearing my clothe off my back by 
his strenuous exertions to obtain the favour of my patronage. 

Conscientiously averse to the fallacious statements, so much indulged 
in by various competitors, truth urges to acknowledge that on arrival, 
I did not finds things on such a footing as to ensure universal satisfac- 
tion. Mrs.' P., indeed, differs in her statement, but you know her 
success always surpassed the most sanguine expectations. Ever emu- 
lous to merit commendation by the strictest regard to principles of 
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economy, I found her laid np with lumhago, through her studious 
efforts to please, and Doctor Clarke of Wisbeach in the house pre« 
scribing for it, but I am sorry to add — ^no abatement. Dorothy is 
also confined to her bed, by her unremitting assiduity and attention 
in the housekeeping line, and Anastasia the same, from listening for 
nightinga.les, on a fine July evening, but which is an article not 
always to be warranted to keep its virtue in any climate, — ^the other 
children, large and small sizes, ditto, ditto, with Grace too ill to serve 
in the nursery,— and the rest of the servants totally unable to execute 
such extensive demands. Such an unprecedented depreciation in 
health makes me doubt the quality of country air, so much recom- 
mended for family use, and whether constitutions have not more eligi- 
bility to offer that have been regularly town-made. 

Our new residence is a large lonely Mansion, with no connexion 
with any other House, but standing in the heart of Lincolnshire fens, 
over which it looks through an advantageous opening : comprising a 
^"eat variety of vnndmills, and drains, and willow-pollards, and an 
extensive assortment of similar articles, that are not much calculated to 
invite inspection. In warehouses for com, &c., it probably presents 
unusual advantages to the occupier, but candour compels to state that 
agriculture in this part of Lincolnshire is very flat. To supply lan- 
guage on the most moderate terms, unexampled distress in Spitalfields 
is nothing to the distress in ours. The com has been deluged vnth rain 
of remarkable durability, without being able to wash the smut out of its 
ears ; and with regard to the expected great rise in hay, our stacks 
have been burnt down to the ground, instead of going to the consumer. 
If the hounds hadnH been out, we might have fetch'd the engines, but 
the hunter threw George on his head, and he only revived to be sen- 
sible that the entire stock had been disposed of at an immense 
sacrifice. The whole amount I fear will be out of book, — as the 
Norwich Union refuses to liquidate th&hay, on the ground that the 
policy was voided by the impolicy of putting it up wet. In other 
articles I am sorry I must write no alteration. Our bull, after killing 
the house-dog, and tossing William, has gone wild and had the mad- 
ness to run away from his livelihood, and, what is worse, all the cows 
after him— except those that had burst themselves in the clover field, 
and a small dividend, as I may say, of one in the poimd. Another 
item, the pigs, to save bread and niilk, have been turned into the 
woods for acorns, and is an article producing no returns — as not one 
has yet come back. Poultry ditto. Sedulously cultivating an enlarged 
Connexion in the Turkey line, such the antipathy to gypsies, the 
whole breed, geese and ducks inclusive, removed themselves from the 
premises by night, directly a strolling camp came and set up in the 
neighbourhood. To avoid prolixity, when I came to take stock, there 
was no stock to take — namely, no eggs, no butter, no cheese, no com, 
no hay, no bread, no beer — no water even — nothing but the mere 
commodious premises, and fixtures, and goodwill — and candour compels 
to add, a very small quantity on hand of the last-named particular. 

c 
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To add to stagnation, neither of my two sons in the bndness noir 
the two apprentices have been so diligently punctual in executing 
country orders with despatch and fidelity, as laudable ambition desires, 
but have gone about fishing and shooting — and William has suffered 
a loss of three fingers, by his unvarying system of high ohaiges. He 
and Bichard are likewise both threatened with prosecution for tres- 
passing on the Hares in the adjoining landed interest, and Nick is 
obliged to decline any active share, by dislocating his shoulder in 
climbing a tall tree for a tom-tit. As for George, tho' fat the first 
time beyond the circumscribed limits of town custom, he indulges 
vanity in such unqualified pretensions to superiority of knowledge in 
fjEuming, on the sl^ength of his grandfather having belonged to the 
agricultural line of trade, as renders a wholesale stock of patience 
barely adequate to meet its demands. Thus stimulated to iiyudidons 
performance he is as injurious to the best interests of the country, as 
blight and mildew, and smut and rot, and glanders, and pip, all oom* 
bined in one texture. Between ourselves, the objects of np^^earing 
endeavours, imited with uncompromising integrity, have been assailed 
with so much deterioration, as makes me humbly desirous of abridging 
sufferings, by resuming business aa a Shoe Marter at the old e^l^ 
lished House. If Cladc & Son, therefore, have not already taken 
possession and respectfully informed the vicinity, vrill thankfully pay 
reasonable compensation for loss of time and expense incurred by the 
bargain being off. In case parties agree, I beg you will authorise Mr. 
Robins to have the honour to dispose of tlie whole lincobishire 
concern, tho' the knocking down of Middlefen Hall will be a severe 
blow on Mrs. P. and Family. Deprecating .the deceitful stimulus of 
advertising arts, interest commands to mention,— -desirable freehold 
estate and eligible investment— and sole reason for disposal, the pro* 
pietor going to the continent. Example suggests likewise, a good 
country for hunting for fox-hounds— and a prospect too extensive to 
put in a newspaper. Circumstances being rendered awkward by the 
untoward event of the running away of the oattle, &o,, it will be best 
to say — ^^The Stock to be taken as it stands ; "^^-and an additional 
flavour will be politely conferred, and the same thankfidly acknow« 
lodged, if the auctioneer will be so kind as bring the next market 
town ten miles nearer, and carry the coach and the waggon onoe a day 
pai9t the door. Earnestly requesting eariy attention to the above, and 

with sentiments of, &c. n <n o 

R. PuosLBY, Sen. 

P.S. Richard is just come to hand dripping and half dead out of 
the None, and the two apprentices all but drowned each other in 
saving him. Hence occurs to add, fishing opportunities among thQ 
desirable items. 




Ay ANCIENT CONCERT. 



! COME, all ye who love to hear 

An ancient soog is ancient taste. 

To whom all bygone Music's dear 

As reidant spots in Memory's waste ! 

Its name " T\xe Ancient Concert" wrongs. 

And has not hit the proper clef, 

To ^t, Old Folks, to sing Old Songs, 

To Old Subscribers rather deaf. 

Away, then, Hawea 1 with all your band I 
Ye beardless boys, this room desert ! 
One youthful voice, or youthful hand, 
Our concert-pitch would disconcert I 
No Bird must join our " vocal throng," 
The present age beheld at font : 
Away, then, all ye " Sons of Song," 
Your Fathers are the men we want I 

Away, Misa Birch, you're in your prime 1 
Miss Komer, seek some other dooi I 
Go, Mrs. Shaw ! till, counting time. 
You count you're nearly fifty-four I 
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Qoy M18S Novello, sadly young ! 
Go, thou composing Chevalier, 
And roam the county towns among, 
No Newcome will be welcome here ! 

Our Concert aims to give at niffht 
The music that has had its day ! 
So, Rooke, for us you cannot write 
Till time has made you Raven grey. 
Your score may charm a modem ear, 
Nay, ours, when three or fourscore old, 
But in this Ancient atmosphere. 
Fresh airs like yours would give us cold ! 

Go, Hawes, and Cawse, and Woodyat, go I 
Hence, Shirreff, with those native .curls ; 
And Master Coward ought to know 
This is no place for boys and girls ' 
No Massons here we wish to see ; 
Nor is it Mrs. Seguin's sphere, 

And Mrs. B 1 OhI Mrs, B -, 

Such Bishops are not reverend here ! 

What ! Grisi, bright and beaming thus ! 

To sing the songs gone grey with age ! 

No^ Grisi, no, — ^but come to us 

And welcome, when you leave the stage ! 

Off, Ivanhoff ! — till weak and harsh !— 

Rubini, hence ! with all the dan ! 

But come, Lablache, years hence, Lablache, 

A little shrivell'd thin old man ! 

Go, Mr. Phillips, where you please ! 
Away, Tom Cooke, and all your batch ; 
You'd run us out of breath with Glees, 
And Catches that we could not catch. 
Away, ye Leaders all, who lead 
With violins, quite modem things ; 
To guide our Ancient band we need 
Old fiddles out of leading strings ! 

But come, ye Songsters, over-ripe, 
That into '« childish trebles break !" 
And bring. Miss Winter, bring the pipe 
That cannot sing without a shake ! 
Nay, come, ye Spinsters all, that spin 
A slender thread of ancient voice, 
Old notes that almost seem call'd in ; 
At such as you we shall rejoice ! 



No tliund'Hng Thalberga here shall bauUc^ 
Or ride your pet D-eadmee o'er. 
But fingers with a little chalk 
Shall, moderato, keep the scoie ! 
No Broadwoods here, bo full of tons, 
But Harpsichords assist the stnun : 
No Lincoln's pipes, we have our own 
Bird-Oigan, built bj Tub^-Csin. 

And welcome ! St. Ceoilians, now 
Ye willy-nilly, ez-good fellows. 
Who will strike up, no matter how, 
With organs that survive their bellows ! 
And bring, O bring, your aneient styles 
In which our eldera lov'd to roam, 
Those floarishcs that strayed for mtlee. 
Till some good fiddle led them home! 

O come, ye ancient London Cries, 

When Christmas Carols erst were sung ! 

Come, Norse, who dronM the lullabies, 

" When Mumc, heavenly Maid, was young I " 

No nutter how the critics treat, 

What modem sins and faults detect. 

The Copy-Book sh^ still repeat. 

These Concerts raaat " Command respect I" ' 



A LETTER FROM AN EMIGRANT. 

Squamjxuk Flat f, 9th November, 1827- 

Dear Bbotheb, 

Here we are, tbauk FroTidence, sarfe and well, and in the finest 
conotiy you ever ea.w. At this moment I have hefore me the sublime 
expanse of Sqnampaah Flatta — the majestic Mudiboo winding through 
the midst — with the magnificent range of the Sqnab mountains in the 
distance. But the prospect is impossible to describe in a letter ! 
I might as well attempt a Panorama in a pill-box I 

We have fixed oui Settlement on the left bank of the river. In crosS' 
ing the rapids we lost most of oar heavy baggage and all our iron work, 
but by great good fortune we saved Mrs. Paisle/s grand piano and 
the children's ioye. Out infant city conerists of three log huts and one 
of clay, which however, ou the second day, fell in to the gronnd land- 
lords. We have how built it up again ; — and, all things considered, 
ate as comfortable as we could expect — and have christened our settle- 
ment New London, in compliment to tlie Old Metropolis. We have 
one of the log houses to ourselves — or at least shall have when we have 
built a new hog-stye. We borat dovrothe first one in making a bon- 
fire to keep off the wild beasts, and for the present the pi^ are in the 
parlour. . As yet our rooms are rather usefully than elegantly furnished. 
We have gutted the GnuLd Upright, and it nukes a convenient cup- 
board, — ^the chairs were 
obliged to blazs at our 
bivouacs, but thank 
Heaven we have never 
leisoce to at down, and 
so do not miss ttiem. 
My boys are contented, ' 
and will be well when 
they have got over some 
awkward accidents in 
lopping and felling. 
Mia. P. grumbles a lit- 
tle, but it is her custom 
to lament most when 
she is in the midst of 



pluns of soUtude, and 
says she could et^oy 
the very etiffest of stiff 
viaitB. * "'" VISIT. 

The first time we lighted a fire in our new abode, a large serpent 
cune down the chimney, which Hooked upon as a good omen. How- 
ever, OS Mrs. P. is not partial to snakes, and the heat is supposed to 
attract those lepriles, we have dispensed with fires over since. As for 
wild beasts, we hear tliem howling and roaring round the fence every 
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night firom diuk lill dayligbt, but we hare only been {nconyenience 
by one lion. The first time he came, in order to get rid of the brute 
peaceably, we turned out on old ewe, with which he was well satisfied ; 
—but ever since he oomee to us as regular as clock-work for his mnt- 
tou ; and if we do not soon oontriTe to cut his acqu^ntance, we shall 
hardly haTO ft sheep in the flock. It would have been easy to shoot 
him, bang well provided with muskets, but Bamaby mistook our 
remnant of gunpowder for onion seed, and sowed it all in the kitchen 
garden. We did try to trap him into a pitfall ; bnt after twice catch- 
ing Mrs. P., and every one of the cliildren in torn, it was given up. 
They are now, however, perfectly at case about the animal, for they 
never stir out of doors at all, and to make them quite comfortable, I 
have blocked up all the windows and barricaded the door. 

"We have lost only one of our number since we came ; namely, 
Diggory, the market gardener, from Glasgow, who went out one 
morning to botanise, and never came back. I am much sniprised at 
his absconding, as he had nothing but a spade to go off with. Chip- 
pendale, the carpenter, was sent after him, but did not return; and 
Gregory, the smith, has been out after them these two days. I 
have just despatched Madge, the Herdsman, to look for all three, and 
hope he mil Boon give agood account of them, as they are the most useful 
men in the whole setUemeiLt, and, in loot, indispensable to its ezlstenoe. 



The river Mndlboo is deep, and rapid, and said to swarm with alli- 
gatore, though I have heard but of three being seen at one time, and 
none of those above eighteen feet long ; this, however, is immaterial, 
as we do not use the river fluid, which is thick and dirty, but draw all 
onr water from natural wells and tanks. Poisonous springs are rather 
common, but aie easily distinguished by containing no fiah ox living 
animal. Those, however, which swarm with frogs, toada, newts, efts, 
&c., are harmlees, and may be safely used foi culinary purposes. 

In short, 1 know of no drawback but one, which, I am sanguine, 
may be got over hereafter, and do earnestly hope and advise, if things 
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are no better in England i^an when I left, you, and as many as 3roa 
can persuade, will sell off all, and come over to this African Paradise. 

The drawback I speak of is this : although I have never seen any- 
one of tho creatures, it is too certain that the mountains are inhabited 
by a race of Monkeys, whose cunning and mischievous talents exceed 
even the mpst incredible stories of their tribe. No. human art or vigi- 
lance seems of avail ; we have planned ambuscades, and watched night 
after night, but no attempt has been made ; yet the moment the guard 
was relaxed, we were stripped without mercy. I am convinced they 
must have had spies night and day on our motions, yet so secretly and 
cautiously, that no glimpse of one has yet been seen by any of our 
people. Our last crop was cut and carried off, vnth the precision of 
an English Harvesting. Our spirit stores — (you will be amazed to 
hear that . these creatures pick locks with the dexterity of London 
burglars) — ^have been broken open and ransacked, though half the 
establishment were on the watch ; and the brutes have been off to 
their mountains, five miles distant, without even the dogs giving an 
alarm. I could almost persuade myself at times, such are their super<» 
natural knowledge, swiftness, and invisibility, that we have to contend 
with evil spirits. I long for your advice, to refer to on this subject, 
and am. Dear Philip, Your loving brother, Ambrose Mawb. , , 

P.S. Since writing the above, you will be concerned to hear the 
body of poor Diggory has been found, horribly mangled by wild beasts. 
The fate of Chippendale, Gregory, and Mudge, is no longer doubtful. 
The old Lion has brought the Lioness, and the sheep being all gone, 
they have made a joint attack upon the Bullock-house. The Mudiboo 
has overflowed, and Squampash Flatts are a swamp. I have just dis- 
covered that the Monke3rs are my own rascals, that I brought out from 
England. We are coming back as fast as we can. 



SONNET ON STEAM. 

BY AK VNDBR-08TLBR. 



I WISH I livd a Thowsen year Ago 

TVurking for Sober six and Seven milers 

And dubble Stages runnen safe and slo 

The Orsis cum in Them days to the Bilers 

But Now by meens of Powers of Steem forces 

A-tuming Coches into Smoakey Kettels 

The Bilers seam a Gumming to the Orses 

And Helps and naggs Will sime be out of Vittels 

Poor Bruits I wunder How we bee to Liv 

Wlien sutch a change of Orses is our Faits 

No nothink need Be sifted in a Siv 

May them Blowd ingins all Blow up their Grates 

And Theaves of Osiers crib the Coles and GKv 

Their blackgard Hannimuls a Feed of Slaits ! 



A REPORT FROM BELOW ! 

« Blow ht(h, blow lev."— Su Bm/a. 

Aa Mister B. &nd Mistresa B. 

One night were uUing dawn to tea. 

With toaat and muffins ho^~ 

They heard a loud and sudden bounce, 

That made the veiy ohina flounce, 

They could not for a time pronounce 

If they were safe or shot — 

For Memory brought ft deed to match 

At Deptford done by night— 

Before one eye appeared a Patch 

In t'other eye a Blight ! 

To be helaliaui'd out of life, 

IVithout some small attempt at strife, 

Our nature will not grovel ; 

One impulse mov'd both man and dame, 

He seized the tongs — she did the same. 

Leaving the ruffian, if he came, 

Tlie poker and the shovel. 
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Suppose the couple standing so, 
When rushing footsteps from below 
Made pulses fast and fervent ; 
And first burst in the frantic cat, 
All steaming like a brewer s rat, 
And then — as white ■• my cravat- 
Poor Mary Maf) the servant ! 

Lord, how the couple's teeth did chatter, 

Master and Mistress both flew at her, 

'' Speak ! Fire ? or Murder I What's the matter?" 

Till Mary getting breath. 

Upon her tale began to touch 

With rapid tongue, fiill trotting, such 

As if she thought she had too much 

To tell before her death :^^ 
^' We was both. Ma'am, in the wash-house, Ma'*m, a-standing at our tubs. 
And Mrs. Bound was seconding what little things I rubs ; 
^ Mary,' says she to me, * I say'— -and there she stops for coughin', 
^ That dratted copper flue has took to smokin' very often, 
But please the pigs,**— ^^or that's her way of swearbg in a passion, 
^ I'll blow it up, and not be set a coughin' in this fashion !' 
Well, down she takes my master s horn — I mean his horn for loading. 
And empties every gnun alive for to set the flue exploding. 
Lawk, Mrs. Round I says I, and stares, that quantum k unproper, 
Fm sartin sure it canH not take a pound to sky a copper ; 
You'll powder both our heads off*, so I tells you, with its pufl^. 
But she only dried her fingers, and she takes a pinch of snuff. 
Well, when the pinch is over<^^^ Teach your grandmother to suck 
A powder horn,' says she— Well, says I, I wish you luck. 
Them words sets up her back, so with her hands upon her hips, 
^Corne,' says she, quite in a huff, *come, keep your tongue inside 

your lips ; 
Afore ever you was bom, I was well used to things like these ; 
I shall put it in the grate, and let it bum up by degrees. 
So in it goes, and Bounce-^ Lord ! it gives us such a rattle, 
I thought we both were cannonixed, like Sogers in a battle ! 
Up goes the copper like a squib, and us on both our backs. 
And bless the tubs, they bundled off, and split all into cracks. 
Well, there I fainted dead away, and might have been cut shorter. 
But Providence was kind, and brought me to with scalding water. 
I first looks round for Mrs. Round, and sees her at a distance. 
As stiff as starch, and looked as dead as any thing in existence ; 
AU scorched and grimed, and more than that, I sees the copper slap 
Right on her head, for idl the world like a percussion copper cap. 
Well, I crooks her little fingers, and cramps them well up together. 
As humanity pints out, and bumt her nostrams with a feather ; 



A BISPOBT ntOU B&LOW. 2? 

But tor all ae I can do, to restore her to her doitality. 
She never gives a sign of a return to aenfluality. 

Thinks I, well there she lies, as dead as my own late departed mother, 
Well, she'll wash no more in this world, whatever she doea in t'other. 
So I gives mi^aelf to scramble np the tinena for a minnte, 
Lawk, eich a abilt ! thinks I, it's well my mostei wasn't in it ; 
Oh ! I never, neTei, never, never, never, see a sight so shockin' ; 
Here lays a leg, and there a leg — I mean, you know, a stocking- 
Bodies all slit and torn to rags, and many a tattered skirt. 
And arms humt off, and sides and backs aU sootcbed and black with dirt ; 
But as nobody was in 'em — ^none but— nobody was hurt ! 
Well, there I am, a-ecramhling up the things, all in a lump. 
When, mercy on us I such a groan as makes my heart to jump. 
And there she is, a-lying with a crazy sort of eye, 
A-staring at the wash-houee roof, liud open to the sky ; 
Then she beckons with a finger, and so down to her I reaches, 
And puts my ear agin her mouth to hear her djHng speeches, 
For, poor soul ! she has a husband and young orphani^ as I knew j 
Well, Ma'am, you won't beheve it, but it's Qospel &ct and true. 
But these words is all she whispered— 'Why, i^riiere wthe powderblew?"' 



THE LAST SHILLING. 

He was evidentlf a foreigner, and poor. As I sat at the opposite 
comer of the Southgate stage, I took a mental inventory of his ward- 
robe. A military cloak much the worse for wear, — a bine coat, the 
worse for tear, — a napless hat — a shirt neither white nor brown — a 
pair of mud-colour gloves, open at each thnmb — grey trowsers too 
short for his legs — and brown boots too loug for his feet. 

From some words he dropt, I found that he had come direct from 
Paris, to midertake the duties of French teacher, at an. English 
academy ; and his companion, the English classical nsher, had been 
sent to London,, to meet and conduct hmi to his suburban destination. 

Poor devil, thought I, thou art going into a bitter bad line of 
bumness ; and the hundredth share which I had taken in the boyish 
persecutions of my own French master — an emigr6'«f the old noblesse 
■—smote violently on my conscience. At Edmonton the coach stopped. 
The coachman lighted, pulled the bell of a mansion inscribed in large 
letters, Vespasian House ; uid depouted the foreigner's trunks and 
boxes on the footpath. The English classical usher stepped briskly 
out, and deponted a shilling in the coachman's anticipatory hand. 
Monsieur followed the example, and with some precipitation prepared 
to enter the gate of the foie-garden, but the driver stood in the way. 

" I want another shilling," aaii the coachmui. 
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^^ You agreed to take a shilling a-head^" said iJie English master. 
^' You said you would take one shiUing for my head^" said the 
French master. 

^' It^s for the luggage," Said the coachman. 

The Frenchman seemed thunderstruck ; hut there was no help for 
it. He pulled out a small weazle-hellied, hrown silk purse, hut tiiere 
was nothing in it save a medal of Napoleon. Then he felt his breast- 
pockets, then his side-pockets, and then his waistcoat-pockets ; but 
they were all empty, excepting a metal snufiPbox, and that was empty 
too. Lastly he felt the pockets in the flaps of his coat, taking out ft 
meagre would-be white handkerchief, and shaking it; but not a 
dump. I rather suspect he anticipated the result — ^but he went thro' 
the operations seriatim^ with the true French gravity. At last he 
turned to his companion, with a '^ Mistare Barbiere, be as good to lend 
me one shelling." 

Mr. Barber thus appealed to, went through something of the same 
ceremony. Like a blue-bottle cleaning itself, he pa«ed his hands 
over his breast — round his hips, and down the outside of his thighs,-^ 
but the, sense of feeling could detect nothing like a coin. 

^^ You agreed for a shilling, and you shall have no more," said tbi 
man with empty pockets. 

" No — ^no — ^no— you shall have no mor," said the moneyless Frenchs^ 
man. 

By this time the housemaid of Yespasian Hoilse) tired of standing 
with the door in her hand, had come down to the garden-gate, andi 
willing to make herself generally useful, laid her hand on one of the 
Foreigner's trunks. 

^^ It shan't go till Tm paid my shilling," said the coachman, taking 
hold of the handle at the other end. 

The good-natured housemaid instantly let go of the trunk, and 
seemed suddenly to be bent double by a violent cramp, or stitch, in 
her right side,— while her hand groped busily under her gown. ' But 
it was in vain. There was nothing in that pocket but some curl« 
papers, and a brass thimble. 

The stitch or cramp then seemed to attack her other side ; again 
she stooped and fumbled, while Hope and Doubt struggled together 
on her rosy face. At last Hope triumphed,— from ^e extremedl 
comer of the huge dimity pouch she fished up a solitary coin^ and 
thrust it exultingly into the obdurate palm. 

" It won't do," said the coachman, casting a wary eye on the metal^ 
and holding out for the inspection of the trio a silver- washed corona* 
tion medal, which had been purchased of a Jew for twopence the 
year before. 

The poor girl quietly set down the trunk which she had again 
taken up, and restored the deceitful medal to her p€>cket. In the 
meantime the arithmetical usher had arrived at the gate in his way 
out, but was stopped by the embargo on the luggage. " What's the 
inatter now ? " asked the man of figures. 



r 
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^ K jron pleasO) Sir/' sidd the houaeiiudd, dropping a l6w cnrtdey, 
^' if ■ IM9 unpudent fellow of a coachman will stand here fbr his 
rights." 

^^ He wants a shilling more than his fare/' said Mr. Barber. 

^^ He does want more than his fare shilUng," reiterated the French- 
man. 

^^ Coachman ! what the devil are we waiting here for ? " shouted a 
Btoitorian Yoice from the rear of the stage. 

*^ Bless me, John, are we to stay here all day ? " cried a shrill yoioe 
from the stage's interior. 

♦* If you don't get up shortly I shall get down," bellowed a voice 
from the box. 

At thia crisis the English usher drew his fellow-tutor aside, and 
whispered something in his ear that made him go through the old 
manual exercise. He slapped his pantaloons — ^flapped his coat tails — 
and felt about his bosom—** I haven't got one," said he, and with a 
ahake of the head and a hurried bow, he set off at the pace of a 
twopenny postman. 

** I a'nH going to stand here all day," said the coachman, getting 
out of all reasonable patience. 

** You're an infernal scoundrelly villain," said Mr. Barber, getting 
out of all classical English. 1 

** You are a—what Mr. Barber says," said the Foreigner. 
^ ^ Thank Ood and his goodness," ejaculated the housemaid, ^* here 
comes the Doctor;" and the portly figure of the pedagogue himself 
came striding pompously down ^ the gravel-walk. He had two thick 
lips and a double chin, which all began wagging together. 

** Well, well ; what's all this argumentative elocution ? I command 
taciturnity ! " 

** I'm a shilling short," said the coachman. 
! ** He says he has got one short shiUing," said the Foreigner. 

*^ Poo — ^poo — ^poo," said the thick-lips and double-chin. " Pay the 
fellow his superfluous claim, and appeal to magisterial authority." 

" It's what we mean to do, Sir," said the English usher, "but"-^ 
and he laid his lips mysteriously to the Doctor's ear. 

^* A pecuniary bagatelle," said the Doctor. ** It'^s palpable extor- 
tion,»-but m disburse it, — and you have a legislatorial remedy for 
his avaricious demands." As the man of pomp said this, he thrust 
his fore-finger into an empty waistcoat-pocket — ^then into its fellow-— 
and then into every pocket he had — but without any other product 
than a bunch of keys, two ginger lozenges, and the French mark. 

^' It's very pecuKar," said the Doctor, " I had a prepossession of 
having currency to that amount. The coachman must call to-morrow 
for it at Vespasian House— or stay — I perceive my housekeeper, 
Mrs. Plummer ! pray just step hither and liquidate this little commer- 
cial obligation." 

Now, whether Mrs. Plummer had or had not a shilling, Mrs. 
Plummer only knows ; for she did not condescend to make any search 
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for it,— and if die bad none, she was right not to take &e trouble. 
However, she attempted to cany the point hy a amp de main. 
Snatching np one of the boxes, Bhe motioned the honsemaid to do the 
like, exdaiming in a ahiiU treble key,—" Here's a pretty work indeed, 
about a paltry shilling 1 If il'a wottl) having, it's wor^ calling >gun 
for, — and I suppose veipaaian HouM is not going to run away ! " 

" But may be / am," said the inflexible coachman, aeiang a trunk 
with each hand. 

" John, I insist on b«ng let ont," Mieuned the lady in the coach. 
" I shall be too late for dinner," loued the Thunderer in the dickey. 
As for the passenger on the box, be bod made off during the latter 
part of the alteroation. 

" What shall we do ? " laid tbe English Classical Usher. 

" God and his goodness onljr knows I " said the housemaid. 

" I am a stranger in this country," said the Frenchman. 

*' You must pay the money," siud tbe coachman. 

" And here it is, J'ou brute," sud Mrs. Flunuser, who bad mads 
a trip to the house in the mean time ; but whether she bad coined it, 
or raised it by a subscription among the pupils, I know no more than 



ODE TO M. BEUNEL. 

** Well, (ud, old Mold cuut norlt i' the du-k n lut? ■ irorthj 

Well ! MoDsienr Brunei, 

How proBpeis now th^ mighty undertaking. 
To joiD by a hollow way the Bankside friends 
Of Rotheibithe, and Wapping, — 

Never be stopping, 
But poking, groping, in the dark keep making 
An aicbway, underneath the Dahs and Gudgeons, 
For Collier men and pitchy old Curnmdgeons, 
To ccoBS the water in inverse proportion, 
Walk under steam-boats under the keel's ridge, 
To keep down all extortion. 
And without sculls to diddle London Bridge ! 
In a fresb hunt, a new Great Bore to worry, 
Thou didst to earth tby human terriers follow, 
Hopeful at last from Middlesex to Surrey, 

To give us the " View hollow," 
In short it was thy aim, right north and sonth, 
To put a pipe into old Thames'a mouth ; 
Alas I half-way thou hadst proceeded, when 
Old Thames, tbrtfngh roof, not water-proof. 
Came, like " a tide in the affairs of men;" 
And with a mighty stormy kind of roar, 

Reproacbful of thy wrong. 

Buret out in that old song 
Of Incledon's, beginning " Cease, rude Bore"— 



Sad is it, worthy of one's tears, 

Just when one eeema the moet successful, 
To find one's self o'er head and ears 

In difficulties most distressful! 
Other great speculations hare been nursed, 

Till want of proceeds laid them on a shelf; 
But thy concern was at the worst. 

When it began to liquidate itself ! 



Light up thy boxes, build a bin or two. 
The wine does better than such water trades: 

Stick up a sign — the sign of the Bore's Head ; 

We drawn it ready for thee in black lead. 
And make thy cellar eubterrane, — Thy Shades I 



84 



THE DEATH Ot THE DOMllflE. 



*' Take him up, says the master/*— Old Spelling ^ok. 

My old Schoolmaster is dead. He ^' died of a stroke;*' and 1 wonder 
none of his pupils have ever done the same. I have been flogged by 
many masters, but his rod, like Aaron's, swallowed up atl the rest. 
We have often wished that he whipped on the principle of Italian pen- 
manship, — up strokes heavy and down strokes light ; but he did it 
in English round hand, and we used to think with a very hard pen. 
Such was his love of flogging, that- for some failure in Ehglish compo- 
sition, after having been well corrected I have been ordered to be re- 
vised. I have heard of a road to learning, and he did justice to it; 
we certainly never went a stage in education without being ^ell horsed. 
The mantle of Dr. Busby descended on his shoulders, and on ours. 
There was but one tree in the play-ground — a birch, but it never had 
a twig or leaf upon it. Spring or summer it always looked as bare as 
if the weather had been cutting at the latter ena of the year. Pictures 
they say are incentives to learning, and certainly we never got through 
a page without cuts ; for instance, I do not recollect a Latin article 
without a tail-piece. All the Latin at that school might be comprised 
in one line— . 

*' Anna virumque cano." 

An arm, a man, and a cane. It was Englished to me one day in 
school hours, when I was studying Robinson Crusoe instead of Virgil, 
by a storm of bamboo that really carried on the illusion, and made me 
think for the time that I was assaulted by a set of savages. He seemed 
to consider a boy as a bear's cub, and set himself literally to lick him 
into shape. He was so particularly fond of striking us with a leather 
strap on the flats of our hands that he rifever allowed them a day's rest. 
There was no such thing as a Palm Sunday in Our calendar. In one 
word, he was disinterestedly cruel, and used as industriously to strike 
for nothing as other workmen strike for wages. Some of the elder boys, 
who had read Smollett, christened him Roderick, from his often hitting 
like Random, and being so partial to Strap. 

His death was characteristic. After making his will he sent for 
Mr. Taddy, the head usher, and addressed him as follows: " It is all 
over, Mr. Taddy — I am sinking fast — I am going from the terrestrial 
globe — ^to the celestial — and have promised Tomkins a flogging — mind 
he has it — and donH let him pick off the buds — I have asked Aristotle" 
—(here his head wandered) — " and he says I cannot live an hour — I 
don't like that black horse grinning at me— cane him soundly for not 
knowing his verbs — Castigo te, non quod odio habeam — Oh, Mr. 
Taddy, it's breaking up witli me — ^the vacation's coming — ^There is that 
black horse again — Dulcis moriens reminiscitur — ^we are short of canes 
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—Mr. Taddy, don't let the achool get into disorder irfaen I am gtme— 

I'm afraid, through my ilhiesa— the boys have gone back in thrir £>^ing 

— I feel a strange feeling all over me — Is the new pupil conM ■'— I 

trust I havi 

(here hia h( 

—Mr. Tadc 

order — and 

to Mrs. B. 

The school-i 

— I will ma 

line— O Mr 

art djring — ! 

voice ceased 

act of rulin| 

expired. 

An epitai 
an unpublii 
stufied wit] 
Greek or L 
the Widow 
Dominie coi 
and withoul 
Homei. 



OVEE THE WAY. 

" I Bt over igiiiut ■ vindow vhere thira itood ■ pot wilh vcrj pnllj Bontt ; ud I 
bad my ijm fizod ou It, «Lcd on a tudden i1i« uiudow opcni-d, mil i jouDg lady appraiid 
whoM beauly ■Irnek me."— Aiu«i*N Niqhti. 

Al^b ! the flatues of an unhappy tovei 
About my heart and on my vitats prey ; 
I've caught a fever that I can't get over, 

Over the way ! 
Oh ! why are eyes of hazel ? nosea Grecian ! 
I've lost my rest by night, my peace by day, 
For want of some brown Holland or Venetian, 

Over the way. 
Tve gazed too often, till my heart's as lost 
As any needle in a stacic of hay ; 
Crosses belong to love, and mine is crossed 

Over the way ! 
I cannot read or write, or thoughts relax— 
Of what avul Lord Althorp or Ear] Qrey ? 
They cannot ease me of my window-tax 

Over the way I 
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Even on Sunday my devotions vary, 
And from St. Bennet Fink they go astra}' 
To dear St. Mary Overy — the Mary 

Over the way ! 

Oh ! if my godmother were but a fairy, 
With magic wand, how I would beg and pray 
That she would change me into that canary 

Over the way! 

I envy every thing that's near Miss Lindo, 
•^ P^g> a poU» a squirrel or a jay — 
Blest blue-bottles ! that buz about the window 

Over the way I 

Even at even, for there be no shutters, 
I see her reading on, from grave to gay, 
Some tale or poem, till the candle gutters 

Over the way I 

And then — oh ! then — ^while the clear waxen taper 
Emits, two stories high, a starlike ray, 
I see twelve auburn curls put into paper 

Over the way ! 

But how breathe unto her my deep regards, 
Pr ask her for a whispered ay or nay, — 
Or offer her my hand, some thirty yards 

Over the way ? 

Cold as the pole she is to my adoring ;— 
Like Captain Lyon, at Repulse's Bay, 
I meet an icy end to my exploring 

Over the way ! 

Each dirty little Savoyard that dances 
She looks on— Punch — or chimney-sweeps in May ; 
Zounds ! wherefore cannot I attract her glances 

Over the way ? 

Half out she leans to watch a tumbling brat, 
Or yelping cur, run over by a dray ; 
But I'm in love — she never pities that ! 

Over the way ! 

I go to the same church — a lov^-lost labour ; 
Haunt all her walks, and dodge her at the play ; 
She does not seem to know she has a neighbour 

Over the way ! 

At private theatres she never acts ; 
No Crown-and- Anchor balls her fancy sway; 
She never visits gentlemen with tracts 

Over the way ! 
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To billets-doux by post sho sfcuows bo &voar— 
In short, there is no pU^ tb»t I can lay 
To break my window-paiiis to my enslaver 

Dvor the way ! 

I play the fiute-«-die heeds not my dmnnatics-* 
No bieni an introduction ean punrey ; 
I wish a fire would hre^k out in the attics 

Over the way ! 

My wasted form ought of itself to touch her ; 
My baker feels my appetite^s decay ; 
And as for butchers' meat— oh ! she's my butcher 

Over the way ! 

At beef I tpm ; at lamb or veal I pout ; 
I never ring now to bring up the tray ; 
My stomach grumbles at my dining oirt 

Over the way ! 

Fm weary of my life ; without regret 
I could resign this miserable day 
To lie wi^iii that box of mignonette 

Over the way ! 

I've fitted bullets to my pistol-bore ; 
I Ve vowed at times to rush where trumpets bray, 
Quite sick of number one— and numb^ four) 

Over the way ! 

Sometimes my fonoy builds up castles airy, 
Sometimes it only paints a ferme ome6, 
A horse — a cow-Hsix fowls — a pig-^and Marf , 

Over the way ! 

Sometimes I dream of h^ in bridal white, 
Standing before the altar, Hke a fay ; 
Sometimes of balls, and neighbourly invite 

Over the way ! 

I've coo'd with her in dreams, like any tuitle, 
I've snatch'd her from the Clyde, the Tweed, and Tay ; 
Thrice I have made a grove of that one myrtle 

Over the way ! 

Thrice I have rowed her in a foiry shallop. 
Thrice raced to Gretna in a neat " po-shay,'* 
And shower'd crowns to make the horses gallop 

Over the way ! 

And thrice I've started up from dreams appaffing 
Of killing rivals in a bloody fray — 
There is a young man very fond of calling 

Over the way ! 
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Oh ! hftppy nuui— above tdl kings in glCHy, 
Whoever in her aai may eaj his say, 
And add a taU of love to that one atory 

Oyer the w»y I 
Nabob of Arcot — Despot of Japan — ■ 
Sultan of Fem&— Emperor of Cathay — 
Alifch rather would I be the happy man 

Ovettiie way! 
Wi^i Bucb a lot my heart would be in olover—- 
@ut wliat — O horror ! — what do I surrey ! 
Postilions and whito favours ! — all is over 

Oyer the way ! 



A PLAN FOR 

WRITING BLANK VEKSE IN RHYME. 



Respected Sib, 

In a morning paper justly celebrated for the acuteness of its re- 
porters, and their almort prophetic insight into character And motives 
—the Rhodian length of their leaps towards, results, and the magni- 
tude of their inferences, beyond the drawing of Manx's dny-horses, — 
there appeared, a few days since, the following paragraph. 

" Mansion House. Yesterday, a tall emaciated being, in a brown 
coat, indicating his age to be about forty-five, and the riiggeduess of 
which gave a great air of mental ingenuity and intelligenoe to his 
countenance, was introduced by the officers to the Lord Mayiff. It 
was evident from his preliminary l>ow that he bad made S9pie disco- 
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veries in the art of poetry, which he wished to lay before his Lordship, 
but the Lord Mayor perceiving by his accent that he had already sub- 
mitted his project to several of the leading Publishers, referred him 
back to the same jurisdiction, and the unfortunate Votary of the Muses 
withdrew, declaring by another bow, that he should offer his plan to 
the £ditor of the Comic Annual." 

The unfortunate, above referred to. Sir, is myself, and with regard 
to the Muses, indeed a votary, though not a 10/. one, if the qualifica- 
tion depends on my pocket— but for the idea of addressing myself to 
the Editor of the Comic Annual, I am indebted solely to the assump- 
tion of the gentlemen of the Press. That I have made a discovery is 
true, in common with Hervey, and Herschell, and Galileo, and Roger 
Bacon, or rather, I should say, with Columbus, — ^my invention con- 
cerning a whole hemisphere, as it were, in tlie world of poetry — ^in 
short, the whole continent of blank verse* To an immense number of 
readers this literary land has been hitherto a complete terra incognita^ 
and from one sole reason, — ^the want of that harmony which makes 
the close of one line chime with the end of anothcft. They have no 
relish for numbers that turn up blank, and wonder accordingly at the 
epithet of ^' Prize," prefixed to Poems of the kind which emanate in 
— I was going to say from — the University of Oxford. Thus many 
very worthy members of society are unable to appreciate the Paradise 
Lost, the Task, the Chase, or the Seasons, — the Winter especially — 
without rhyme. Others, again, can read the Poems in question, but 
with a limited enjoyment ; as certain persons can admire the archi- 
tectural beauties of Salisbury steeple, but would like it better with a 
ring of bells. For either of these tastes my discovery will provide, 
without affronting the palate of any other ; for although the lover of 
rhyme will find in it a prodigality hitherto unknown, the heroic cha- 
racter of blank verse will not suffer in the least, but each line will 
^* do as it likes with its own,^^ and sound as independently of the next 
as, "milkmaid," and "water-carrier." I have the honour to subjoin 
a specimen — and if, through your publicity, Mr. Murray should be 
induced to make me an offer for an Edition of Paradise Lost on this 
principle, for the Family Library, it will be an eternal obligation on. 
Respected Sir, your most obliged, and humble servant, 



# * * * * • * 



A NOCTURNAL SKETCH. 



Even is come ; and from the dark Park, hark, 
The signal of the setting sun — one gun ! 
And six is sounding from the chime, prime time 
To go and see the Drury-Lane Dane slain,-— 
Or hear Othello's jealous doubt spout out,— - 
Or Macbeth raving at that shade>made blade, 
Denying to his frantic clutch much touch ;— ^ 
Or else to see Ducrow with wide stride ride 
Four horses as no other man can span ; 
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Or in the small Olympic I^t, rit split 
Laughing at LiitoD, while yoa qtuz hit phiz. 

Anon Night comes, and with her winge brings things 
Sach HS, with his poetic tongue, Young snug ; 
The gas up-blazes with its bright white light. 
And paralytic watchmen prowl, how}, growl, 
Abont the streeta and take np Pall-Mai Sal, 
Who, hasting to her nightly jobe, robs fobs. 

Now thieves to enter for your cash, smash, crash. 
Past drowsy Charley, in a deep sleep, creep, 
Bnt &ighten'd by Policeman B. 3, flee. 
And while they're going, whisper low, "No go 1" 

Now puss, while folks are in their beds, treads leada,- 
And sleepers waking, grumble — " Drat that cat I" 
Who in the gutter caterwauls, squalls, mania 
Some feline foe, and screams in shrill ill-wiU. 



Now Bulls of Bashan, of a prize size, rise 
In childish dreams, and mth a roar gore poor 
Oeoigy, or Charley, or Billy, willy-nilly ;— 
But Nursemaid in a nightmare test, cbeet-press^d, 
Dieameth of one of her old flames, James Oames, 
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And that she heare — what feith is tnan'a — Ann's burns 
And his, from BeTerend Mr. Rice, twice, thrico : 
White ribbons flourish, and a stout shout out, 
That upward goes, shows Rose knows thoBe bows* woes ! 



A LETTER FROJI A MARKET GARDENER TO THE SE- 
CRETARY OF THE HORTICULTURAL SOCIETY. 



The Satiety having Bean pleasd to Complement Mo before I beg 
Leaf to lie before Tliem agii) aa follow in pnrticullers witch I hop 
They will luck upon with a Sowth Aspic. 

Sir — last year I paid my Atentions to a Tater Sc the Satiety was 
pleasd to be gratifid at the Innlargement of my Kidnis. This ear I 
have tumd my Eyes to Gozberris. — I am happy to Say I have allmost 
Buckaidid in Making them too Big for Bo|t]in. I beg to Present sum 
of itch kind — Pleas obsarre a Qreen Goose ia larger in Siz then a Red 
Ooosebry. Sir as to Cherrismy ateation has Beai) cheaily occupid by 
the Black Arts. Sum of them are as big ai Crickt Balls as will be seen 
I send a Sample tyed on a Wauking-stick. J send lickwise a Potle of 
stray berris witch I hop wjll reaob- Tbey air ,eo largo as to object to 
Lay more nor too in a Bed. Also a Potle of Hobbies and one of ray 
new Pins, of a remarkably sharp flaviour. I hop they will cum to 
Hand in time to be at your Feat. Respective Black red & "WTiito 
Currency I have growd equely Large, so aa one Bunch is not to be Put 
into a Galley Pot without jamming. My Pitches has not ben Strong, 
and their is no Show on My Walls of the Plumb line. Darosins will 
Be moor Plentiflc & tbeii' is no Want of common Bullies about Lunnon. 
Please inform if propper to classify the Slow with tbe creepers. 
Concerning Grapa I have bin rccommanded by mixing Wines with 
Warter Mellons, tbe later is improved in its juice — but nave douts of 
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the fack. Of the Patgonkn Picklcing Coupiuptief, I b^y maid Trial 
of, and have hops of Growing one up to Matkit by sitting one End 
&ffn my front dote. On account of its Proggresdreneaa I propoa 
calling it PickleuB Peniginatua if Aproved of. 

Sir, about Improving the common Stocks. — Of Haws I have some 
hops but am disponding aboqt my Hyps. I have quite faled in cnl- 
tuvating them into Cramberrie. I have allso atempted to Mull 
Blackbcris, but am sattsfid them & the Mulberris is of diferent Genius. 
Pleas observe of Aples I ha\-e found a GrafFt of the common Crab from 
its Straglin sideways of use to Hispalllers, I should lick to be in- 
fourmd vf eather Scotch Granite is a variety of the Pom Granite ft wea- 
ther as sum say so [>oie a fnite, and Nothing but Stone. 
Sir, — My Engine Com 
has been all eat up by 
the Bnrds namely Bocks 
and Ravines. In like 
manner I had a full 
Shew of Pees but was 
distroyd by the Sparera. 
There as bean grate 
Mischef dun beside by 
Entymollogy — in some 
parts a complet Patch 
of Blight. Their has 
bean a grate Deal loo of 
Robin by boys and qien 
inching and s^ahng )iut ' 
their has beaif so mtiny 
axidents by Steel Trapg 
I don't like getting on 
'em. 

Sir I partickly wish the 

Satiety to be called to ponmdder the Caw what follows, as I think 
mite be mdd Transaxt! enable in the next Reports : — 

My Wif had a Tomb Cat that 
dyd. Being a torture Shell and 
a Grate feverit, ^-e had Him 
berrid in the Guiirdian, and for 
the sake of inrichment of the 
Mould I had the carks depo- 
seted under the roots of a 
Oosberry Bush. The FruteJ 
being up till then of the smooth 
kind. But the next Seaon's 
Frute after the Cat was berrid, 

tiie Goaberrie was all hairy, — " "" • *"«*"' 

Si moor Remarkable the OBtpilers of fte same bush, was All of the 
same hiury Discriptton. I am Sir Your humble servant 

Teouas Frost. 



DOMESTIC ASIDES; OR, TRUTH IN PARENTHESES. 



" I realiy take it itt 

This vi9it,Mri. Skinner I 

I ha*e not leen you luch tn age — 

(The wretch hu come to dinncrl) 

" YouT daughter*, too, what 1o»m of 

What head* for painters' euel* 1 
Conte here and kiw the iofant, dean,— 
(And give it prhapa the meaileil) 

" Your charming boy* I lee are home 
From ReTerenH Mr. Bu(«el * ; 
'TirsB very kind to bring tham both,— 
(What boot* for mj new Briutels !) 

■ What 1 little Clara tefl at borne ? 
Well now I call that ahabbv : 
I ahould have lav'd to kiMDet *o,^ 
(Aflabby.dabbr. babbyl) 



" And Mr. S., I hope he'a well. 
Ah ! though he Mtc* *o handy, 
He never now drop* in to aup, — 
(The better for our brand; I) 

" Come, take a teat— I long to hear 

About MatildV* marriage ; 

You're come of coune to apend the 

day!— 
(Thank Heav'a, I bear the carriage !) 

"WhatI must you go? next lime I hope 
You'll gire me longer meaiure ; 
Nay — 1 (halt *ee you down the atair*— 
(With nioit uncommon pleaiurel) 

"Good-bye I good-bye I remember all, 
Next time jou'll luke your dinner* ! 

iNow, Darid, mind I'm not at homt 
n future to the Skinner* 1 ') 



t HDDaaiTa iKcom, 



BLACK, WHITE, AND BROWN. 

All at once Miss Morbid left off aogar. 

She did not teaga it as some penons laf down th«i caniajie, 
the full-bodied family-coach dwindling iato a chariot, next into a Sy, 
and then into a sedan-chair. She did not shade it off artistically, like 
certain household economists, firom white to whitey brown, brown, 
dork-brown, and so on, to none at all.— She left it ofi^ as one might 
leave off walking on the top of a honse, or on a slide, or on a plank 
with a further end to it, that is to say, slapdash, all at once, withont 
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a moment's warning. She gave it up, to speak appropriately) in the 
lump. She dropped it,-— as Corporal Trim let fall his hat, — dah. It 
vanished, as the French say, toot sweet. From the 30th of November, 
1830, not an ounce of sugar, to use Miss Morbid's own expression, 
ever " darkened her doors."^ 

The truth was she had been present the day before at an Anti- 
Slavery Meeting ; and had listened to a lecturing Abolitionist, who 
had drawn her sweet tooth, root and branch, out of her head. Thence- 
forth sugar, or as she called it '^ shugger," was no longer white, or 
brown, in her eyes, but red, blood-red — an abomination, to indulge in 
which would convert a professing Christian into a practical Cannibal. 
Accordingly she made a vow, under the influence of moist eyes and 
refined feelings, that the sanguinary article should never more enter 
her lips or her house ; and this petty parody of the famous Berlin 
Decree against our Colonial produce was rigidly enforced. However 
others might countenance the practice of the Slave Owners by con- 
suming *' shugger," she was resolved for her own part, that " no suf- 
fering sable 3on of Africa should ever rise up against her out of a 
cup of Tea ! " 

In the mean time, the cook and housemaid grumbled in concert at 
the prohibition : they naturally thought it very hard to be deprived 
of a luxury which they enjoyed at their own proper cost ; and at last 
only consented to remain in the service, on condition that the priva- 
tion should be handsomely considered in their wages. With a hope 
of being similarly remembered in her will, the poor relations of Miss 
Morbid continued to drink the ^^ warm without," which she admin- 
istered to them every Sunday, under the name of Tea : and Hogarth 
would have desired no better subject for a picture than was presented 
by their physiognomies. Some pursed jip their lips, as if resolved 
that the nauseous beverage should never enter them ; others com- 
pressed their mouths, as if to prevent it from rushing out again. One 
took it mincingly, in sips, — another gulped it down in desperation, — a 
third, in a fit of absence, continued to stir very superfluously with 
his spoon ; and there was one shrewd old gentleman, who by a little 
dexterous by-play, used to bestow the favour of his small souchong 
on a sick geranium. Now and then an astonished Stranger would 
retain a half cupful of the black dose in his mouth, and stare round 
at his fellow guests, as if tacitly putting to them the very question 
of Mathews's Yorkshireman in the mail coach — " Coompany ! — oop 
or doon ?" 

The greatest sufferers, however, were Miss Morbid's two nephews, 
still in the morning of their youth, and boy-like, far more inclined to 
" sip the sweets " than to " hail the da¥m." They had formerly looked 
on their Aunt's house as peculiarly a Dulce Domum. Prior to her 
sudden conversion she had been famous for the manufacture of a 
sort of hard bake, commonly called Tofiy or Tafly,— but now, alas ! 
" Tafl^ was not at home," and there was nothing else to invite a 
call. Currant tart is tart indeed vnthout sugar ; and as for the green 



»' 
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gooseibemesy tliey always tasted, as the yoting gentlemen affirmed, 
^^like a qutlrt of berries sharpened to a pint." In short it always 
required sijt pennyworth of lollipops and bnllseyes, a Uck of honey, 
a dip of treacle, and a pick at a groeer's hogshead^ to sweeten a 
visit at Aunt Morbid's. 

To tell the ttuih, her own temper soured a little under the prohibi- 
tion. She could not persuade the Sugar-eaters that they were 
Yampyres; — instead of practising, or even admiring her self-dendal, 
they laughed at it ; and one wicked wag even compared her, in 
allusion to her acerbity and her privation, to a erab without the 
nippers. She persevered notwithstanding in her system ; and to the 
constancy of a martyr added something of the wilfulness of a bigot :— 
indeed, it was hinted by patrons and patronesses of white eharities, 
iiiat European objects had not their fair share in her benevolence. 
She was pre-eminently the friend of the blacks. Ifowbeit, for all her 
sacrifices, not a lash was averted from iheir sable backs. She had 
raised discontent in the kitchen, she had disgusted her acquaintance, 
sickened her friends, and given her own dear little nephews the 
stomach-ache, without saving Quashy from one cut of the drivet'a 
whip, or diverting a single kick hdm the shin^ of SambO. Her groteer 
complained lotidly of being called a dealer in humaU gore, yet not one 
hogshead the less was imported from the Plantations. By an error 
common to all her class she mistook a negative fot a positive principle; 
and persuaded herself that by not preserving damsons, she preserved 
the Niggers ; that by 'tiot sweetening her own cup, she was dulcifying 
the lot of all her sable brethren in bondage. She persevered accord- 
ingly in setting her face against sugar instead of slavery ; against the 
plant instead of the ][)lanter; and had actually abstained for mX 
months from the forbiddeii article, when a circumstance occurred that 
roused her sympathies into more active exertions. It pleased an 
American lady to import with her a black female servant, whom she 
rathttr abruptly dismissed, on her arrival in England. The case was( 
considered by the Hampshire Telegtaph of that day, as one of great 
BAnnsHlP ; the paragraph went the rotind of the papers— and in due 
time attracted the notice of Miss Morbid. It was precisely addressed 
to her sensibilities, and there was a " Try Warren " tone about it that 
proved irresistible. She read — and wrote, — and in the course of one 
little week, her domestic establishment was maliciously but truly 
described as Consisting of " two white Slaves and a black Companion." 

The adopted protegee was, in reality, a strapping clumsy Negress, 
as ugly as sin, and with no other Inerit than that of being of the same 
colour as the crow. She was artful, sullen, gluttonotis, and above all 
so intolerably indolent^ that if she had been literally ** carved in 
ebony," as old Fuller says, she could scarcely have been of less service 
to her ptotectress. Her nbtion of Free Labour seeifted to translate it 
into laziness, and takihg liberties / and, as she seriously added to the 
work 6f her fellow-servants, without at all contributing to their com- 
fort, they soon looked apim her as a complete nuisaiice. The hous*- 
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maid dubbed her ^^ a Divil," — the cook roundlj compared her to ^a 
mischivus beast, as runs out on a herd o' black cattle ;" — alid both 
concurred in the policy of laying all household sins upon the sooty 
shoulders — just as slatterns select a oolonr that hides the dirt. It 
is certain that shortly after the instalment of the negress in the fsaaif 
a moral disease broke oht with considerable fiolence, and justly ot 
not, the odium was attributed td the new comer. Its name was thefk. 
First, there wsis a shilling short in eiome loose change — next, a misshig 
half-crown from the mantel-piece — then there was a istat with a tea-- 
spoon — anoti, a piece of work about a thimble. Things went^ no* 
body knew how — ^the " Divil" of course excepted. The Cook eauldy 
the Housemaid would^ and Diana shatUd^ and ought to take an oath, 
declaratory of innocence, before th^ mayor j but as Diana did not 
volunteer an affidavit like the others, there was no doubt of her guiH 
in the kitchen. 

Miss Morbid, howeter, caihe to a very different conclusion. She 
thought that whites wh6 could eat sugar, were capable of any atrocity, 
and had not forgotten the stand which had been made by the ^' pide 
faces," in favour of the obnoxious article. The cook especisily incumd 
suspicion ; fbr she had been notorious aforetime for a lavisAt hand 
in sweetening, and was accordingly quite equal to the donble tur« 
pitude of steauing aiid bearing fidse witness. In fact the mistress had 
arrived at the determination Of giving both het white hussies tiieb 
month's warning, when unexpectedly the thief was taken, as tho 
kwyers say, *^ in the maniier," and with the goods upon th^ persos. 
In a word the ungrateful black was detected, in the very act of levy* 
ing what might be called her " Black Mail." 

The horror of Emilia, on discovering that the Moor had murdered her 
mistress, was scarcely greater than that of Miss Morbid ! She hardly, she 
said, believed her own senses. You might have knocked her down 
with a feather ! She did not know whether she stood on her head or 
her heels. She was rooted to the spoi ! and her hair, if it had been 
her own, would have stood upright upon h^r head ! There was no 
doubt in the case. She saw the transfer of a portion of her own bank 
stock, from her escritoire into the right-hand pocket of her protegees- 
she heard it chmk as it dropped downwards, — she was petrified !— 
dumbfounded ! — thuhderbolted \ — " annilliated l" She was as white as 
a sheet, but she felt as if all the blacks in the world tad just blown in 
her face. 

Her first impulse was io rush lipon the robber, and insist on resti- 
tution — ^her second was to sit down and 'iveep, — ^and her third was to 
talk. The opening as usiial was ai mere torrent of ejaculations inter- 
mixed with vituperation — ^but she gradually fell iirfo a lecture with 
many heads. First, she described all that she had doti6 for the Blacks, 
and then, alas ! all that the Blacks had dorie fo^ hibh Next she in- 
sisted on the enormity of the crime, ai^d, anon, she enlarged on the 
nature of its punishment. It was here that she was most eloquent. 
She traced the course of human justice, from detection to conviction, 
and thence to execution, liberally throwing dissection into the bargain : 
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and tlien desceoding with Dante isto tlie unmentionable Kgions, Bha 
punted its tenon and tortnres vrith all tbe ciicunutantial fidelity liiat 
certain veiy Old Mastera have displayed on the same subject. 

" And now, you black wretcli," sbe conclnded, baring just ^ven 
tbefiniBbingtoach to a portrait of Satan binuelf; "and now, you black 
'wretcb, I inust oa knowing what I was robbed fot. Come, tell me 
what tempted yon ! I'm determined to hear it I I inaiat, I say, on 
knowing what was to be done with the wages of iniqnity ! " 

She insisted, however, in Tun. The Idack vnvtch had seriously 
inclined her ear to the whole lecture, grinning and blubbering by 
turns. The Judge with his black cap, the Counsel and their wigs, 
the twelve men in a box, and Jack Ketch himself — whom slie aseo- 
dated wiih that pleasant West Indian personage, John Canoe — had 
amused, nay tickled her fancy ; the preag-roooi, the irons, the rope, 
and the Ordinary, whom she mistook for an overseer, had raised her 
cariosity, and exdted her fears'; but the spiritualities, without any 
nfnence to Obeah, had simply mystified and disgusted her, and she 
was now in a fit of the sulks. Her mistress, however, persisted in her 
question ; and not the less pertinaciously, perhaps, from expecting a 
new peg whereon to hang a fresh lecture. She was determined to 
learn the destination of the stolen money ; and by dint of insisting, 
cajoling, and, above all, threatening — for instance, with the whole 
Fosse Comitatis— she finally carried her point. 

*'Cu8 him money! Here''8 a fuss!" exclaimed the culprit, quite 
worn out at last by the persecution. "Cus him money! here's a 
fuss ! What me 'teal hun for ? What me do wid him f What any 
body 'teal him for ? Why, for sure, to buy tugar ! " 
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EPIGRAMS. 

« BEASIHG A DIARY LATELY 



That flesh ia grass is now as clear aa day, 
To any but the merest purblind pup, 
Death cuts it down, and then, to make her hay. 
My Lady B comes and lakes it up. 



THE LABT WISH, 

When I resign this world so briary. 
To have across the Styx my ferrying, 
0, may 1 die without a diarv ! 
And be interr'd without a BuRY-ing ! 

The poor dear dead have been laid out in vi 
Tura'd into cash, they are laid out again ! 



«0 



THE DEVIL'S ALBUM. 



It will seem an odd whim 

For a Spirit so grim 
As the Devil to take a delight in ; 

But by common renown 

He has come up to towh, 
With an Album for people to write in ! 

On a handsomer book 

Mortal never did look. 
Of a jSame-colour silk is the binding, 

With a border superb. 

Where through flowret and herb. 
The old Berp(^nt goes brilliantly windmg ! 

By gihied grotesques, 
And emt>08s''d arfl^)esques, 

The whole cover^ in fact, is pervaded ; 
But, alas ! in a taste 
That betrays they were traced 

At the will of a Spirit degraded ! 

As for p^jier — the best. 
But extremely hot-pressed, 
'7^J;^; Qourts the pen to luxuriate upon it. 
And against ev*ry blank 
There's a note on the Bank, 
As a bribe for a sketch or a sonnet. 

• 

Who will care to appear 

In the Fiend's Souvenir, 
Is a question to morals most vital ; 

But the very first lea^ 

It's the public belief. 
Will be fill'd by a Lady of Title ! 



THE SCHOOLMASTER ABROAD. 

I OKCE, for a very short time indeed, had the honour of being ft 
schoolmaBter, and was invL-stcd with the important office of " rearing 
the tender thought," and " teaching the young idea how to Hhoot;" of 
educating in the principles of the established Church, and bestowing 
the strictest attention to morals. The case was this ; ray young friend 

G , a graduate of Oxford, and an ingenious and worthy man, 

thought proper, some months back, to establish, or endeavour to 
establish, an academy for young gentlemen, in my immediate vicinity. 
He had ahx.'ady procured nine day-pupils to begin with, whom he 
himself taught, — prudence as yet prohibiting the employment of 
ushers, — when he was summoned hastily to attend upon a "lying 
relative in Hampshire, from whom he had some expectations. This 

was a dilemma to poor G , who had no one to leave in charge of 

his tluree classes; and lie could not bear the idea of playing truant 
himself so soon after coinmencing business. In his extremity he 
applied to mo as liis forlorn hope, and one forlorn enough ; for it is 
well known among my friends, that I have little Latin, and less 
Greek, and am, on every account, a worse accountant. I urged these 

objections to G , but in vain, for he had no "friend in need," 

learned or unlearned, within any reasonable distance, and, as he said 
to comfort me, "in three or four days merely the hoys could not 
utUeara much of any thing." 

At last I gave way 
to his importunity. 
On Thursday night, 
he started from the 
tree of knowledge by 
a branch coach ; and 
at nine on Friday 
morning, I found 
myself sitting at his 
desk in the novel 
character of peda- 
gogue. I am sorry 
to say, not one of the 
boys played truant, or 
was confined at home 
with a violent iUness. 
— There they were, 
nine little mischievous 
wretches, goggling. 
Uttering, pointing, 
winking, grimacing, 
and mocking at au- 
thority, in a way ' ""'"^" "'"^"' 
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enough to invoke two EHsha bears out of Southgate Wood. To put a 
stop to this indecorum, I put on my spectacles, stuck my cane upright 
in the desk, with the fooVs-cap atop — hut they inspired little terror ; 
worn out at last, I seized the cane, and rushing from my dais, well 
flogged — I believe it is called flogging — the boy, a Creole, nearest me ; 
who, though fer from the biggest, was much more daring and im- 
pertinent than the rest. So far my random selection was judicious ; 
but it appeared afterwards, that I had chastised an only son, whose 
mother had expressly stipulated for him an exemption from all punish- 
ment. I suspect, with the moral prudence of fond mothers, she had 
informed the little imp of the circumstance, for this Indian-Pickle 
fought and kicked his preceptor as unceremoniously as he would have 
scuffled with Black Diana or Agamemnon. My first move, how- 
ever, had a salutary effect; the urchins settled, or made believe to 
settle, to their tasks ; but I soon perceived that the genuine industry 
and application belonged to one, a clever-looking boy, who, with pen 
and paper before him, was sitting at the farther end of a long desk, as 
great a contrast to the others, as the Good, to the Bad Apprentice in 
Hogarth. I could see his tongue even at work at one comer of his 
mouth,— a very common sign of boyish assiduity, — and his eyes never 
left his task but occasionally to glance towards his master, as if in 
anticipation of the approving smile, to which he looked forward as the 
prize of industry. I had already selected him inwardly for a favourite, 
and resolved to devote my best abilities to his instruction, when I saw 
him hand the paper, with a sly glance, to his neighbour, from whom it 
passed rapidly down the desk, accompanied by a running titter, and 
sidelong looks, that convinced me the supposed copy was, indeed, a 
copy not of " Obey your superiors," or " Age commands respect," but 
of the head of the college, and, as a glimpse showed, a head with very 
ludicrous features. Being somewhat fatigued with my last execution, 
I suffered the cane of justice to sleep, and inflicted the fools'-cap — 
literally the fool's — ^for no clown in pantomime, the great Grimaldi not 
excepted, could have made a more laughter-stirring use of the costume. 
The little enormities, who only tittered before, now shouted outright, 
and nothing but the enchanted wand of bamboo could flap them into 
solemnity. Order was restored, for they saw I was, like Earl Grey, 
resolved to "stand by my order;" and while I was deliberating in 
some perplexity, how to begin business, the two biggest boys came 
forward voluntarily, and standing as much as they could in a circle, 
presented themselves, , and began to read as the first Greek class. 
Mr. Irving may boast of his prophets as much as he will; but in 
proportion to the numbers of our congregations, I had far more reason 
to be proud of my gabblers in an unknown tongue. I, of course, 
discovered no lapsus lingui in the performance, and after a due course 
of gibberish, the first class dismissed itself, with a brace of bows and 
an evident degree of self-satisfaction at being so perfect in the present, 
after being so imperfect in the past. I own this first act of our solemn 
*arce made me rather nervous against the next, which proved to be the 



THE SCHOOLMl^TEB ABBOAD. 



Latin cUsfi, and I have no donbt to an adept would have seemed as 
much a Latin comedy as those performed at the Westminster school. 
We got through the second course quite correct, os before, and I found 



more bows. * '"*•"• """^ 

Hy horror now appioaolied : I saw the little wretches lug out their 
dates, and begin to cuff out the old sums, a mght that made me widi 
all the slates at the roof of the house. I knew very well that when the 
army of nine attacked my Bonny-castle, it would not long hold out 
Unluckily, from inexperience, I gave them all the same question to 
work, and the consequence was, each brought up & different result— nor 
would my practical knowledge of Practice allow me to judge of their 
merits. I bad no resource but, Lavator-like, to go by Physiognomy, 
and accordingly selected the solution of the most matbematical'looklug 
boy. But Lavater betrayed me. Master White, a chowder-headed 
lout of a lad, as dull as a pig of lead, and as mulishly obstinate as 
Muley AbdaUah, persisted that his answer was correct, and at last 
appealed to the superior authority of a Tutor's Key, that he had kept 
l^ st«alth in his desk. From this instant my importance declined, and 
the urchins evidently begim to question, with some justice, what right 
I had to rule nine, who was not competent to the Rule of Three. By 

way of a diversion, I invited my pupils to a walk ; but I wish O 

bad been more circumstantial in his instructions before he left. Two of 
the boys pleaded sick head-aches to remain behind ; and I led the rest, 
through my arithmetical failure, under very slender jjovcmment, by the 
most unfortunate route I could have chosen, — in fact, past the very 
windows of their parents, who complained afterwards, that they 
walked more like Iwars than boys, and that if Mr. G had 
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child of colour. Luckily, dihhing uits. 

aa I thought, he was near home, whither I eent hhn for wadiing mi 
coneolation, and in letuin for which, in the couise of a. qutvtei of aa 
hour, while still in the field, a black footman, in iKiwder blue turned 
up with yellow, brought me the following note ;— 

" Mrs. Co]. Chriftophei infornt Mr. G — "'e Usher, that as the vulnr 
practice of migiliim is slluned al Spring Grove Academy, Master Adolpniw 
Ferdinand Christopher nill in futnre be e<lucated at home ; particularly na nh* 
uadersiandi Matter C. wai punished in the mominf, m a war that onir he> 
comes blacki and slaves.— To the new Uiher at Mr. G '»^ 

Irritated at this event and its conunentory, I reaolveil to punwb 
Master White, but Master White was no where to be found, having ex- 
pelled himeelf and run away home, where he complained to his parents o( 
the new usher's deficiencies, and told the whole story of the stun in 
Fraotice, begging earnestly to be removed from a school where, as ba 
sud, it was impossible for him to improve himself. Tlie prayer of the 
petition was heard, and on the morrow, Mr. White's eon was minus at 
Spring Grove Academy. Calling in the renaaindcr, I ordered a raturcb 
homewards, where I arrived just in time to hear the sham bead-achea 
of the two Invalids go off with an alarming explosion — for they bad 
tbua concerted an opportunity for playing with gunpowder and pro- 
hibited arms. Here was another diecharge from the schcol, for no 
parents think that their children look the better without eyebrows, 
and accordingly, when they went home for the night, the fathers and 
teoth^B resolved to send them to some other school, where no powd» 



THE SCHOOLHABTItn ABROAD. 

was allowed, except upon , 
the head of the master. 
I waa too much hurt 
to tesume schooling after 
the boys' bad behaviour, 
luid so gave them a half- 
holiday ; and never, oh 
never did I so catimate 
the blessing of sleep, as on 
that night wlien I closed 
iny eyelids on all my 
pupils ! But, alas ! sleep 
brouprht its sorrows: — 1 
saw boys fighting, flou- 
rishing slates, and brand- 
ishing sqnibs and crackers 

through all, — sucli is the 
transparency ofdreams, — 
1 belie1<1 the stem shadow 

of G looking Unut- " COHISC HEST-< n-r TIIErit SHADOWB BFFOHl:." 

terable reproaches. 

The nest morning, with many painful recollections, brought one of 
pleasure ; 1 remembered that it was the King's Birthday, and in a fit of 
very sincere loyalty, gave the whole school, alas ! reduced by one half, 
a whole holiday. Thus I got over the end of the week, and Sunday, 
literally a day of rest, was spent by the urchins at their own homes. 
It may seem sinful to wish for the death of a felloW'Creatnre, but I 

conld not help thinking of Q 's relative along with what is called 

a happy release ; and he really was so kind, as we learned by an 
express from G— — , as to Iveak up just after his arrival, and that 

G consequently would return in time to resume his scholastic 

daties on the Monday luoming. With infinite pleasure I heard this 

good bad news from Mrs. G , who never interfered in the classical 

part of the house, and was consequently all unconscious of the reduc- 
tion in the Spring Grove Establiebment. I forged an excuse for 
immediately le.iviug off school ; '' resigned I kissed the rod " that I 
resigned, and as I departed, no master but my own, was overwhelmed 
by a torrent of grateful acknowledgments of the service I had done the 
school, which, as Mrs. G — — protested, could never have got on 

withont me. How it got on I left G- to discover, and I am told 

he behaved rather like Macduff at the loss of his " little ones " — but 
luckily, I bad given mj'self warning before his arrival, and escaped 
from one porch of the Academy at that nick of time when the Arc^o- 
didascnlus was entering by another, prafectly cwvineed that, however 
adapted to " to live and leam,"fl should never be able to live and 
teach. 
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One day, as I was going by 

That part of Holbom christened High, 

I beard a loud aiid sudden cry 

Ttiat chill'd my very blood ; 

And lo ! from out a dirty alley. 

Where pigs and Irish wont to rally, 

I saw a crazy woman sally, 

Bedaub'd with grease and mud. 

She tum'd her East, she tura'd her West, 

Staring like Pythoness possest. 

With streaming hair and heaving breast. 

As one stark mad with grief. 

This way and tliat elie wildly ran. 

Jostling with woman and with man — 

Her right band held a frying pan. 

The left a lump of beef. 

At last her frenzy seem'd to reach 

A point just capable of speech. 

And with a tone almost a screech, 

As wild as ocean biids. 

Or female Banter mov'd to preach. 

She gave her " sorrow words." 



TBE LOST HEIR. ^ 

** O Lord ! O dear, my heart will break, I shall go stick stark staring 

wild! 
Has ever a one seen any thing about the streets like a crying lost- 
looking child ? 
Lawk help me, I don't know where to look, or to run, if I only knew 

which way— 
A Child as is lost about London streets, and especially Seven Dials, is 

a needle in a bottle of hay. 
I am all in a quiver — get out of my sight, do, you wretch, you Httle 

Kitty M'Nab ! 
You promised to have half an eye to him, you know you did, you 

dirty deceitful young drab. 
The last time as ever I see him, poor thing, was with my own blessed 

Motherly eyes, 
Sitting as good as gold in the gutter, a playing at making little dirt 

pies. 
I wonder he left the court where he was better off than all the other 

young boys. 
With two bricks, an old shoe, nine oyster-shells, and a dead kitten by 

way of toys. 
When his Father comes home, and he always comes home as sure as 

ever the clock strikes one, 
He'll be rampant, he will, at his child being lost ; and the beef and 
^ the inguns not done ! 

La bless you, good folks, mind your own consams, and donH be 

making a mob in the street ; 
Serjeant M^Farlane ! you have not come across my poor little boy, 

have you, in your beat ? 
Do, good people, move on ! don'^t stand staring at me like a parcel of 

stupid stuck pigs ; 
Sunts forbid ! but he's p'r aps been inviggled away up a court for the 

sake of his clothes by the prigs ; 
He'd a very good jacket, for certain, for I bought it myself for a 

shilling one day in Rag Fair ; 
And his trowsers considering not very much patch'd, and red plush, 

they was once his Father's best pair. 
His shirt, it's very lucky I'd got washing in the tub, or that might 

have gone with the rest ; 
But he'd got on a very good pinafore with only two slits and a bum 

on the breast. 
He'd a goodish sort of hat, if the crown was sew'd in, and not quite so 

much jagg'd at the brim. 
With one shoe on, and the other shoe is a boot, and not a fit, and 

you'll know by that if it's him. 
Except being so well dress'd, my mind would misgive, some old 

beggar woman in want of an orphan. 
Had borrow'd the child to go a begging with, but I'd rather see him 

laid out in his coffin ! 



Do, good people, move on, such a rabble of bofs ! I'll break 'ereoy' bone 

of 'em I come near, 
Oo home— you're spilling the porter — go borne— Tommy Jones, gg 

along home with yom- beer. 
This d&y a the aorrowfuUeat day of my life, ever oiiice my nuae wa« 

Betty Morgan, 
Them Tile Savoyarda ! they lost him once before all along of following 

a Monkey and an Organ : 
my Billy— my head will turn right round — if he's got kiddynapp'd 

with them Italians, 
They'll make him a plaster parish image boy, they will, the outlandish 

tatterdemalions. 
Billy — where are you, Billy ? — I'm aa hoaree bb a crow, with acreuning 

for ye, yon young Borrow ! 
And ahan't have half a voice, no more I shan't, for crying fresh herrings 

to-morrow. 

Billy, you're bursting my heart in two, and my life won't be of n(i 

If I'm to see other folks darlins, and none of minr, playing like angels 

And what eh^ I do but cry out my eyes, when I looks at the old 

three-legged chair 
As Billy used to make coach and horses of, and there a'n't no Klly there ! 

1 wonld run all the wide world over to find htm, if I only kiiow*d 

where to nm, 
tittle Mnrphy, now I remember, wa« once lost for a month through 
stealing a penny bun, — 
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The Lord forbid of any child of mine ! I think it would kill m» 

rally, 
Tq find my Bill holdin^ up his little innocent hand at the Old Btiky. 
For though I say it as oughtnX yet I will say, you may search for 

miles and mileses 
And not find one better brought up, and more pretty behayed, from 

one end to t'other of St. Giles's. 
And if I called him a beauty, it's no lie, but only as a Mother ought 

to speak ; 
You never set eyes on a more handsomer face, only it hasn't been 

washed for a week ; 
As for hair, tho' its red, its the most nicest hair when I've time to just 

show it the comb ; 
I'll owe *em five pounds, and a blesang besides, as will only bring him 

safe and sound home. 
He's blue eyes, and not to be call'd a squint, though a little cast he's 

certainly got ; 
And his nose is still a good un, tbo' the bridge is broke, by his falling 

on a pewter pint pot ; 
He's got the most elegant wide mouth in the world, and very large 

teeth for his age ; 
And quite as fit as Mrs. Murdockson's child to play Cupid on the 

Drury Lane Stage. 
And then he has got such dear winning wsjrs — ^bnt O I never never 

shall see him no more ! 
O dear! to think of losing him just after nnssing him back from 

death's door ! 
Only the very last month when the windfalls, hang Vm, was at twenty 

a penny ! 
And the threepence he'd got by grottoing was spent in plums, and 

sixty for a child is too many. 
And the Cholera man came and whitewash'd us all and, drat him, 

made a seize of our hog.- — 
It's no use to send the Cryer to cry him about, he's such a blunderin' 

drunken old dog ; 
The last time he was fetched to find a lost child, he was gnadiiig with 

his bell at the Crown, 
And went and cried a boy instead of a girl, for a distracted Mother 

and Father about Town. 
Billy — where are you, Billy, I say ? come Billy, come home, to yaax 

best of Mothers ! 
I'm scared when I think of them Cabroleys, they drive so, they'd mn 

over their own Sisters and Brothers. 
Or may be he's stole by some chimbly sweeping wretch, to stick fast 

in narrow flues and what not, 
And be poked up behind with a picked pointed pole, whea the soot haB 

ketch'd, and the chimbly *s red hot. 
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Oh Vi give the whole wide world, if the world was ntme, to dap my 

two long^' eyes on his face 
For he's my darlin of darlins, and if he don't soon come back, youll 

see me drop stone dead on the place. 
I only wish IM got him safe ia these two Motherly arms , and wouldn't 

I hug him and kiss him ! 
Lauk ! I never knew what a precious he was — but a child don't not 

feel like a child till yna mise him. 
Why there he is ! Punch and Judy hunting, the young .wretch, it's 

that Billy as ^artin as sin ! 
But let me get him home, with a good grip of his hair, and I'm Uest 

if he sht^l have a whole bone in his skin ! 



SKETCHES ON THE ROAD. 

THE OBSERVER. 

** It's very strange," said the coachman, — ^looking at me over his left 
shoulder—" I never see it afore — But I've made three observations 
through life." 

Bat — BO caUed for shortness, though in feet and inches he was rather 
an Upper Benjamin — was any thing but what Othello denominates 
" a puny whipster." He had brandished the whip for full thirty 
years, at an average of as many miles a day ; the product of which, 
calculated according to Cocker, appears in a respectable sum total of 
six figures deep. 

'Sow an experienco picked up in a progress of some three hundred 
thousand miles is not to be slighted ; so I leaned with my best mr 
over the coachman's shoulder, in order to catch every syllable. 
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'* I have set on the box, man and boy," said Bat, looking stiught 
a-head between bis leaders, " a matter of full thirty year, and what's 
more, never missing a day — barring the Friday I was married ; and 
one of my remarks is — I never see a sailor in top-boots." 

" Now I think of it. Bat," said I, a little disconcerted at my wind- 
fall from the tree of knowledge, "*I have had some experience in 
travelling myself, and certainly do not recollect such a phenomenon." 

" I'll take my oath yon haven't," said Bat, giving the near leader a 
little sivitch of self-satisfaction, " I once driv the Phenomenon myself 
There's no such thing in nature. And I'll tell you another remarkable 
remark I've made through life — I never yet see a Jew Pedlitt with a 
"Newfoundland dog." 

" As for that. Bat," said I, perhaps willing to retort upon him a 
little of my own disappointment, " though I cannot call eucb a sight 
to mind — I will not undertake to say I have never met with such an 
aesociation." 

" If you have, you're a mewhat sharply, 

and with a smart cut on tl m association too, 

and we've none of us seen embers, and I've 

inquired of every man of ' But some people 

see a deal more than thei e seen the other 

thing I've observed throng never observed a 

black man dnving a long stage." 

" Never, Bat," eaid I, desiring to condliate him, " never in the 
whole course of my stage practice ; and for many years of my lifo I 
was a d^ly visitant to Richmond." 

" And no one else has ever seen it," swd Bat. " That's a correct 
remark, anyhow. As for Richmond, he never drove a team in bis life, 
for I asked him the question myself, just after his fight with Shelton." 



THE CONTRAST. 



" I BOPE the Iieviatbao is outward-bound," I ejacnlated, half alond, 
as I beheld the Kit-Kat portion of the Man-Mountain occupying the 
whole frame of the coach-window. But Hope deceived as usual ; and 
ia he came. 

I ought rather to have Kud he essayed to come in, — for it was only 
after repeated experiments upon material substances, that he contrived 
to enter the vehicle edgeways,— if such blunt bodies may be said to 
have on edge at all. As I contemplated his bulk, I could not help 
thinking of the mighty Lambert, and was ready to exclaim with 
Ctratiano, " a Daniel I a second Daniel !" 

The Brobdignaggian had barely subsided in his seat, when the 
opposite door opened, and in stepped a Lilliputian ! The conjunction 
was whimsical. Yonder, thought I, is the Irish Oiant, and the other 
is the dwarf, Count Borulawski. This coach ia their travelling 
caravan— .and as for myself, I lun no doubt the showman. 



I was aniuaing myself wHIi 
this tuid kindred fiuides, i 
a hand suddenly held 
something at the coach 
dow. " It's my luggage," 
the Giant, with a s 
penny-trumpet of a pipe, 
taking possession of a i 
golden pippin of a bundli 

" The three large tn 
and the biggest carpet-baj 
mjf property," said the D\ 
with a Toice as unexpect 
stentorian. 

" Warm day. Sir," squei 
the Qiant, hy way of s 
talk. 

" Prodigious prepouder 
of caloric in the atmosph 
thundered the Dwarf, by 
of big talk. 

" Have yon paid your __-, 
gentlemen V asked the coach- ^"= »"*" »""■ «"™ict<». 

man, looking in at the door. 

*' I have pMd half of mine," said the Stupendous, " and it's booked. 
My name is Ughtfoot." 

" Mine is Heavyade," said the Pigmy, " and I have disbursed the 
mm total." 

The door slammed — the whip cracked — sixteen horse-shoes made a 
clatter, and away bowled the New Safety ; but had barely rolled two 
hundred yards, when it gave an alarming bound over some loose paving 
stones, followed by a very critical swing. The Dwarf, in a tone louder 
than ever, gave vent to a prodigious oath ; the Giant said, "Dear me !" 

There will something come of this, said I to myself; so, feigning 
sleep, I leaned back in a comer, with a wary ear to their conversation. 
The Gog had been that morning to the Exhibition of Fleas, in Regent- 
street, and thought them "prodigious!" Tlie Runtling had visited 
the fiteat Whate at Charing-Cross, and " thought little of it." The 
Goliah spoke wHh wonder of the " vast extent of view from the top of 
the Monument." The David was "disappointed by the prospect from 
Plinlimmon." The Hurlothmmbo was "amazed by the grandeur of 
St. Paul's." The Tom Thumb spoke slightingly of St. Peter's at 
Kome. In theatricals their taste held the same mathematical propor- 
tion. Gog " must say he liked tlie Minors best." The " Wee Thing " 
declared for the Majofs. The Man-Mountain's favourite was Mi^- 
Fo(Ke= twelve inches. The Manikin preferred Miss Cwfttii ^ eighteen. 

The conversation, and the contrast, Nourished in full flower through 
several stages, till we stopped to dine at the Salisbury .\rm". and then — 
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The Fdio took a chair at the ordinary — 

The Duodecimo required " a room to himself." 

The Puppet bespoke a leg of mutton — 

Tlie CcdossHs ordered a mutton-cliop. 

The Imp rang the hell for "the loaf" — 

The iftloneter called for & roll. 

A magnum of port was decanted for the JMiiiimum. 

A short pint of sheny was set before the Maximum. 

We heard the Mite bellowing by himself, '■ Hie Sea ! the Set ! thf 
open Sea!" 

The Mammoth huuimed " The Streamlet." 

The Tiny, we learned, was bound to Plimpton Magna. 

The Huge, wc found, was gomg to Plimpton Pana. 

A hundred other circumstances have escaped from Memory tlmingh 
the holes that time lias made in her sieve ; but I remember dintinctly^ 
as we pasaed the bar in our passage outwards, that while 

The Pigmy bussed the landlady — abuxom widtiw,fat,faiT,and forty— 

The Giant kissed her daughter — a child ten years old, and remark- 
ably email for her age. 



JOHN DAY. 

A PATHETIC BALLAD. 
" A D«j Bller tha Fujr." — Old Pmmil. 

John D&t he wa« the biggeit man Alas ! agslnst the shaCU of love. 
Of all the caachmun-kind. What armour can avail ? 

With back too brnad to be conceiv'd Soon Cupid sent an aTrow through 
By uij; uarrow mind. His scarlet coat of iiiail. 

The very horses knew his weight Tbe bar-maid of the Crown iie ior*d, 

VVheii he was Jii the rear, Proui uhoni be never ran^d, 

Aud wiah'd his box a Chiistuias-box For tho' he changed bis horses iherc, 

To come but once a year. His love he never changed. 



He thougbt her fairest of all fares, 

So fondly love prefers ; 
And often, among tnelvc autsides. 

Deemed no outside like hers. 



0ns day as she iras sitting down 

Beside the porter-pump — 
He came, and knelt vith all hi* fiit. 

And made an offer plump. 
Suid she, my taste nill never learn 

To like so huge a man. 
So I must beg you will come her* 

As little as you can. 
But still he stoutly urged his suit. 

With vowj, and sighs, and tears. 
Yet could not pierce her heart, altho' 

He drove the Dart for years. 
In vain he wooed, in vain he sued ; 

The maid was cold and proud, 
And sent him off to Coventry, 

While on his way to Stroud. 
He fretted all the way to Stroud,. 

And thence all back to town, 
Thecourseof love wds never smooth, 

So hit went up and down. 

Some say his spirit haunts the Ci 

But that is only talk— 
For after riding all his life, 
His ghoat objects to walk. 



At last ber coldness made him jmdc 

To merely bones and sUn , 
But still he loved like one resolred 

To love through thick and tbio. 
Ob Mary, view my wasted back. 

And see my dwindled calf; 
Tho' J have never had a wife, 

I've tost my beUei half. 
Alas, in vain be sdll assail'd. 

Her heart withstood the dint : 
Though he bad carried sixteen itODe 

He could not move a flint. 



Worn out, at last he made a vow 

To break his being's link ; 
For he was so reduced in size , 

At nothing he could shrink. 
Now some will talk in water's praise. 

And waste a deal of breath. 
But John, tho'he drank nothing else — 

Ho drank himself to death. 
The cruel maid that caused his love. 

Found out the fatal close. 
For looking in the butt, she saw. 

The butt-end of his woes. 



THE PARISH KEVOLUTION. 

" Fiom tbc gnblime la tbe ridiculoui ii but * atep." 

Alarming n^ws from the eountry^^ioful inturreetion at Stoke Pogi*^ 
The Military called <m(— Flight of the Mayor. 

Wb are conceroed to state, that accounts weie received in town at 
a late hour lost niglit, of an alarming state of things at Stoke Pogis. 
Nothing private is yet made public ; but report speaka of very BeriouH 
occunences. The number of killed is not known, as no despatches 
have been received. 

Further Particulars 

Nothing is known yet ; papers have been received down to the 4th 
•f November, hut they are not up to anything. 

Further furlhei- Particular!. {Pricate Letter.) 
It !s scarcely possible foi you, my dear Charles, to conceive the 
diflicultics and anarchical manifestations of turbulence, which threaten 
and disturb your old birth-place, poor Stoke Pogis. To the reflecting 
mind, the circumstances which hourly transpire afford ample food for 
speculation and moral reasoning. To see the constituted authorities of a 
place, liowever mistaken or misguided by erring benevolence, plunging 
into a fearful struggle with an irritated, infuriated, and I may say, 
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anned populace, is a sigbt which opens a field for terrified conjecture* 
I look around me with doubt, agitation, and dismay ; because, whilst 
I venerate those to whom the sway of a part of a state may be said 
to be intrusted, I cannot but yield to the conviction that the abuse of 
power must be felt to be an overstep of authority in the best inten- 
tioned of the Magistracy. This even you will allow. Being on the 
spot, my dear Charles, an eye-wiine«8 of these fearful scenes, I feel 
how impossible it is for me to give von any idea of the prospects 
which surround me. To say that I itimk all will end well, is to tres- 
pass beyond the confines of hope ; tml whilst I admit that there is 
strong ground for apprehending the worst, I cannot shut my eyes to 
the conviction, that if firm measures, tempered with concession, be 
resorted to, it is far from being oiit of the pale of probability that 
serenity may be re-established. In hazarding this conclusion, how- 
ever, you must not consider me as at all forgetting the responsibiHties 
which attach to a decidedly formed opinion. Oh, Charles ! you who 
are in the quiet of London, can little ar^m of the conflicting elements 
which form the storm of this devoted vmaae. I fear you will be 
wearied with all these details; but I tbongnt at this distance, at 
which you are from me, you would wish me to run the risk of wearying 
you rather than omit any of the interesting circumstances. Let Ed- 
ward read this ; his heart, which I know beats for the Parish, will bleed 
for us. I am, &c. 

H. J. P. 

P.S. — Nothing farther has yet ooourred> but yon shall hear from 
me again to-morrow. 

Another account 

Symptoms of disunion have for some time past prevailed bt tw wlE 
the authorities of Stoke Pogis, and a part of the inhabitants. The 
primum mobile or first mobbing, originated in an order of the Mayor's, 
that all tavern doors should shut at eleven. Many complied, and 
shut, but the door of the Rampant Lion openly resisted the order* 
A more recent notice has produced a new and more dangerous irri- 
tation on our too combustible population. A proclamation against 
Guy Fauxes and Fireworks was imderstood to be in preparation, 
by command of the chief Magistrate. • If his "Worship had listened to 
the earnest and prudential advice of the rest of the bench, the obnoxi- 
ous placard would not have been issued till the 6th, but he had it 
posted up on the 4th, and by his precipitation has plunged Stoke 
Pogis into a convulsion, that nofthing but Time's soothing syrup can 
alleviate. 

From another quarter. 

We are all here in the greatest alarm ! a general rising of the inha- 
bitants took place this morning, and they have continued in a dis->^ 
tnrbed state ever since. Everybody is in a bustle and indicating 
some popidar movement. Seditious cries are heard ! the bell-man is 
going bis rounds, and on repeating ^' God save the King l" is saluted 



wit& ** Hang the ciier !" Organized bands of bo3r8 are £oing about 
eolleeting sticks, &c., whether for barricades or boiiftreB ift not 
known ; many of them singing the famous Gunpowder Hjrmn, ** Pray 
remember," &c. These are features that remind us of the most in- 
flammable times. Several strangers of suspicious gentttity airitvd 
here last night, and privately engaged a bam ; they are now bntOy 
distributing hand-bills amongst the crowd : surely some horrible tfa* 
gcdy is in preparation ! 

A later account. 

The alarm increases. Several families have taken flight by the 
waggon, and the office of Mr. Stewart, the overseer, is besieged bjr 
persons desirous of being passed to their own parish. BLe aeema 
ei^ibarrassed and irresolute, and returns evasive answers. The wcnrst 
fears are entertaining. 

Fresh IfUeU^^mae. 

The cause of the overseer s hesitation has transpired. The pass-eari 
and horse have been lent to a tradesman, for a day's pleasure, and arc 
not returned. Nothing can exceed the indignation of the paupers ! 
they are all pouring towards the poor-house, head^ by Timothy Oub- 
bins, a desperate drunken character, but the idol of the Workhouse. 
Tbe constables are retiring before this formidable body. The fol- 
lowing notice is said to be posted up at the Town-hall : ** Stick No 
Bills." 

£letfeti otiockm 

The mob have proceeded to outrage — ^the poor poor-house \ma not ft 
whole pane of glass in its whole frame ! The Magistrntes, with Mr. 
Higginbottom at their head, have agreed to call out the military; 
and he has sent word that he will come as soon aa he has put on his 
uniform. 

A terrific column of little boys has just run down the High street, 
it is said to see a fight at the Green Dragon. There is ui immense 
crowd in the Market-Place. Some of the leading shopkeepers hare 
had a conference with the Mayor, and the people are now being in- 
fomied by a placard of the result. Gracious heaven ! how opposite 
is it to the hopes of all moderate men — '"' Tlie Mmtc is Hobstinatc*— 
He is at the Itoes and Crown — But refuses to treat." 

Ttcdve o'clock. 
The military has arrived, and is placed under his own command. 
Be has mardied himself in a body to the market-place, and is oow 
drawn up one deep in front of the Pound* The mob are in possession 
of the walls, and have ehsdked upon them the following proclamation : 
^^Stokiiw Pogians be firm! stick up for bonfires! stand to yoinr 
squibs ! " 

Quarter jmst Twelve. 
Mr. Wigsby, the Master of the Free School, has declared on the^ 
side of Liberty, and has obtained an audience of the Mayor, He is 
to return in fifteen minutes for his Worship's decision. 

f2 
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Half pail Tadte. 
During the inteiral, the Mayor ]tas sworn in two speraal conatableo, 
and will concede nothing. When the excitement of the mob was 
represented to him by 1&. Wigeby, he pointed to a truncheon on a 
table, and answered, " They may do their woraeet." The exaspera- 
tion is awful — the moat frightfal cries are uttered, " Hiusza for Guya ! 
Oubbine for ever ! and no Higginbottom ! " The military has been 
ordered to clear the streets, but his lock is not flinty enough, and his 
gun reAises to fire on the people. 
« • * • • « ■ 

The constables have just obtained a flight advantage, they made a 
charge altogether, and almost upset a Ouy. On the left-hand side of 
the way they have been less Buccessfiil ; Mr. Huggins the beadle 
attempted to take possession of an important street post, but was 
repulsed by a boy with a cracker. At the same moment Mr. Blog^ 
the churchwarden, was defeated in a desperate attempt to force a 
postage up a court. 

One o'doek. 

Tlie military always dines at one, and has retreated to the Pig and 
Puncheon. There is a report that the head constable is taken with 
all his staff. 

Two o'clock. 

A flying watchman has just informed us that the police are victo- 
rious on all points, and the same has been confirmed by a retreat- 
ing constable. He states 

that the Pound is full — - ■ ;-./-' "j^.^ 

Gubbins in the stocks, ,- \ -^^rj)^-^ 

and Dobbs in the cage. ^ . "\ ,- >-'" ■^'' "^3 

That the whole mob would jU"-'— . i--, 'i, fy^'i 

have been routed, but for ' , ' '■ - ^-"^ i-^-~' 

a very corpulent man, who 
rallied them on running 
away. 

Half-ptut Three. 

The check sustained by 
the mob, proves to have 
been a reverse, the con- 
stables are the sufl^erors. 
The cage is chopped to 
faggots, we hav'nt a 
pound, and the stocks are 

rapidly falling. Mr. Wigs- j ' 

by has gone again to the ' ' 

Mayor with overtures ; ' 
the people demand the 

release of Dobbs and Gub- ^^^ tunRittmsin 
l)ins, and the demolition of 
the stocks, the pound, and the cage. As these ate already destroyed, and 
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Gubbins and Dobbs are at large, it is confidently hoped hy all 
moderate men, that his Worship will accede to the terms. 

Four ddock. 

The Mayor has rejected the terms. It is confidently affirmed that 
after this decision, he secretly ordered a post-chaise, and has set off 
with a pair of post horses as fast as they can't gallop. A meeting of 
the principal tradesmen has taken place, and the bntcher, the baker, 
the grocer, the cheesemonger, and the pubHcan, haye agreed to com* 
pose a Proyisional Goyemment. In the mean time the mob are loud 
in their joy,— -they are letting off sqnibs and crackers, and rockets, 
and deyils, in all directions, and quiet is completely restored. 

We subjoin two documents, — one containing the articles drawn np by 
the Provisional Government and Mr. Wigsby ; the other, the genuine 
nanative of a spectator. 

Dear Charles, 

The events of the last few hours, since I closed my minute narration, 

are pregnant with fate ; and no words that I can utter on paper will 

give you an idea of their interest. Up to the hour at which I closed 

my sheet, anxiety regulated the movement of every watchful bosom ; 

but since then, the approaches to tranquillity have met with barriers 

and interruptions. To the meditative mind, these popular paroxysms 

have their desolating deductions. Oh, my Charles, I myself am almost 

sunk into an Agitator — so much do we take the colour from the dye 

in which our reasoning faculties are steeped. I stop the press — ^yes, 

Charles — I stop the press of circumstances to say, that a dawn of the 

Pacific is gleaming over the Atlantic of our disturbances ; and I am 

enabled, by the kindness of Constable Adams, to send you a Copy of 

the Preliminaries, which are pretty well agreed upon, and only wait 

to be ratified. I close my letter in haste. That peace may descend on 

the Olive Tree of Stoke Pogis, is the earnest prayer of, &c. 

H. J. P. 

P.S. — Show the Articles to Edward. He will, with his benevolence, 
at once see that they are indeed precious articles for Stoke Pogis. 

CONDITIONS. 

1. That for the future, widows in Stoke Pogis shall be allowed their 
thirds, and Novembers their fifths. 

2. That the property of Guys shall be held inviolable, and their 
persons respected. 

3. That no arson be allowed, but all bonfires shall be burnt by the 
common hangman. 

4. That every rocket shall be allowed an hour to leave the place. 

5. That the freedom of Stoke Pogis be presented to Madame 
Hengler, in a cartridge-box. 

6. That the military shall not be called out, uncalled for. 

7. That the parish beadle, for the time being, be authorized to stand 
no nonsense. 
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8. Th»t hfe ICi^eitr'i nuil be pemiHed to p$M on tba night in 
qneetion. 
0. That all animontieB be buried in oblirion, at tbe Parisb expense. 
10. Tint the Mbes <rf old bonfires be never raJced np. 

/«-• *ji i ^AGSTAFF, Higli Constable- 



The Nai-roieth^a High Whitneu who teed eterg Think proettd iml 
•«fa Back-winder up Fore Peart to Mrt. Humphrit. 

>frs. Humphtis ! Littel did I Dram, at my Tim of Life, to see 
Wat is befoTo mc. The hole Parrish is Tbrone into a pannikin ! ThS 
Revelations has reechcd Stock Poggis — and the people is riz agin the 
KingH rain, and all the Pours that be. All this Blessed Iilouming Mrs. 
(itHgg^ and Mo as bean siting abscondingly at the tiptop of the Howa 
crying for lowness. We have lockd our too selves in the back Attickl 
Rome, and nothing can oome np to oar Hanksiety. Some say it is 
like the Frentch Plot — earn say sum thing moor artei the Dntoh 
Pfttten is on the car-pit, and if so we shall Be flored like Brussels. 
Well, I never did like them Brown holland brum gals! 

Our Winder orerliwks all the High Street, xcept jest ware Mister 
Biggins jutts out Behind. What a prospectus ! — All riottsm and 
hubbub.'— There is a lowd'Speechifying round the Qabhie end of th« 
Hows. The Mare is arranging the Populous from one of his own long 
wtDd(ir8.-»-Foor Man I — for aU hia fine goold Cheer, who wood iKt in 
lus shews I 
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I hobaerve Mr. Tuder's bKuld Hed nnoommon hactar in the HoU, 
Kod BO ie Mistet Wt^igttaff the Constable, coneiddering his niDunstix 
has only left one Harm diaaffectad to ahew his loT^eas with. He 
and his dmb tai atftving the mobba Uedi to make them Suppunta. 
They are tiying to Custaidise the Ringleden But ta yet hav Capti- 
vated Noboddf. There is no and to accidence. Three unaeniible 
boddia OK Carrion over the way on Three Cheers, but weather Naj- 
b«H or Oyes, is dubbiouB. Master Oollop too, is jeM gon By on one 
•f lua Ants Shuters, with a Bnnch of exploded Squibs gone off is fail 
Trowsits. It makes Mra. G. and Me tremble like Axle trees, tot tau 
Hone newiee. Wile we ware at the open Winder they sliped vat. 
With sich Broils in the Street who nose what Scraps they may git 
into. Mister J. ia gon off with his muskitry to militate agin the 
lB«^b ; and I fear without anny Sand Witches in his Cartrich Bos. 
Mrs. Qriggs is In the Sam state of Singularity as tneaelf. Onely 
think, Mrs. H. of two Loan Wiming lookeu Down on such a Hniiir- 
Tescence, and as Hignorant as the uubiggotted Babe of the atatt of 
onr Husbandry I to had to our Convexity, the Botcher has not Hnan 
No moor as the Backer and We shold here Nothinj; if Miatar HJggisf 
handn't hollowed up Fore 
Storys. What news he 
brakea ! That wicked 
Wigsby as reffased to 
Reed the Riot Ax, and 
the Town Clark is no 
Sehollard ! Isn't that a 
bad Herring I 

U Mrs. Humphria I 
It is nnposaible to throe 
ones hies flrom one G^ 
of Stock Poggis to the 
other, without grate 
Pane. Nothing ii seed 
but Wivs asking for 
Huzbinda — nothiug is 
heard but childerin look- 
ing for Farthera, Mr. 
Hatband tlie TJndcr- 
tacker as j iat bean squibed 

«id obligated for ^feness """""■ "^ ■""•■ 

to inter his own Hows. Mr. Hi^ns blames the unflexable Stubbleness 
of the Mare and says a littcl timely Concussion wood have been of Pre- 
vmtive Seryis. Haven nose ! For my Part I dont believe all the 
Concoseion on Hearth wood hav prevented the Regolater beiu acarifipd 
by a Squib and runnin agin the Rockit — or that it could unsliatter 
Pore Master Gollop, or squentcb Wider Welsbia rix of Haze witch is 
BOW Flamming and smocking in two volumes. The ingins as been, 
but oonld not Play for want of Pips witch is too often the Case wi& 
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Parrifih inginuhy. "Wile affares are in thia friteftil Poetuw, thank 
Haven I have ona grate comfit. Mr. J. is cum back on his legs from 
Twelve to won tired in tlie extceams witli Being a Standing Armf, 
and hia Uniformity spatterdashed all over. He says his hone saving 
was onely thro leaving Hia retrenchments. 

Pore Mr. Griggs has cum In after his Wif in a state of grate ex- 
aggeration. He says the Boys hav m^d a Bone Fire of his garden 
fence and Pales upon Pales cant put it out. Severil Shells of a bom- 
bastic nater as been picked up in his Back Yard and the old Cro'snest 
as bean Perpetrated rite thro by a Bockit. We hav sent out the Def 
ShopmuQ to here wat he can and he says their is so Manny Crackers 
going he dont no witch report to Belive, but the -Fishmongerera baa 
Cotchd and with all hia Stock coDipleatly Guttid. The Brazen next 
Dore is lickwise in Hashes, — but it is hopped he has assurance ennf 
to cover him All over. — 
They aay nothing can 
save the Dwellins ad- 
journing. Mrs. H. how 
gteatful onght J and I to 
beo that our hone Premiss 
and propperty is next to 
nothing ! The effex of 
the lit on Bildinga is tnar- 
vulons. The Turrit of St. 
Magnum Bonum is quit 
dear and you can tell 
wat Time it ia by the 
Clock verry planely only 
it stands! 

The noise is enuf to 
Drive won deleterious ! 
Too Specious Conestabbles 
is persemng littel Hd- 
mash down the Hi Street 
and Sho grate femmess, 

but I trembel for the Pe- ^^^ ^^^^ ^ niuscK 

liase. Pepio drops in with 

New News every Momentum. Sum say AH ia Lost— and the tovm 
CHar is miasin. Mrs. Griggs is quite retched at herein five littel Boys 
ia throwd ofi' a spirituous Cob among the Catherend Weals. But I 
hope it wants cobbobboration. Another Yuth ita sed has had his hiea 
Blasted by sum blowd Gun Powder. You Mrs. H. are Patrimonial, 
and may supose how these flying rummera Upaetta a Mothers Sperrits. 

Mrs. Humphria how I envy you that is not tossing on the ragging 
bellows of theae Flatulent Times, but living under a Mild Dispotic 
Qovinment in such Sequestrated spots aa Lonnon and Padington. 
May you never go thro such Transubstantiation as I have bean riting 
in 1 Things that stood for Sentries as bean removed in a Minuet — ' 
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and Uie Terry effigis of wat was venerabiest is now bnnimg in Bone 
'Eitee. The Worsbipfall choer is emly. Tlie Hue as gon off ctan-- 
deatiny with a pare of Hoeds, and without Iiis diner. They aay ha 
cnmpluiee that hie Coipeiation did not stik to him as it shold hare 
dun But went over to the other Side. Pore Sole— in nch a case I 
dont wnnder he lost hia Stommich. Yieterdy he was at the sununut 
of Pour. Them that hours ago ware enjoying parrish offidonsneaa aA 
been tomd ont of there Dignittis 1 Mr. Barber uya in futu all the 
Pendcial Authoritis will be Wigs. 

Pray let me no wat his Magisty and the Piim Minestir think of 
Stock Poggls's constitution, and believe me conclusively my deer Hrs. 
Hnmpbris most frendly and tnilly 

Bridoet Joins. 



THE FURLOUGH. 

AS IB18H AHECDOTE. 
" Time wu called."— Boxiim, 

Jn the autumn of 1825, acme private afiairs called me into the 
BiBter kingdom ; and as I did not travel, like Polyphemus, with my eye 
ont, I gathered a few samples of Irish character, amongst which was 
the follomng incident. 

I was Btuiding one morning at the window of " mine Inn," when 
my attention was attracted by a scene that took place beneath. The 
Belf^ coach was standing at the door, md on the roof, in fiont, eat a 
solitary outside passenger, a fine young fellow in the uniforia of the 
Connaught Bangers. Below, by the front wheel, stood an old woman, 
seemingly hta mother, a young man, and a younger woman, sister or 
sweetheart j and they were aU earnestly entreating the yoimg soldier 
to descend from his seat on the coach. 



ft twm rvMumem- 

^' Cone down wid ye, Thady,^'— 4he tpoftker was the old mmoMOr^ 

^ Come down now to jour ould mother. Sure it's flog ye tkey will, 

and strip the flesh oiFtiie bones I giy ye. Come down, Thady, darlim !" 

^ It's honoar, moti&er," was the short reply of the soldier ; and with 

denched hands and set teeth he took a stifler posture on the coach. 

*^ Thady, eomedown-^^-oome down, ye fool of tiie world— -come along 
down wid ye !" l^e tone of the present appeal was more impattenl 
and peremptory than the last ; and the answ^ was more pramptly 
and sternly pronounced : '^ It^s honour, brother i" and the body of ihe 
^aker rode more rigidly erect than ever on the roof. 

^' Thady, come down ! sure it^s me, your own Kathleen, that hvi$ 
ye. Come down, or ye'll break the heart of me, Thady, jewel ; come 
down then ! '^ The poor girl wrung her hands as she said it, and cast 
a look upward, that had a visible effect on the muscles of the soldier^s 
coimtenance. There was more tenderness in his tone, but it conyeyed 
the same resolution as before. 

'^ It's honour, honour bright, Kathleen ! ^^ and, as if to defend him- 
self from another glance, he fixed his look steadfastly in front, while 
the renewed entreaties burst from all three in chorus, with the same 
answer. 

" Come down, Xhady, honey! — Thady, ye fool, come down! — O 
Thady, come down to me !" 

" It's honour, mother ! — It's honour, brother !— Honour bright, my 
own Kathleen !" 

Although the poor fellow was a private, this appeal was so public, 
that I did not hesitate to go down and inquire into the particulars of 
the distress. It appeared that he had been home, on Furlough, to visit 
his family, — and having exceeded as he thought the term of his leave, 
he was going to rejoin his regiment, and to undergo the penalty of his 
neglect. I asked him when the Furlough expired. 

" The first of March, your honour — bad luck to it of all the black 
days in the world, — and here it is, come sudden on me like a shot ! '' 

" The first of March ! — why, my good fellow, you have a day to 
spare then, — ^the first of March will not be here till to-morrow. It is 
Leap Year, and February has twenty-nine days." 

The soldier was thunder-struck. — " Twenty-nine days is it ? — You're 
sartin of that same !— Oh, Mother, Mother ! — the Divil fly away wid 
yere ould Almanack— « base cratur of a book, to be deceaven one, 
afther living so long in the family of us ! " 

His first impulse was to cut a caper on the roof of the coach, and 
throw up his cap, with a loud Hnnah ! — His second, was to thrdw 
himself into the arms of his Kathleen, and the third, was to wring my 
hand off in acknowledgment. — 

** It's a happy man I am, your Honour, for my word's saved, and 
all by yonr Hononi^s mane8.-^Long life to your Honour for the same f 
—May ye live a long hundred— and lape-years every om rf them I " 



NUMBER ONE. 
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I'm sick or all the double knocki 

Tliftt come to Number Four ! — 

At Number Three, I often see 

A Lover at the door j — 

And one in blue, at Number Two, 

CiiEIs daily like a dun,— 

It's very hard they come so new 

And not to Number One! 

Mils Beil I hear hua got a iletr 

Exactly to her mind, — 

Bv xittin; at the window pane 

Without a bit of blind j— 

But I go in the baieon]', 

Which she hu never done, 

YM »tU that thrire ai Number Five 

Don't take at Number One I 



"Tis hard with plenty in the glreel. 

And plenty passing by, — 

"Hiere's nice young men at Namber 

But only rather shy ;— 

And Mrs, Smith across the way 

Has gflt a grown-up son. 

But la ! he hardly seems to know 

There is a Number Unci 

There's Mr. Wick at Namber Nta* 

But he's intent on pelf, ^ 

And though he's pious will aot loT* 

His neighbour as himseir. — 

At Number Seven there was a. sal*— 

The goods had quite a mo I 

And here I've got niy single lot 

On band at Number One! 

My mother often sits at work 

And talks of props and stars. 

And what a comtort 1 ahall ba 

In her declining days ;— 

The very maids about the house 

Have set rae down a nuD, 

Tba awealheana dl bvlonf to thnt 

That mil At Nnmbei Onel 



n 

Once only when the flue took fire, 
One Friffay Bfternoon, 
Young Mr. Long- came kindly in 
And told nie uot to «wood : — 
Why caa't he come again wiihout 
Tha Phtenix and the Sun I — 
We cannot ain ays have a flue 
On fire at Number One 1 

I am uot old ! I am aot plain ! 
Nor awkward in my gait — 
I am not crooked, [ike the hiide 
That went Trom Number Eight : — 
I'm lure white satin made her look 
Aa brown aa any bun — 
But even beautr bai no chance, 
1 think, at Number One I 
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At Number Six they «ay Miw Ro»e 

Has ilaiu a score of hearU, 

And Cupid, for her lake, has been 

Quite prodigal of darts. 

The Imp they show with bended boff, 

I wish lie had a gun ' 

" lip'H 1 



It's very hard, and so it is 
To live in auch a row I 
And here's a ballad singer cone 
To aggravate my woe ; — ■ 

take away your foolish song 
And tones enough to stun — 

There is " Nae luck about the honse," 

1 know, xt Number One .' 



THE DROWNING DUCKS. 



Ahomobt the lights that Mrs. Bond 
Eqoy'd yet grieved at more than 

Were little ducklings in a pond. 
Swimming about beside their mo- 
then — 
Small things like livinr water lilies. 
But yellow as the daflWitfiej. 

" Via very hanJ,"' the used to moan, 
" That other people have their 
ducklings 
To grace iheir waters — mine alone 

Have never any pretty chucklingB." 
For why I — each littie yellow navy 
Went down — all downy— to old 
Davy I 

She had a lake— a pond I mean- 
Its wave was lather thick than 
pearly — 



She had two ducks, their napes were 

green— 
Sbe bad a drako, hii tail was 

curly, — 
Yet spite of drake, and ducks, and 

No little ducki had Mrs. Bond I 



The birds were both the best of mo- 
thers— 
The nests had egg* — (he eggs had 
luck— 

llie infant D.'s came forth like 

But there, alas I the matter stuck I 
They might as well have all died 

addle. 
As die when they began to paddle I 



THE DBOWNH'O DUCX8. 



For whea,ai native iaBtiacttatigbtber, 
The mother set her brood afloat, 

Tbcr Bank ere long' right uoder water. 
Like any over-loaded hoat ; 

They were web-footed too to see. 

As aucke and Bpidere ought to be ! 



\t last quite out of heart and dncka. 
She gave her pond up, and de- 



tponde 
r Death 



opoBching cook — a frying pander 
To appetite, — d( " ' ' ' 



appetite, — destroyed their 



Beneath her very eyee, Od' rot 'em! 
They went, like plummetB, to the 
bottom. 

The thing wu strange — aconlradiction 
It seem'd of nature and her works ! 

For little ducks, beyond conviction. 
Should float without the help of 

Great Johnson it bewildered him I 
To bearof ducks that could not swim. 

Poor Mrt. Bond .' what conld she do 
But change the_, breed — and she 
tried divers 

Which dived as all seemed bom to do ; 
No little ones were e'er survivors — 

Like those that copy gems, I'm think- 

They all were given to die-sinking! 

in vain their downy coats were shorn ; 
They aounderMstitJ l-'Batch afler 
batch went ! 
The little fools seem'd onl^ born 
And hatch'd fbr nothing but a 
batcbmeut I 
Whene'er they launch'd— O sight of 

Like fires the water " got them under !" 



But though resolved to breed no more. 
She brooded often on this riddle — 

Alas ! 'twas darker than before ! 
At last about the summer's middle. 

What Johnton, Mrs. Bond, or none 
did. 

To clear the matter up the Sun did ! 

The thirsty Siriui, dog^ike drank 
So deep, hit furious tongue to cool. 

The ehallow waten sank and sank, 
Aod lo, from out the wasted pool, ', 

Too hot to hold them any longer. 

There cravrVd some eels as big u 
conger ! 

I wish all folks would look a Int, 

In such a case below the surface ; 
But when the eels were caught and 

By Mrs. Bond,jutt think of Aer bee, 
In each inside at once to spy 
A duckling tum'd to giblet-pie ! , 

The li^ht at once explained the case, 
Makmg the Dame look latbersiUy, 

The tenants of that Eely Flate 

Had found the way to Piet a tHIfy, 

And Eo by under-water snclion. 

Had wrought the little ducks' aliduc- 



AN ASSENT TO THE SUMMUT OF MOUNT BLANIC 

It WW oa the 1st of Augat, — I remembcT by Toy wags eamming 
4«W, and I w^ted to be riz, — that Me and master maid onr minds up 
to the Mounting. I find Master as oppend an acount with the Keep 
Sack — ^but aathat ie a, cut abov, and rit in by only Lorda and Laddies, 
I am ledeuced to a. Peer in the pagie of the Comick Anual — Mr ^ 
giving leaves. 

Wile we waited at Sham Money, our minds sevral tims misgiv, but 
considdring only twelve Gentclmen and never a footmun had bin up, 
we determind to make ourselves particler, and so highered gides to 
sho us up. For a long tim tlie whether was dout full weather — first 
it snew — then thew — and then friz— and that was most agreeabil for 
a tempting. The first thing I did was to change my blew and wite 
livry, as I gueflt we shood liav enuf of blew and wite on the mounting 
• — but put on a dred nort for fear of every thing — takin care to hav 
my pockets well cramd with sand witchea, and, as proved arterwards, 
they broke my foils rery much when I slipd on my bred and anis. 
The land Lord was so kind as lend me His green gaws tap room blind 
for my eyes, and I recumend no boddy to go up any Snowhill with- 
out green vales — for the hice dazls like winkin. Sum of the gides 



wmted. m6 to wan a aiai of crimpt skaits, — ^buitiiogfat my feet would 
\m tiie s^fer for a cramp on — and declind binding any think xoept my 
list garters round my Bhews. I did all this by adviie of John Mary 
Cathay the Ohief Gide, who had bin 8 tims np to every think. Thus 
» tired we sit out, on our feat, like Capting Pari% with our Nor pofea 
IB onr hands,— ^Master in verry good sperrits, and has for me I was 
quit elliyatted to think what a figger the Summnt of Mount BU^ 
wood cut down the airys of Portiand Phuce. 

Arter sliping and slidding for ours, we cam to the first prinoif^ 
Olasier. To give a correct noshun, let any won suppose a man ia Na- 
tions with a fhiim and glass and puttey and a dimond pensel, and Wu 
quit the revers of that. It's the sam with the Mare of Glass. If you 
dent think of a mare or any think maid of glass you have it xMMy. 
We was three ours gitting over the Glazier, and then come to the 
Grand Mullets, ware our beds was bespoak — ^that is, nothing b«t dcna 
riieats of sno, — and never a wiumin pan. To protect our beds we 
struck our poles agin the rock, with a death over them, but it looked 
Mke a verry litle tent to so much mounting. Tliere we was, — all 8no 
with us BolHtory figgers atop. Nothink can give the subHme idear 
of it but a twelf Cake. 

The Gides pinted out from hear the Pick de Middy, but I was loo 
eold to understand Frentch — and we see a reid Shammy leeping, as 
Mtoster sed, frm^ scrag to scrag, and from pint to pint, for vittles and 
drink — ^but to me it looked like jumpin a bout to warm him self. His 
springs in the middel of Winter I realy beleave as uncrediblc. No- 
think else was muving xcept Havelaunches, witch is stupendus Sno 
balls in high situations, as leaves their plaices without wamin, and 
makes a deal of mischef in bowses and famlies. We shot of our pistle, 
but has it maid little or no noise, didnt ear the remarkbly fine ekko. 

We dind at the Grand Mullets on cold foul and a shivver of am, 
with a little O de Colon, agen stomical panes. Wat was moor cum- 
fortble we found haf a bottel of brandey, left behind by sum one 
before, and by way of return we left behind a littel crewit of Chilly 
Viniger for the next cummer, whoever he mite be or not. After this 
repassed we went to our subblime rests, I may say, in the Wurld's gar- 
rits, up 150 pare of stares. As faling out of Bed was dangerus, we riz 
a wal of stons on each side. Knowing how comfortble Master sleeps 
at Home, I regretted his unaceommodationt and partickly as he was 
verry restless, and evry tim he stird klckd me about the Hed. I laid 
awack a good wile thinking bow littel Farther, down in Summerset 
Sheer, thoght I was up in Mount Blank Sheer; but at long and last 
I went of like a top, and dremt of Summuts. Won may sleep on wus 
pillers than Nap Sacks. 

Next momin we riz erly, having still a good deal to git up, and 
skrambled on agin, by crivises and crax as maid our flesh crawl on 
hands and necs to look at. Master wanted to desend in a crack, but 
as he mite not git up in a crack agin, his letting himself down was 
imrecomended. Arter menny ours works, we cum to the Grand Plato. 



fip AN ABBBtft TO THE SDMMOT OF UOUNT BCA5K. 

Master called it a vaet Amphi-Tbeater ; and so it is, except Du-Ciow 
and the Horses and eviy thing. Hear we brekfisted, but was soipiizd 
at OUT atoniicks not having moor hedges, Master only etiug a Chickin 
wing, and me only etisg idl the rest. We had littel need to not eat, 
~tiie most nneasy part to go was to emu. In about too onra we cnm 
to a Sno wall, up rite as liigh as St. Paul's; that maid us cum to an 
jdt, and I cood not help saying out, Wat is only too human legs to 
200 feet ! Howaumever, after a bottel of Wine we was abel to pro- 
ceed in a ^ zag dlrexion, — the Oides axing the way, and cutting steps 
afore. After a deal of moor white SlaTery, we aucsided in ^tting up 
to the Mounting's top, and no body can hav a distant idea of it, but 
them as is there. Such Sno 1 And ice enuf to serve all the Fish 
Hungers, and the grate Bouts till the end of the Wurld! 

I regrets my joy at cumming to the top miud me forget all I ment 
to do at it ; and in partickler to tbro a tumble over bed and heals, as 
was my mane object in going up. Howaumever, I shall allways be 
abel to say He and Haater as bin to the Summut of Honnt Blank, 
and so has a little butterfly. I ought to mension the curiousness of 
seeing one there, but we did not ketch it, as it was too &t abov na. 

We dissented down in much shorter time, and without anny axident 
jKc^t Hastera sliding telliscope, witch roled of the ice. Wen we cum 
agin to Sham Money, the Land Lord askd our names to be rit in the 
book, as was dun, by Mr. W. in proee, but by me in poetry— 



■' John Johes." 



^SALLY SIMPKIN'S LAMENT; 

OB, JOHN IONKb'h ElT-C&T-ABTHOrHE. 



'" Oh ! what U that comes gliding in. 
And quite in middUDg haste ? 
It is the picture of my Joues, 
And paiDtGd to the niuat. 

" It is not painted to the life, 

For Where's the trowaers blue? 
- Oh Jones, my dear ! — Oh dear ! my 
Jones, 
What is become of you?*' 

"Oh! Sally dear, it is too trne,— ' 
The half that you Tcmarlc 
U come to ssy my other half 
Is bit' off by a sharli ! 

"Oh! Sally, sharks do Uiiogs by 
balves, 
Yet most completely do ! 



e in one place see 
It I're been bit in 



" Alas .' death has a strange dirorc* 
Effected in the sea, 
It has diiidcd me from you, 
And even me from me 1 * 

" Don't fear my ghost vill walk 
o'nights 

To hannt, as people say ; 
My ghost ean'l walk, for, oh'l my legs 

Are many leagues away ! 

" Lord I think when I am swimmitig 

And looking whore the boat is, 
A Bhark jnst snaps away a kaff; 
Without ' a guartet'i notice.' , , 
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" One half is here, the other h»lf " But now, adieu— a long adten ! 

la near Columbia placed ; I've solved death's awful nddlc. 

Oh ! Sally. I have got the whole And would say more, but I am 

AUantic for my vraiat. doomed 

To break off in the middle ! " 



A HORSE-DEALER 

Is'a double dealar, for be dealeth mora in double meaninga than ytga 
punster. When be givetb his word it aignifieth little, bowbnt it 
standetb for two rignificationa. He putteth hia promtaea like bis oolts, 
in a break. Over bia mouth. Truth, like the tumpike-man, wiitath 
up No Trust. Wbenever he apeaketb, his apoke hatb more tuna 
tban the fore-wbeel. He telletb lies, not wMte only, or black, bat 
likevriae grey, bay, chesnut-brown, cream, and zoan— piebald and 
skewbald. He awearetb as many oatlis out of court as any man, and 
mora in; for he will swear two ways about a horse's dam. I^ by 
God's grace, he be something honest, It is only a dapple, for ha oan be 
fair and unftkir at once. He hatb much imagination, for be Mlleth a 
complete set of capital bameea, of whlcb there be no traces. He 
advertisoth a coach, Warranted on its first wheels, and truly the bind 
pair ara wanting to the bargtun. A carriage that hath travelled 
twenty summers and winters, be describetb well-seasoned. He 
kaocketb' down machine-horses that have beat knooked up on the 
road, but ia so tender of heut to his animals, that he pavteth with 
none for a fault ; *' for," as he sayeth, " blindness or lameness be mia- 



fortunes." A nag, piopei only for dog's meat, he writoth dowD, bnt 

ciieth up, " fit to go to any honnda ; " or, aa may be, " would trait a 

timid gentleman." String-halt ho calleth " grand action," and kicking 

"lifting the feet well Up." If a mare have the farcical disease, he 

nameth her " out of Comedy," and selleth Blackbird for a racer beoanee 

he hath a miming thrush. Horses that drink only water, be justly 

warranteth to be " temperate," and if dead lame, declareth them 

"goodinallth ' " ' ' — ■ 

he calleth "at 

compareth to 1 

be entered at 

Thorongb-pin 

coughed, 'tis ' 

broke for gig c 

high." If he 

a tierce in a c 

good fencer. 

he shows goo 

and be is plaj 

though he shot 

devil. If b 
away, he calle 

the Oretna Re 

been used to ce 
If a cob stu 
considereth h 
goer, and ad< 
proprietor pa 
him to gO' abn 
without mud 
of religion, yd 
Chriatian-like 
foe he dealetb 
traction, and 
diifMimge thi 

even of a brute. Like hub idmiml. 

unto Love, he is blind unto all blemishes, aad aeeth only a virtue, 
meanwhile he gaeetb at a vice. He taketh the kick of a nag's hoof 
like a, love token, saying only, before standera-by, " Poor fellow,'*— 
be knoweth me 1 "—and is content rather to pass as a bad rider, than 
that the horse should be held restive or aver-metdesome, which dls- 
chaigcs him from its back. If it bath bitten him beude, and morMVei 
bruised bis limb against a coach-wheel, then, eonstantly retumiiig 
good for evil, he giretb it but the better character, and recommendeth 
it hefpra all the studs in his stable. In short, the worse a hone may 
be, the mon he diaateth Us praise, like a crow that croweth over Old 
Ball, whose lot it is on a common to meet with the Cummon Lot. 
.92 



Who does not know that dreadful gulf, where Niagara Mb, 
Where eagle unto eagle screams, to vulture vulture calk ; 
Where down beneath, Deapiur and Death in liquid darkness gtopCt 
And upward, on the foam there shines a runbow without Hope ; 
While, hung with clouds of Fear and Doubt, the unretnnung wave 
Suddenly gives an awful plunge, like life into the grave ; 
And raxay a hapless mortal there hath dived to b^e or bliss ; 
One— only one — hatb ever lived to rise from that abyss I 

. Oh) HeaVn ! it turns me now to ice with ehill of fear extreme, 

. To think of my frail bark adrift on that tumultuous stream I 
In vun with desperate unews, strung by love of life and light, 
I urged that coffin, mj canoe, agiunst the cunent's might : 
On-^on — etill on— direct for doom, the river rush'd in force,' 

< And fearfully the stream of Time raced with it in its course. 

- My eyes I closed — I dared not look the way towards the gotl ; 
But still I view'd the horrid close, and dreamt it in my souL 
Plainly, as through transparent lids, I saw the fleeting shore, 
And lofty trees, like vringed things, flit by for erermon ; 
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Plainly, — but with no prophet aense — I heard the snUen sound. 

The torrent's voice — and felt the mist, like death-sweat gathering rotrnd. 

agony ! life ! My home ! and those that made it sweet : 
Ere I could pray, the torrent lay beneath my very feet. 

With frightM whirl, more swift than thought, I passed the dixcy edg«. 
Bound after bound, with hideoua bruise, I dashed from tedge to ledge^ 
From cr^ to crag, — in speechless pain, — from midnight deep to deep ; 

1 did not die, — but anguish stunn'd my senses into sleep. 
How long entranced, or whither dived, no clue I have to find : 
At last the gradual light of life came dawning o'er my mind ; 
And through my brain there thrill'd a cry, — a cry as shrill aa birds' 
Of vulture or of eagle kind, but this was set to words ; — 

" It^B Edgar Huntley in his cap and nightgown, I declares ! 

He's been a walking in his sleep, and pitob'd all down the stsin T ' 



THE ILLUMINATI. 

" Llgbt, I nj, light 1 "—Othello. 

Tbobe who lave peeped into the portfoVos of Mr. Geoffrey Crayotii 
will easily remember his graphic fetches of a locality called Little 
Britun — and his amusing portrMta of its two leading families, the 
Lambs and the Trotters. I imagine the deserved popularity of the 
draughtsman made him much in request at routes, soirees, and conver- 
samoni, or so acute an observer would not have failed to notice a noc- 
tnmal (dtaiacteiietio of the same neighbourhood, — I mean the frequent 
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and alaimiog glftiti of light that iUaminate its finuameiit ; but in qpite 
of which, no parish engine rambles down the steps of St. Botolph, the 
fire-ladders hang tmdistorbed in their chains, and the turn-cock smokes 
placidly in the tap-room of the Bose-and-Crown. For this remarkable 
apathy, my own more domestic habits enable me to account. 

It 18 the fortune, or misfortune, of the house where I lodge, to con* 
front that of Mr. Wir, " Wax and Tallow Chandler to his Msgesty ;" 
and certainly no individual ever burned so much to evince his loyalty* 
He and his windows are always framing an excuse for an illumination* 

The kindling aptitude ascribed to Eupyrions, and Lucifers, and 
Chlorate Matches, is nothing to his. Contrary to Hoyle's rules for 
loo, — a single court card is sufficient with him for ^' a blaze." He 
knows and keeps the birthdays of all royal personages, and shows by 
tallow in tins how they wax in years. As sure as the Park guns go 
off in the morning, he fires his six-pounders in the evening—as sure as 
a newsman's horn is sounded iu tne street, it blows the same spark 
into a flame. — In some cases his inflammability was such, he has been 
known to ignite, and exhibit fire, where he should have shed water. 
He was once — ^it is still a local joke — within an ace of rejoicing at 
Man^s Murder. . 

During the long War he was really a nuisance, and what is worse, 
not indictable. For one not unused to the melting mood, he was 
strangely given to rejoicing. Other people were content to light up 
for the great victories, but he commemorated the slightest skirmishes. 
In civil events the same, whether favourable to whig or tory. Like the 
lover of Bessy Bell and Mary Gray, he divided his flame between 
them. — He lighted when the administration of the Duke of Wellington 
came in, and he lighted when it went out, — ^in short, it seemed, as 
with the Roman Catholics, that candle-burning was a part of his re- 
ligion, and that he had got his religion itseK from an illuminated 
missal. 

To aggravate this propensity, Mr. Sperm, the great oil merchant, 
lives nearly opposite to Mr. Wix, and his principle and his interest 
coincide exactly with those of his neighbour. Mr. Sperm possesses a 
very large star, — and, like certain managers, he brings it forward as 
often as he can. He is ^ite as lax in his political creed as the 
chandler, and vrill light up on the lightest occasions, — ^for instance, let 
there be but a peal of bells, and the Cknius ef the Ring directly in- 
vokes the Genius of the Lamp. In short, Mr. Wix and Mr. Sperm 
both resemble the same thing-<-a merchant-man, getting rid of goods 
by means of lighters. 

.As the other inhabitants do not always choose to follow the example 
"of these two— I have known our illuminations to be very select — ih^ 
great oil and tallow establishments blaadng all alone in their glory. 
On other occasions — ^for instance, the rejoicings for that Bill which 
Xord L. calls a Bill of Panes and Penalties — I have seen our street 
.assume the motley appearance of a chessboard, alternately dark and 
bright-i-to say nothing of Mrs. Framptotfs lodging-house, where eveijr 
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UgMoA WM of a difiereni d^timent,— and th6 several floors afforded a 
striking example of the Clare Obscure* 

Among general illamiuations, I remember none more so than the 
one on the accession of his late Majesty — ^but what so nniversalfy 
brightened the Great Britain might be expected to light the Littk 
one. It was in reality an nnrivalled exhibition of its kmd, and I pro- 
pose therefore to give some account of it, the situation of my apartment 
having afforded unusual opportunities — ^for it is at the angle of a oomar 
house — and thus while its easterly windows stare into those of the 
Rumbold family, its northern ones squint aside into the sashes of that 
elderly spinster Miss Winter. 

It must have been an extreme fit of loyalty that put such a thought 
into the penurious mind of Miss W,y but she resolved for once in her 
life to illuminate. I could see her at a large dining-table^^-so called by * 
courtesy, for it never dined — reviewing a regiment of glass custard 
cups, so called also by courtesy, for they nev^r held custar d a n d 
another division of tall jelly glasses, equally unknown to jellies. I 
might have thought that she meant for once to give a very light 
supper, had I not seen her fill them all with oil from a little tin can, 
and afterwards she furnished them with a floating wick. They weie 
then ranged on the window-frame, alternately tatt and short ; and after 
this costly preparation, which, by the heaving of her neckerchief, she 
vi^bly sighed over, she folded her arms demurely before her, and, by 
the light of her solitary rush taper, sat down to await the extravagant 
caU of « Light up !" 

The elder Miss Bumbold — the parents were out of town^-was not 
idle in4ihe mean time. She packed all the iittle R.'s off to bed— (I 
did not see them have any supper)— and then, having got rid of the 
fiunily branches, began on the tin ones. She had fixed her head quar- 
ters in the drawing-room, from whence I saw Caroline and Henry 
detached, with sepa^rate parcels of tins and candles, to do 4he same 
dfice for the floors above and below. But no such luck ! After a 
while, the street door gently opened, and forth sneaked the two 
rdsserteis, d course to see better illuminations than their own. At 
the slam of the door behind them Miss Rumbold coiAprehended the 
fair calamity : first, she threw up her arms, then her eyes, then 
denched her teeth and then her hands ; going through all the pan- 
tomime for dktress of mind — but she had no time for grievmg, and 
:^daed but little for rejoicing. Mr. Wix*s was beginning to gttttev. 
Tearing up and down stairs like a lamplighter on his ladder, die fttf- 
untied aU the blank windows, and then returned to the drawing-room ; 
and what was evidently her favourite fancy, she had completed and 
hung up two festoons of artificial flowers ; but alas I her stock eh 
•hand fell short a whole foot of the third window— I am afiraid for 
want of the very bouquet in Caroline's bonnet. Removing the unfdtf- 
tatiate garlands, she rushed out foil speed, and the neftt moment I saw 
her in.^ story above, rapi^y unpaperin^ her curls, and making be#- 
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self as fit as time allowed, to wt in state in the drawing-room, by the 
light of twenty-seven long sixes. 

A Tiolent uproar 
now recalled my at' 
tention to Number 
3D, where the mob 
had begun to call out 
to Miss Winter for 
her Northern Lights. 
Miss W. was at her 
post, and rushed with 
her rash to comply 
with the demand ; 
but a sndden twitter 
of nervousness ag- 
f^Tating her old 
palsy, she could not 
persuade her waver- 
ing taper to alight on 
any ona of the cot* 
tons. There was a 
deal of coquetting in- 
deed between wick 
and wick, but nothing 

like a mutual flame. . tit. at hxes and anrm. 

In vain the thin 

lover-like candle kept hovering over its intended, and shedding tears 
of grease at every repulse ; not a glimmer replied to its glance, till at 
last, weary of love and light, it fairly leaped out of its tin socket, and 
drowned its own twinkle in a tall jelly-glass. The patience of the 
mob, already of a thin texture, was torn to rags by tiiis conclnsion ; 
they saw that if she would, Miss Winter never couM illnminate : but 
as this was an unwelcome truth, they broke it to her with a volley 
of stones that destroyed her little Yauxhall in a moment, and in a 
twinkle left her nothing to twinkle with ! 

Shocked at this catastrophe, I turned with some anxiety to Hiss 
BiUmbold's, bnt with admirable presence of mind she had lighted 
every alternate candle in her windows, and was thna ablo to presmt 
a respectable front at a short notice. The mob, however, niade as 
much uproar as at Miss Winter's, though the noise was different in 
character, and more resembled the boisterous merriment which attends 
upon Punch. In fact Miss Bumbold had a Fantoccini over hend ebe 
little dreamt of. Awakened by the unusual light, the younger Rnm- 
bolda had rushed from bed to the window, where, exhilarated by child- 
ish spirits and the appearance of a gala, they had got up an extempore 
Juvenile Ball, and were dancing with all their might in their littie 
lughb-oapa and Bight-gowns. In vain the unooneoions Matilda pcnated 
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io h^ candles^ and added her own private pair firom the table to the 
centre window ; in vain she wrung her hands, or squeesed them on 
her bosom : the more she protested in dumb show, ^e more the mob 
shouted ; and the more the mob shouted, the wilder the imps jigged 
about. At last Matilda seemed to take some hint; she vanished 
from the drawing-room like a Ghost, and re-appeared like a Fuiy in 
the nursery-— a pair of large hands vigorously flourished and flogged— 
the heels of the Corps de Ballet flew up hi^er than their heads— the 
mob shouted louder than ever — and exeunt omnes. 

This interlude being over, the rabble moved on to Mr. Wix*% whose 
every window, as usual, shone ^^ like nine good deeds in a naughty 
world," and he obtained nine cheers for the display. Poor Mr. I^erm 
veas not so fortunate. He had been struggling manfully with a sharp 
nor-wester to light up his star, but one obstinate limb pernsted in 
showing which way the wind blew. It was a point not to be gained, 
and though far from red hot, it caused a hiss that reached even to 
Number 14, and frightened all the Flowerdews. Number 14^ as the 
Clown expresses it in Twelfth Night, was '^ as lustrous as ebony." In 
vun Mrs. Flowerdew pleaded from one window, and Mr. flowerdew 
harangued from the other, while Flowerdew junior hanmiered and 
tugged at the space between ; the glaziers and their friends unglaced 
every thing ; and I hope the worthy family, the next time they have 
a Crown and Anchor, will remember to have them the right side 
uppermost. Green and yellow lamps decline to hang upon hooks tiiat 
are topsy-turvy, and the blue and red are just as particular. 

I forgot to say that during the past proceedings, my eyes had fre* 
q^uently glanced towards Number 28. Its occupier, Mr. Brookbank, 
was in some remote way connected vrith the royal household, and had 
openly expressed his intention of surprising Little Britain. And in 
truth Little Britain was surprised enough, when it beheld at Mr. 
Brookbank's nothing but a few sorry flunbeaux : he talked to the 
mob, indeed, of a transparency of Peace and Plenty, but as they could 
see no sign of either, and they had plenty of stones, they again broke 
the peace. I am sorry to say that .in this instance the mob were 
wrong, for there teas a transparency, but as it was lighted from the 
outer side, Mr. B.'s Peace and Plen^ smiled on nobody but himself. 

There was only one more disorder, and it occurred at the very house 
that I help'to inhabit. Not that we were dim by any means, fcnr we 
had been liberal customers to Mr. Sperm and to Mr. Wix : the tallow 
of one flared in all our panes, and tiie oil of the other fed a brilliant 
W P. Alas !^ it was these fiery initials, enigmatical as those at Bel- 
shazzar's banquet, that caused all our troubles. The million could 
make out the meaning of the W, but the other letter, divided in con- 
jecture among them, was literally a split P. Curiosity increased to 
furiosity, and what might have happened nobody only knows, if my 
landlady had not proclaimed that her W had spent such a double 
allowance of lamps^ that her B had been obliged to retrench. 
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To aid har oratory, tlw nbUe wen luckily attnoUd ficmn our owa 
diq>Iarb7 A ^tlmdoui 
gmtor ATen tiuui nraal 
It Ntuaber 9. The 
waidumaeiiuo of Mr. 
Wis-Ab JfMUr Um 
JfoN— had got ^ an 
tUmuioatioii of his om, 
by leaving a firebiand 
aaio^ the Idlow, that 
Mxm oanaed &e bt«ak- 
iog oni of an InsiuTec- 
tioa in Oiease, and 
where eandiM had 
hitherto been lighted 
only by Setail, tbey 
wete now ignited by 
Wholeaale; or a« my 
landUdy said, — " AU 
the t&t was in the fire !" 

I Tentored to a^ 
her when all was over, 

what ahe thought of the umu nrmii. 

lil^ting-up, and she gare me her opinion in the following ganUmant, 
in the prayer of wMch I most heartily coucnr. " Illumiualjoas," ah^ 
said, " Were very pretty things to look at, and no doubt new Kings 
oaght to be illaminated ; but what with the toil, and what with tha 
oil, and what with the grease, and what with tiia mob, she hoped it 
would be long, very long, before we had a new King again I" j 



SONNET. 



AtiOKG the Woodford road there cornea a noise 
Of wheels, and Hr. Sonnding's neat postcbaiM 
Stm^lea along, drawn by a pair of bays. 
With Rev, Mr. Crow and six small Boys ; 
Who ever and anon declare their joys, 
With truniping horns and juvenile hu^as, 
At going home to spend tbeir Chriatmas days, 
And chang^g Learning's pains ibr Pleasoie's toys. 
Six weeks elapse, and down the Woodford way, 
A heavy coach drags six more heavy seals, 
But no glad nrcbins shout, no tmnipets bray ; 
The carriage makes a halt, the gate-bell tol^, 
-And Httle Boya walk in as dull and mum - ; 
As mx new scholars to the Deaf and Dumb. 



THE STEAM SERVICE. 

■> Life ia but K kUlk cut."— Batui. 
THBlimeia not yet come— but «wm it wiU— wbrn tlw mito «* W 

Royal Navy shall he unghippad, and huge ona^y oh«w»yi.»» 

erected in their place: 

The trident will he taken 

out of the hand of Nep- 
tune, and replaced hy the 

ef&gy of a red hot poker ; 

the Union Jack will look 

like a smoke-jack; and 

Laiubtous, Bussela, and 

AdairB, will be made Ad- 

mirala of the Black ; the 

forecastle will btf called 

the Newcastle, and the 

cockpit will be termed 

the coal-pit ; a . man-of- 
war's tender will be no- 
thing but a Shields' collier; 

fiiBt-Uei^tenants will have 

to attend lectures on the 

Bteam-engine, and ^mid- 
shipmen most take lessons 

as climbing boys in the the jici of aEin-n. ■ 

art of sweeping flues. In short, tho good old tune of " Bule Kitaanb," 
will give way to " Polly put the Kettle on ; " while the Tiotory, _tiw 
Majestic, and the Thunderer of Great Britain will " paddle in the 
bum," like the Harleqtun, the Dart, and the Magnet of Margate. 

It will be well for oui song writers to bear a wiry eye to the Fleet, 
if they would prosper as Marine Poets. Some sea Gumey may get a 
seat at the Admiralty Boud, and then farewell, a long farewell, to the 
old ocean imagery ; marine metaphor will require a new figure-head. 
Flowing sheets, snowy wings, and the old comparison of a ship to s 
bird, will become obsolete and out of date ! Poetical to]lBails will be 
taken aback, and all such things as reels and double reefs will be stu&en 
out of song. For my own part, I cannot be sufficiently thankful that 
I have not sought » Helioon of salt wat« ; or canvassed the Nine 
Muses as a writer for their Marine Libti^ ; or made Pegasus a sea- 
horse, when sea-horses as well as land-btHses are equally, likely to be 
superseded by steam. After such a consummation, when the sea 
service, like the tea service, will depend chiefly on boiling water, it is 
very doubtful whether the Fleet will be worthy of any thing but plain 
prose. I have tried to adapt some of omr popular Uue Inllads to the 
boiler, and Dibdin certwnly does not Bteam quite so well as a potatoe. 
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However, if his Sea Songs are to be in immortal use, they yfiH have to 
be revised and corrected in future editions thus :— 

I steamed from the Downs in the Nancy, 

My jib how she smoked through the breeze ; 
' ;6i^'s a vessel as tight to my fancy 
^' ' Aj^ ev^ haitd through the salt seas. 

* * ».• .* # 

When up the^M^ the sailor goes 

And. ventures on the pat^ 
The landsman, he no better knows. 

But thinks hard is his lot. 

Bold Jack with smiles each danger meets, 

"Weighs anchor, lights the log ; 
Trims up thefire^ picks out the slates^ 

And drinks his can of grog. 

# # * # * 

Go patter to lubbers and swabs do you see, 

'Bout danger, and fear, and the like ; 
But a Botdton and Watt and good WalFs-'end give me ; 

And it an't to a little I'll strike. 

Though the tempest our chimney smack smooth shall down smite. 

And shiver each bundle of wood ; 
Clear the wreck, stir thefire^ and stow every thing tight. 

And hoiling a gallop we'll scud. 

I have cooked Stevens's, or rather Incledon's Storm in the same 
ivay ; but the pathos does not seem any the tenderer for ^tewing. 

Hark, the boatswain hoarsely bawling, 

By shovel, tongs, and poker, stand ; 
Down the scuttle quick be hauling, 

Down your bellows, hand, boys, hand. 
Now it freshens,— blow like blazes ; 

Now unto the coal-hole go ; 
Stir, boys, stir, don't mind black faces. 

Up your ashes nimbly throw. 

Ply your bellows, raise the wind, boys ; 

See the valve is clear of course ; 
^Let the paddles spin, don't mind, boys. 

Though the weather should be worse. 
Pore and aft a proper draft get. 

Oil the engines, see all clear ; 
Hands up, each a sack of coal get, 

Man the boiler, cheer, lads, cheer. 
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Now the dnadfiil tlnmdet's tomag^ 

P«al on peal contending cUsh ; 
On oui heads fierce rain bOe pouring, 

la OUT eyes the paddles splaab. 
One 'wide water all around ue, 

A)l above one smoke-black sky : 
Di&rent deaths at once Burrouud us ; 

Hark ! what means that dreadful cry. 



The funnel's gone ! cries ev'ry tongue out ; 

The ei^jiaeer's washed off the deck ; 
A leak breath the coal-hole's sprung out) 

Call all hands to clear the wreck. 
Quick, some coal, some nubbly pieces ; '. 

Come, my hearts, be stout and bold ; 
Plumb the boiler, speed decreases, 

Four feet water gettiug cold. 

While o'er the ship wild waves are beating, 

We for wives or cluldren monm ; 
Alas 1 fiom hence there's no retreating ; 

Alas I to them there's no return. 
The fire is out — ^we've burst the bellows, 

The tinder-box is swamped below ; 
Heaven have mercy on poor fellows, 

Fot only that can serve us now 1 , 



^ A LAY <w rati iintt. 

Devoutly do I hope that the kettle, thongb a gre^' vocalist, will 
nev^ thus appropriate the old Sea SoBgs of EngUad. In the worda 
of an old Greenwich penmonei^— " Steaming and biting does veiy well 
for Urn Bay, and the likes ;" but the cnft dose not wok legulai aod 
shipshape to the eye of a tar who has Huled with D^meui, Howe, and 
Jarvia — and who would tather even go without port than have it 
thiough B,ftmrul. 



A LAY OF REAL LIFE. 



Don in AilAc mautha, ud tome irith 
1 their domi, and •HUM with iUtct 



Who ruined me we I was born, 
S0I4 every acre, giasB or com, 
And left the next heir wU forlorn ? ' 

My <]liandlatber. 

Who siud my mother was no nurse, 
And physicked me and made me worse, 
Till infancy became a curse ? 

My Grandmother. 
Who left me in my soreuth year, 
A comibit to my mothn dew. 
And Mr. Pope, the overseer ? : 

My Father: , 
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Who let me starve, to buy her gin. 
Till all my bones came through my skin, 
Then called me " ugly little sm V' 

My Mother. 

Who said my mother was a Turk, 
And took me home — ^and made me work. 
But managed half my meals to diirk ? 

My Aunt. 

Who " of all earthly things'* would boast, 
^^ He hated others' brats the most," < 
And therefore made me feel my post ? 

My Uncle. 

Who got in scrapes, an endless score, 
And sdways laid them at my door. 
Till many a bitter bang I bore ? 

My Cousin. 

Who took me home when mother died. 
Again with &ther to reside. 
Black shoes, clean knives, run far and wide . 

My Stepmother. 

Who marred my stealthy urchin joys^ 

And when I played cried ^^ What a noise !"— - 

Girls always hector over boys—' 

My Sister. 

Who used to share in what was mina. 
Or took U all, did he incline, 
'Cause I was eight, and he was nine ? 

My Brother. 

Who stroked my head, and said ^^ Qood lad," 
Attd gave me sixpence, *^ all he had ;" 
Bui Hit the stall tiie coin was bad ? 

My Oodfatiier. 

Who, gratis, shared my social glass, 
But when misfortune came to pass, 
Befen^d me to the pump ? Alas ! 

My Friend. 

Through all this* weary world, in brief. 
Who ever sympathised with grief. 
Or shared my joy— my sole relief t 

Myself. 



A VALENTINE. 

THE WEATHER. To P. MoBray, Esq., M.N.S. 
TbcK, pioperlj ipe^uuj;, being eBteemed the three irmi of Meteoric aotioD. 

Dear Murphy, to impiove hei channs, 

Your servant humbly begs ; 
She thanks you for her leash of arms, 

But wants a brace of lege. 

Moreover, as you promise folks, 

On certain days a drizzle ; 
She thinks, in case she cannot riua. 

She should have means to misxle. 

Some lightning too may just M due, 

When woods begin to moult ; 
"And if she cuinot "fork it out," 

She'll wish to make a ^ / ' 



THE ELLAND MEETING. 



** EdtOT BaBcmr paiDled full of totiguei.'' — K. Ueiov IV. 
" In a word, the T.rtara came on."— RomNsos Crdme. 

In my M. S. days,— uid like many bookUh bach^on of the suno 
standing, — I wae a mNnber of a private literary soraety, with a name 
wbraeof I only lemember that it began in Greek and ended in English. 
Thie n-nnion was framed on the usual plan of such institutions ; ex- 
cept that the gallantry of the founders had ruled that half the membere 
might be of the female sex, and accordingly amongst out " intellectual 
l^s," we nainbeied a fair proportion of the hose that are meta- 
phorically blue. "We assembled weekly at the house of some Fellow 
that had a house, H-here an original essay was iirst read by the author, 
and then submitted to discnssion, much aa a school-boy firet spins his 
top and then lays it down to he pegged at by the rest of the com- 
pany. The subjects, like Sir Rt^jer de Coverley's picture, generally 
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left a great deal to be said on both ddes, nor vere there wanting 
choppers, not to say backers of logic, to avail themselves of the ax- 
cumstance ; and as we possessed, amongst others, a brace of Irish har- 
risters, a Qu^er, a dissenter to every thing, an author who spoke 
volumes, a geologist who could find sermons in stones, and one old 
man eloquent, snmamed for liis discursiveness tlie rftmbler, we bad 
usnally what Bubb Doddiugton has caQed " a multipUcity of talk." 

It is worthy of record, howe' counter 

to the received opiiuon of the lo< Ue mem- 

ber was ever known to deliver c > on the 

subject in debate. Now and I ig cougb 

would flatter us that we were f Aste and 

delicacy of sentiment ; but the e: ground, 

and we might as well have exj from the 

wax work of MrsT Salmon or M learned, 

it is true, from one of the tna i she did 

once actually contemplate t few but that 

at the very first stitch she losi leant her 

tongue, and then in seeking for 1 of her 

ideas, and so gave up the tae ^ woman's 

work." 

It would seeni, tlierefore, that a set discotirse in company is alto- 
gether incompatible with, the Innate diffidence and shrinking timidity 
of the sex. Milton, indeed, makes this silent modesty a peculiar 
characteristic of perfect womanhood, as evinced in the demeanour of 
" accomplisbed Eve." To mark it the more strongly, he liberaliy 
endows our general mother with fluency of speech in her colloquies 
with Adam, so as even to " forget all time " in conversing with him ; 
whereas in the presence of a third party, — the Angel Visitor for 
instance, whom she less bids than makes welcome to her dessert, — she 
seldom opens her lips. Nor is this an overstrained picture : the same 
matronly, or spinateriy reserve, having survived the Fall, and the con- 
fusion of Babel, and the more womanly of her daughters, however 
good at what the Scoteh call " a two-handed crack," in a comer or 
behind a curtain will still evince a paradisaical hesitation, amounting 
to an impediment, in addressing the most limited audience. In fiiot 
np to a comparatively recent period, the Miltonic theory was prac- 
tically acknowledged and acted upon, at the theatre, the female cha- 
laoteis of the Drama being always represented by proxies of men 
er boys. 

Even in the present ago, the d^but of an actress, having so many 
" lengths" to deliver in public, is reckoned one Of the severest ordeals 
tiiat womanly modesty can undergo. The celebrated Mrs. Siddons 
described it as a ".fiery trial,"— a " terrible moment," — and any play- 
goer who bas witnessed tbe fint appearance of a young lady on any 
stage will earily give credit for its agonies. The late Mrs. . once 
deacribed to me very vividly her sufferings o& a like awful occssion :— • 
" thevoice that would hoi come, and the tremor that would not gi^^- 



ram ntkvo ubbtino. M 

Hm frame ifaclming to sink, ahd the licad (tetMnlned to swim,— 4&0 

dtstinct conacionsneBB of the preSi^Uce of the bodj'', ^Ith the ill- 

iljsthiet impression of the ah- 

eence of the mind. Thank 

heaTen," she concluded, " that 

Ihadnoito 'extort' thepeople, 

ae Mawworin calls it, out of 

my own head~~that I had not 

te famish the speech, as well 

-as the courage to utter it ; for 

■I protest that I could not hate 

jiuttogether a sentence of my 

own, for the saving of my 

liffl !" 

With such experience and 
impressions of the inaptitude 
of the sex for popular orators, 
my profound amazement tnay 
be coDceiTed when on lately 
glancing over the columns of a 

tnoming jonmal, my eye was " ""^ tpmRiva m mv itme. 

^■nested by the extrsotdinary heading of a 

Sidiltc jVUtthig of Vdmnm SgaiiUt ti!)t$oot f atoS. 
Ik the first tumult of tny agitatitm, I pitched my Morning HerakI, 
wbeie ParAon Adams threw his j^sdhylus, namely, behind the fire ; bat 
tiie very next instant, with a vague notigu that it would blow up, I 
-■nalehed it out again. I am not certAio, — being in weak health md 
Apiriia, and more than commonly nerrous,^-that I did not cry mur- 
der! — My first sensation, indeed, was a physical one, a coiuplibation 
.9f acuteuess of ear-nchCi with the nnuibneSs of lock-jaw ; — and then 
eune the moral consciousness of some stunning ilomestic caiitiuity, that 
seemed dilating every instant from a family into a national visitatton. 
In fact I recullect nothing at all ^proacbing the first bodily shook, 
•xcept once, on the explosion of some neighbouring powder-oiillg, 
when a few highly condensed moments of intense silence were fol- 
lowed by the sudden burst of an imaginary peal, from a bell assembly 
of all the steeples in England ; nor can I recall any experience eqtuil 
-to my mental horror afterwards, unless a certain delirious dream of 
being ran away with by four grey mares, in the York mail I 

It was a considerable time before I could miistel resolution to peruse 
(he speeches, the tone of which my prophetic soul forestalled tui less 
resembling the notes of tho feminine dulcimer, or piano, or hurdy- 
gurdy, than those of tho masculine braaen trumpet. And should this 
seem a AartA anticipation, it must be remembered that I had been pre- 
pared by no plevions rehearsals for such a buf^t of female oratory. 
-If I had met with a paT^;raph hinting that oertain females had been 
H 2 



100 THE ELLAND MEETING. 

observed in rough weather, mysteriously haunting the sea-beach, say of 
Scarborough for instance, and gesticulating, as if on speaking terms 
with the billows, my classical reminiscences might have recalled the 
system by which Demosthenes braced himself against the murmurs 
and roarings of a popular assembly — and I might have comprehended 
that the hoarse waves were resorted to as oratorical hreakers-in. But 
there was no such warning ; and consequently the report came upon 
me with all the startling suddenness and crash of a sempstresses 
splitting a piece of stout calico. There was something astounding in 
the bare idea of a female voice, so commonly requiring a high pres- 
sure to induce it to sing in private circles, volunteering in public 
assembly to spout ! A maiden speech even in a man is apt to excite 
a maidenly fever of nervousness ; and many a rough and tough old 
sea-commander, who would have returned a broadside without flinch- 
ing, has been converted physiognomically into an admiral of the blue, 
white, and red, and has found a bung in his speaking-trumpet, on 
having to reply to a volley of thanks. The very subject, so steeped 
in party spirit, — ^for alas ! it is undeniable that the woes and wants of 
the poor have become a party question — the very subject so steeped in 
party spirit, always a raw unrectified article, and at the present time 
distilled particularly above proof, seemed peculiarly unfit for womanly 
lips. In short I concluded primi facie, that a female who could come 
forward, without a rehearsal all along shore, or practise on provincial 
boards, as a public orator, and on political topics, mnst needs be what 
some old writer calls ^' a mankind woman," — and akin to the Hannah 
Snells and ]^Mary Ann Talbots, that have heretofore enlisted in our 
army and navy. How &r I was justified in these forebodings a few 
extmcts will serve to show. 

•^' Mrs. Susan Feamley having been voted into the chair, opened the 
business of the meeting by exhorting the females present to take the 
question of a repeal of this Mil into their own handsy and not to rely on 
the exertions of others, least of all on the Hotise of Commons^ but at 
once to assert the dignity and eqiudity of the sex^ and as the chief 
magistrate of the realm was now a female, to approach her respectfully^ 
and lay their grievances before her ; and, should their application be 
unsuccessful, she would then call upon them to resist the enforcement 
of this cruel law, even unto the death- — (loud cheers). Mrs. Grasby said, 
the new poor law was not concocted by men, but by fiends in the shape 
of men ; it had been hatched and bred in the bottomless pit — (cheers). 
She could wish the authors of this law to be sent to St. Helena, where 
Napoleon was sent to, and remain till their bodies were wet with the 
dew of heaven, and their hair as long as eagles' feathers. She would 
oppose that law, and she called upon her sisters now before her to 
follow her example — (tremendous cheering). Mrs. Hanson alluded to 
the personal disfiguration of the hair cutting ofl^, which excited much 
disapprobation ; this was followed by a description of the grogram 
gowns of sholdy and paste in which the inmates of the bastiles are 
attired," The address said, " We approach your Majesty, and pray 
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that you will exercise your prerogative, and remove from your councils 
those heartless men who are attempting to place us under this horrible 
law. We leg leave to remind your Mafeity that allegiance i$ due only 
when protection is extended to the sitb^t. 

^^ Signed on behalf of the Meeting, 

"Susan Fearnley, Chairttoman.'*' 

And the report said, ^' Thanks were then voted with loud cheering 
to Earl Stanhope, Mr. J. Fielden, to the Chairwoman, Mrs. Grasby, 
and Mrs. Hanson, for their eloquent speeches, and to the other 
females who had got up and managed the meeting. Three groans were 
then given for the Whigs, and all who support the poor law bill." 

I have purposely omitted an astounding declaration of the wives and 
mothers in the address, about their daughters, hoping that it is only 
founded on local scandal ; — and now, if such another merry meeting 
may be wished, what right-thinking Benedict or Bachelor but will 
join with me and Dogberry in a " God prohibit it ?" When the Steam 
Washing Company was first established, there was a loud and shrill 
outcry against what were facetiou8l3r called the cock Laundresses, 
who were roundly accused of a shameful invasion of woman's provinces, 
and favoured with many sneering recommendations to wear mob caps, 
and go in.8tu£P petticoats and patt^is. But if Hercules with the 
distaff be' but a sorry spectacle, surely Omphale with the club cuts 
scarcely a better figure. The he-creatures may now fairly retort, that 
it is as consistrait with manhood to go out washing, as for woman- 
hood to do chairing at a public meeting. If it be out of character for 
a £ellow in a coat and continuations to be firsting and seconding linen, 
it is equally anomalous for a creature in petticoats to be firsting and 
seconding political resolutions ; and for my own part, as a matter of 
taste, I would rather see a Gentleman blowing up a copper flue, than a 
Lady blowing up the foulness of the Poor Law. 

In the mean time, there is reason to apprehend that the infection is 
gaining ground ; the last posi having brought me the following letter on 
the sulject from a country correspondent. 

To the Editor of Hood's Oum^ S^. <Jr. 

Honoured Sir, 

I don't know whether you be married, or likely to be in the way 
of courting, but whether or not, most likely y6u have a mother, or sister, 
or aunt, or she-cousin, or some such connexion of the female sex. As such 
will be interested in the following, as a matter that concerns us all, and 
particularly men like myself of a quiet turn and domestic habits. 

By station I am only a plain family man in the farming line, but 
to my misfortune, as turns out, I am locally situated in the county of 
York, and what's worse, a great deal too nigh EUand, and where 
the women got up the spouting meeting again the poor laws that made 
such a noise in the country. I'm not a political character myself, and 
as such have nothing to object for or against public meetings and 
speechifyings so long as it's confined to the male kind, but with as 
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good nerves as foost men that ei^ rid^ to hounds, nothing sinec^ 
incendiarism has given them such a ehook as the breaking out of 
firanale elocution, f5i in course like the pck burnings and the mfluenzy 
or any other new kick, it will go through the whole country. My 
own house has catched for one, and i will inform you the symptoms it 
begins with. The Elland Meeting, you see, was on a Tuesday, and 
between yo^ and |ne and the post, it's my belief that qay pisti^e^ %as 

{resent, tbougl} she do say it ^¥Q a visit tp her mother. Otherwise 
cannot think w)iat poi^ld ppt her teeth intp her head on the Wedt 
n^f^y for the first jkim^ \>y whiph J piean to say her spelling for ft 
new set, if it i^rfis xiot tQ assist her parts of speech. Agrici|11»ial 
^is|r^S9 has n^ade gol4 mifch more scarce among farmers than formerly, 
and I don't mind saying it's ^ore th%n I could afford comfortaUy 9^ 
({lost times to hj out t\¥^enty guineas in ivpry for tlie sake of n 
qorfept pronoimcing. However I mjide no remark, except to myself> 
liamely, that they 'wasn't wanted to keep her topgue between. Foff 
^y owi^ part I have ^Iw^ys found she could speak plain enough, and 
particularly when I cpuldn't — by reason pf dining at the ordinary oit 
market days, and the like. Any way she alway^i contrived to speak 
her mind, but ever since the meeting she seems to have had mora 
mipd to speak ; for instanpe, a Ipng confabbing with every beggar at 
tb§ g§te, i^tead of seeding oiF as formerly with nothing but a' flea in 
their ear, as thp saying is. In short, many more things struck me as 
suspicious, and amppgst the rest, her making an errand again ta 
^land for a piece of stuff and a little fustian?— in pint oi fiaot, tha^t 
visit seemed to set her ^Qre agpg than be^re, so as to start a new 
if^otioif of going up to l^adon about Betsy's impediment, and says 8h% 
t can kill two birds, and get my new t^th at the same time. If thaA 
don't look oratorical, thinks I to myself, then I don't know what does. 
However, last Sunday was a week let's the whole cat out of the bag, 
as the saying is, as near as may be as follow. It w as just after dinner, 
and only our two selves quite domestically? Betsy being gone to grand- 
mother'^s, and me going to take my first glass of wine, and so as umud, 
I nodded to my good woman, with a ' Here's to ye JCate !' according 
to custom — ^when lo ! and behold, up jumps Madam regularly on her 
legs, opening like a hound that has just hit the sccnt,and begins a return 
thanks, and delivery of sentiments and so forth, before I knew where 
I was. Where she got the knack of it without practice, Lord knows, 
for it's more than ever I was competent to, as for instance, when I've 
been publickly drunk at our Coursing Club, and the like. However 
she was five good minutes long afore she broke down, or recollected 
herself, I don't know which, and I'm free to say, left me so dumb- 
founded in a mizmaze that I hadn't presence of mind to argue the 
point. However, before going to bed, I thought best to open gently 
on the subject, but as might be expected, the more we differed, the 
more we debated, which in course was just what Madam wanted, tifl" 
at long and at last, seeing that I was only being prjiotised upon, like 
Bets/s piano, I thought proper to adjourn myself off to roost, buifc" 
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from the nature of my dreamB, have Teason to think she continued tbo 
argument in her sleep. 

And now, honoured Sir, what is to be done to stop such a national 
calamity ae hangs over us like a thundercloud, unless it's put down 
hy the powerfal voice Of thg public press? Not wishing to connect 
myself with politics, ^hich tU newspapers are more or less inclined to, 
and your periodical being mentioned to me by our doctor as an impar- 
tial vehicle, am induced to the liberty of iktB pomtnumcation, to be 
made use of at your discretion. My own sentimrats are very strong 
on tiie subject, bui more than I can express by penmanship. We 
have a saying tiere in t])<i north abou^ a crowing hen, that seems quite 
pat to the csM. And if you keep live stock, what can cut a foolisber 
figure than a, gfeat gawksome hen, leaving her eggs to addle in the 
nest, or her chicks, if so bo, to the care of the kite, to go a spurring 
and sparring about the yard with her hackle up, and trying to crow 
like a cock of the walk ? So it is with the mistress of a house leaving 
her helpless babes, or what is worse, her grown-up girls, to their own 
cares and looking after, to go ranting and itineranting all over the 
oountry, henpecking at the heads of the nation, and cackling up on 
tables, or in waggons, or on the hustings. It's my opinion nature 
intended the whole ses to be more backward in coming forward, let 
alone tattle at tea-diinkings, orgossipping at chAtenings, orlaying-in, 
but to be totally unaccustomed to public speaking. As to state 
affiurs, some do think there's more talking than doing already, and in 
course it will be no cure for it, to match the House of Lords vrith a 
House of Ladies. In the mean time, I don't mean to come down the 
money for the new teeth or the impediment, and hoping that the 
speeches at Elland may prove the last dying speeches of female elocu- 
ti(Hi, I remain. Honoured Sir, 

Your very humble Servant to command, 

RicHABD Patne Pilobih. 



POEM,— FEOM THE POLISH. 



Some mDDthi iIdcc ft young lid; wu much lurpiiaed it Ttceiving, from tlis C^tiln of 
> Whaler, I UiDk iheet of paper, folded In the farm of a letter, *nd duljMiled. At lul, 
Tccollecting the nitnre of iTrnpathetlc ink, <he plictd the miialre on a toaitioi-fbrk, and 
>n*t hotding it to the flra for ■ minute or two, aucneded in ibawing out the followliig 



Fkou lerentj-two North latitude. 

Dear Kittj, I iadite ; 
But fint I'd haTG you understand 

How hud it is to wtite- 

Of thoughts that breathe and words 
that burn, 

H; Kittjr, do Dot (hiokr- 
Before I wrote these very lines, 

I had to melt rajink. 

OF nutual flames and lover's warmth. 



The Polur cold is aharp eDOugh 
To freeze with icj gloss 

The genial current of the loul. 
E'en in a " Man of Ros»." 



Pope says that letters waft a sigh 

From Indus to the Pole ; 
But here I really wish the port 

Would only " post the coal." 

So chilly is the Norlliern blast. 
It blows me through and (hrough ; 

A ion of Wallsend in a note 
Would be a billet-doux 1 



In inch a frigid latitude 

It (carce can be a lin. 
Should Paiuion cool a little, where 

A Fury was iced in. 

I'm rather tired orendlea« luow, 
And lour for coals again ; 

And would giTB up a Sea of Ice, 
For some of Lambtou'B Miun. 



So very bright, io very cold, 
Juit like a Bumruer grate. 

For opodeldoc I would Icneel, 
My cbilblaini to anoiut ; 

Kate, the needle of the norih 
Hal got a freezing poiat. 

Our food ii aolids, — ere we put 

Our meat into our cropi. 
We take iledge^tiammere to our steak* 

And hatchets to our chop*. 

So very bitter is the blait. 
So cutting ia the air, 

1 never have been warm but once. 

When hugging with a bear. 



f Polar II 

I'TeleftoffanufF— one pinching day- 
Prom leaviag off my note. 
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I have no ear for muifa) now ; 

My ean both left together i 
And a* for dancing, I have cat 

My toet — it'* cutting weather. 

I've Mid that yoa tboold have my 

Some happy day to eoaie ; 
But, Kate, you onlv nowcan wed 
A finger and u thumb. 

Don't fear that any Eiqnimauz 
Can wean me from my own i 

The Girdle of the Queen of Love 
It not the Proien Zone. 

At wive* with large ettatet of *aow 
My fancy doe* not Ute; 

1 like to lee a Bride— but Mt 
In tuch a deal of white. 

Give roe f»r home a houae of bri^. 
The Kate lloveat Ke*I 

A hand uochopped— • merry eye t 
And not a note, of blue 1 

To tiiink upon the Bridge of Kew, 
To roe a bridge of ligh* ) 

Oh, Kate, a pair of icicle* 
Are Handing in my eyet I 

Ood knows if I shall e'er rataro. 

In oomfbrt to be lull'd i 
But if r do get back to port. 

Pray let me have It mull'd. 



A STEP-FATHER. 



I KHOW not what fiiend, or fiend, or both together, put such a folly 
into the head of my maternal parent ; but, like Hamlet^s mother, she 
8et her widow's cap at the sex, and re-married. A second marriage is 
seldom a &vourab1e alteration of state ; it is like changing a sovereign 
twice over ; first into silrer, and then into copper. My mothei^s step 
was of this description ! My first &thei was a plump, short, and rather 
Dutch-built little person ; but the most merry, good-humonred, and 
kind-hearted, yet withal the slowest goer of the hnman race. His 
successor was saturnine in spirit, and stem in temper, a tall bony 
figure, remarkable for the length of his nether limbs ; he was, to adopt 
a school-hoy phrase, a Walker by name, and a walker by nature ; and 
the exercise of this propensity taught me painfully to appreciate the 
difference between my dear first Daddy and my Daddy-Long-legs. 

My father Hoavy-sidee was what U called slow and sure : which 
means sure to he left behind. He had a solemn creak in his shoes, 
that declared how deliberately his toes turned on their hinges; his 
movement through life was a minuet de la conr. My Stop-father 
Walker's was a galopade. Considered as Foot Soldiers, or adverse 
parties of infantry, before one had well marched into his position, the 
other would have tamed his right flank, cut off his left wing, charged 



hia cratte, bnaned bit mr, ud tonoondeil fait whale body. They 

were, tdae ! litCTally the qtuck and the dead, caneuig between them a, 
saee of my toes ftgainst my toaxa, and, if anythiag, my toes ran the 
feateat and &rth(»t. 

There has been lately & good deal of specalatiou at to the owneiBbip 
of A certtun poem ; but I feel asenred that my Step-bther waa the 
practical author of the " DcTil'B Walk." The Match of Hind might 
possibly have kept up with him, but no March of body conld do U ; 
least of all, such a body as mine, naturally heavy, and fumiehed with 
a pair of lower limbs, very different from those of the son of Scriblenta, 
who made hia lega his compasses for meaauring ialands and continenta. 
Strain them as I her, I seemed to take 

nothing by my m were always in front ; 

like Doctor John: e Time at hit heels, I 

panted after him :eys say, waa severe. 

It was literally a a fly ; if any gentle- 

man could be in fd, that man waa my 

Step-father, or n Iways in ftont. Hia 

stride waa that ol lobinaon Crusoe, yon 

could discern on be other was beyond 

discovery. My ii 3s continnally holding 

him out to me as ; me to " tratd in hu 

steps;" — I wiah friends, or creditora, 

have been inform juat stept oat," how 

little did they dream that it meant he waa a mile off ! 

It was his pleasure, whenever my Step-fother walked, that I should 
accompany him ; such accompaniment as flute adagio ia sometimes 
heard to give to piano preatisstmo. He aeemed to pride himself, like 
some pompoua people, in conatontly having a poor foot-boy trotting at 
his heels : often did I beg to be left at home ; often, but vainly, 
address him in the language of old Capulet's domestic — " Good thou, 
fti\« me a piece of tnarek-pane." The descriptive phraae of " look^ 
faatnesses," was but too typical of his speed and temper ; he bad no 
more pity for me, than the great striding Ogre, in the Seren-leagued 
Boots, for little IIop-o'-my-Tliumb. 

The day of retribution at last came, for, according to the clown's 
doctrine, the whirligig of time always brings rouud its revenges. My 
poor mother died, and had a walking funeral, and my Step-hther felt 
more for her than I had expected ; bat he suffered moat in his legs 
and feet : the measured pace of the procession afQicted him beyond 
measure ; he longed to give sorrow strides, but wiis forbidden ; and 
he walked and grieved like a fiery horse upon the fret. The slow 
pace seemed as a slow poison : it has been affirmed that he caught 
cold upon the occasion j but whether he did or not, — from that day 
he took ill, went off rapidly, as he alvrays did, in a galloping consump- 
tion, and died, kaving me, as usual, behind him. In compliance with 
liis lost wi^, he was furnished vrith a walking funeral, and, as decency 
diotatedi I followed him to the grave ; though in truth it was sacri- 
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firang the only opportunity I ever bod ia the world, of getting before 

I have been told that, the eTeoing of his decease, his Apparition 
appeared to a fint cou»n at Penryn, and the same night to bis bro- 
ther at Appleby. I have no particular faith in Qhosts, but this I do 
most firmly believe, that if any Body bad the Spirit to do the dis- 
tance, in the time, it was the very Spirit of my 8t^)-litther Walker. 



CONVEYANCING. 



0, LoHDON b the place for all 

In love with loco-motion ! 
StUl to and fro the people go 

Like billom of the ocean ; 
Macbioe or dibd, or caravan. 

Can all be had foi paying. 
When great estates, orheBTy veightg. 

Or bodies want conveying'. 

There's always backs about in packs. 
Wherein ^ou may be shaken. 

And Jarvi« n not always drunk, 
Tho' always overtaken ; 

In racing (ricks he'll never mix. 
His nags are in their last ttnys. 

And tlow to go, altha' they ahuw 

. As if they had their ^f da^! 

Then if yau like a single horse. 
This eg« is quite a cah-^e, 

A car not quite so small and light 
As those of our Queen MiA age i 



The horses hare been broken aell. 

All danger is rescinded. 
For some have broken both Aar kiigtt. 

And some are broken mnded. 

If you've a friend at Chelsea end. 

The stages are worth knowiilg^ 
There is a sort, we call 'em ihoit. 

Although the longest going-- 
For some nill stop at Hatchett's shop 

Till you grow faint and ricky. 
Perched up behind, at last to find. 

Your dinner is aildiekcy.' 

Long stages run from every yard ; 

But if you're wise and frugal. 
You'll never go with any Guard 

That plays upon the bugle, 
" Ye banks and braes," and other lays, 

And dittiei everlasting', 
Like miners going all your way. 

With boriitg and with blotting- 



A LEITKB FBOK A 8BTTLBB. 109 

Inilted otjonnuj/i, people now Tbe wortd > m^ hu caird a itagai 

Maj go upon a Gumtg, With all its liTing lomber. 

With Ueam to do the hone*' work. And Maltbui iwean it altrayi twin 

^y powcfi ofattornei/i Abo^e ihe proper nnmber. 

Tbo' vitb a load it idbj einlode, 

And jou maj all be un-aone ! The law will traiufier home ot ImmI 

._jo j__. — . „ For e»ar and a day hence. 

For lighter (biog*, watcb, broocliea, 
ringi, 

Youll iie»er want conTCjuiee ; 
To s^akof eter; kind of coach, Ho .'itop tbe thief! my bandkercUef I 

It u not my ialention ; It if no (igbt for laagbter — 

But there i« *till one vehicle Away it goei, and leavet my bom 

Decerve* a litUe mention ; To join in running after ! 



A LETTER FROM A SETTLER FOR LIFE 

IN VAN DIEMEn's land. 

To Mary, at No. 45 Mount Street Gmteenor Square. 

Dear Mary 

Littel did I Think wen I adveitiad in die Tims for annother PUice 

of t^ing wan in Vandemio's land. But so it his and hear I am 

amnng Kangerooiei and Saridges and otliei Foiriners. But govern 

ment offering to Yung Wimmin to Find them in Vittles and Drink 
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my Memmery but I often Thinks of Number 22 and the two Next 
DoiBfl. yew may Disoloao my matterymonial FroBpex to betty as we 
hav always had a Deal of ConfidenB. And I lemane with the Gratest 
asnranoe Yont afFbxionat Fiend 

Susan Gale— as his to be Simco. 

P.8. Deer mary my Furst Match beeing broke off short hope Yew 
wiU not take it 111 but I have Maitid the yung Mau as was to Hav 
wuted foT Yew but As yew hav never seen one Ahnother trusts yew 
will Not take Him to hart or abrade by Return of Postessea be has 
behaved Perfickly honnerable And hae got a verry United &end of his 
Hone to be atacht to Yew in lew of Him. adew. 



Allcgnrv_A mard veliicle. — Dictiokirv. 

I HAD a Gig-Horec, and I called him Pleasure, 

Because on Sundays, for a little jaunt. 
He was so fust and sliowy, quite a treasure ; 

Although he sometimes kicked, and shied aslant. 
I had a Chaise, and christen'd it Knjoyment, 

With yellow body, and the wheels of red. 
Because 'twas only used for one employment, 

Namely, to go wherever Pleasnre led. 
I had a wife, her nickname was Delight ; 

A son called Frolic, who was never still : 
Alas ! how often dark succeeds to bright ! 

Delight was thrown, and Frolic bad a spill, 
Enjoyment was upset and shattered quite, 

And Pleasure fell a splitter on Paine't HUH 



A SEKIO-COMIC REMINISCENCE. 

It seema but the other day — lostead of nearly ten yean ago— that 
ray drawing-room door opened, and the female servant, with a very 
peculiar expression of countenance, aanonnced a memorable visitor. 
Shakspeare has inquired " TVhat is there in a name ? " But most amth- 
redly he would have withdrawn the qneation could he have seen tha 
effect of a patronymic on our Sail's risible mnacles. To render the 
phenomenon more striking, she was a maiden. Httle addicted to thtt 
merry mood : on the contrary, she was rather more sedste than her 
t^ warranted. Her face v/bm of a cast decidedly serious — quiet 
brow — steady eyes — sober nose — precise month, and solemn (bin, 
which she doubled by drawing it in demurely gainst ber neck. 
The habitual expression of ber physiognomy was as grave, dtort of 
actual sadness, as human face could assume, reminding you of tboae 
set, solid, composed, very decorous visages, that indifferent peraont pnt 
on for the day at a i^ineral: her very complexion was unifcnnJy 
colourless — pale yet not clear — that tlaek-iaked look which forbids the 
idea of levity. When she smiled, which was rarely, and in cases 
where most females of her years would have indulged in a titter, or 
excusable laugh, it was the f^test possible approach to hilarity — 
the comers of her mouth curving, if anything, a. little downwuda. 
Nothing, in fact, less than 
galvanism, which " sets 
corpses a'grinning,"seemed 
likely to shock ber fea- 
tures into any broad de- 
monstration of jocularity, 
and yet, lo ! there sbe 
was, her face shortened 
by half its length — ^her 
mouth stretching irom ear 
to ear, and bajrdly able, 
for a. suppressed giggle, 
to articulate its brief an- 
nonncement. 

I have always con- 
udered the above physi- 
ognomical miracle — the 
lighting up of that seem- 
ingly impracticable conn-- 



tidsn I have ever tern of 
the perfomunces of the 
great Fan of Fantomuno ; 
— « most eloquent letrospectire review of the triumphs of Us geiuns. 
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It was a glorious illustration of the Pleasures of Memory, to behold 
that face so Hke the sea in a dead calm on a dull day, burst suddenly 
into ripples and radiance, like the brook that laughs in the sun. 
What recollections of exquisite foolhig must have rushed into her 
fancy to convert that Quakerly maiden, a4 by a stage metamorphosis, 
into a perfect figure of f\in ! What grotesque fantastic shapes must 
have come tumbling, rolling, crawling, dangling, dancing, prancing, 
floundering, flopping, striding, sliding, ambling, shambling, scram- 
bling, stumbling, bundling, and trundling into her mind's eye, to so 
startle her features ftt»n their propriety I What face-making £u;es, 
wiUi telegraphic brows — rolling, tteeling^ g*^^ing» ^gli^^gs hard-wink- 
ing, and soft-blinking eyes-nand grinning, gaping, pindiing, pucker- 
ing mouths must have grimaced at her to put her steady countenance 
so out of countenance ! What is there in a name ? Why magic ! A 
serious, quiet, decrepid man had but to announce himself, and Presto ! 
Prestissimo ! before an engineer could cry ^^ Ease her ! stop her ! back 
h^ I " our Sarah had retraced her course up the streiun of time to the 
bri^t wintry gallery nights at the Lane, or the Garden, or the Mid- 
summer Night's Dream at the Wells* Tsdk of magnetizers ! when did 
Baron Dupotet, or any of his sect, without pass or manipulation, thus 
throw a sedate orderly maiden, into an ecstacy, and set her looking 
through i^e back of her head at the pantomimical experiences of the 
past ? Talk of Laughing Gas ! when was there a facetious fluid so 
potent that the mere sight -of the empty bottle-^(for such, alas ! the 
ex-clown was become) — could throw the tioklesom^ muscles into 
merry conyulsiona ? 

I have often speculated since on Sahih's dt^portment, when, having 
ushered ^^ Mr. Grimaldi, alias Joe," into the dmwing-robm, she returned 
to her kitchem Ottburse, in the first flutter and Msk of her animal 
spirits, she pdst^oned && domestic duties ; or, at best, obliviously broke 
the eggs into the floWer-tub, pimped the lump of butter into the ot«ti^ 
and secured thte rollittg-pin in thfe safe. More probably she dropped 
herself into the first cnair that tdffered ; and throwing her apitm over 
her head to skut otit the daylighl^ indulged in a lamplight vision of the 
drolleries of Mother Goose, t^ thfe Sleeping Beauty ; when the frolics 
of funny Joe had cheated het fbir awhile of the sorroVvs of servitude, 
low wages^ a crustaceous mistre^ a perjidtis 3^ung luAn, and a hard 
place, yrtlh perhaps the bodily pains of a recent scald, a bad bmise, 
and tight TOoes. No doubt It had been one of het wishe*) bom of 
wonddr and curiosity^ lo see the popular Motley off thi© stage "in his 
habit as he lived ; " and lo ! bfeyohd her hope, she bad met him fiice to 
face without hin paint, and been oh speaking tenns with that marvel- 
lous voice, so sparingly heard, even on the stage. 

For my o^ part, I confess to have been somewhat unsettled as 
well as the bewildered maid by pantomimical dissociations. Slowly 
and seriously as my visitor advanced, and with a decided stoop, I 
could not forget that I had seen the same personage come in with two 
odd eyebrows, a pair of right-and-left eyes, a Wry noBO) a crocked 



•> « 
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mouth, two wrong arms, two left legs, and a free and easy body with- 
out a bone in it, or apparently any centre of gravity. I was half pre- 
pared to hear that rare voice break forth smart as the smack of a 
waggoner's whip, or richly thick and chuckHng, like the utterance of a 
boy laughing, talking, and eating custard, all at once, but a short inter- 
val sufficed to dispel the pleasant illusion, and convinced me that the 
Grimaldi was a total wreck. 

'^ Alas ! how cLaaged from him, 
The life of humour, and the soul of wbim.*^ 

The lustre of his bright eye was gone — his eloquent face was pas- 
sive and looked thrown out of work — and his frame was bowed down 
by no feigned decrepitude. His melancholy errand to me related to a 
Farewell Address, which at the invitation of his staunch friend Miss 
Kelly — for it did not require a request — I had undertaken to indite. 
He pleaded earnestly that it might be brief, being, he said, ^^ a bad 
study," as well as distrustful of his bodily strength. Of his sufferings 
he spoke with a sad but resigned tone, expressed deep regret at quitting 
a profession he delighted in, and partly attributed the sudden breaking 
down of his health to the superior size of one particular stage which 
required of him a jump extra in getting off. That additional bound, 
like the bittock at the end of a Scotch mile, had, he thought, over- 
tasked his strength. His whole deportment and conversation im- 
pressed me with the opinion that he was a simple, sensible, warm- 
hearted being, such indeed as he appears in his Memoirs-^-a Joseph 
after Parson Adams's own heart. We shook hands heartily, parted, 
and I never saw him again. He was a rare practical humorist, and 
I never look into Rabelais with its huge-mouthed Gargantua and his 
enormous appetite for ^* plenty of links, chitterlings, and puddings, in 
th^ season," without tldnking that in Grimaldi and kk pantomime 
I have lost my best set of illustrations of that literary extravaganza. 



EPICUREAN REMINISCENCES OF A SENTIMENTALIST. 



'* My Tables ! Meat it is, / set it down I " — Hamlet. 



I THINK it was Spring — ^but not certain I am — 

When my passion began first to work ; 
But I know we were certainly looking for lamb, 

And the season was over for pork. 

'Twas at Christmas, I think, when I met with Miss Chase,' 
Yes, — ^for Morris had asked me to dine, — 

And I thought I had never beheld such a face, 
Or so noble a turkey and chine. 

I 2 
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I 

Placed close by her side, it made others quite wild, 
"With sheer envy to witness my luck ; 

How she blushed as I gave her some turtle, and smil'd 
As I afterwards offered some duck. 



I looked and I languished, alas, to my cost, 
Through three courses of dishes and meats ; 

Getting deeper in love — ^but my heart was quite lost, 
When it came to the trifle and sweets ! 



With a rent-roll that told of my houses and land. 

To her parents I told my designs — 
And then to herself I presented my hand. 

With a very fine pottle of pines ! 

I asked her to have me for weal or for woe, 
And she did not object in the least ; — 

I can t tell the date — ^but we married, I know, 
Just in time to have game at the feast. 

We went to^ , it certainly was the sea-side ; 

For the next, the most blessed of moms, 
I remember how fondly I gazed at my bride, 

Sitting down to a plateful of prawns. 

O never may mem'ry lose sight of that year. 
But still hallow the time as it ought, 

That season the "• grass " was remarkably dear, 
And the peas at a guinea a quart ! 

So happy, like hours, all our days seem'd to haste, 
A fond pair, such as poets have drawn, j 

So united in heart — so congenial in taste. 
We were both of us partial to brawn ! 

A long life I looked for of bliss with my bride, 
But then Death — I ne'er dreamt about that ! 

Oh there's nothing is certain in life, as I cried, 
When my turbot eloped with the cat ! 

My dearest took ill at the turn of the year. 
But the cause no physician could nab ; 

But something it seem'd like consumption, I fear, 
It was just after supping on crab. 



BAar MARIAS- Ate. 

In Tain Bhe waa doctor'd, in vain she wu dosod, 
Still her strength and hei appetite pined ; 

She lost relish for what she had relish'd the most, 
Even aalmon she deeply declin'd ! 

For months still I linger'd in hope and in doubt. 

While her form it grew waated and thin ; 
But the last dying apatk of existence went out, 

Aa the oysters were just coming in ! 

She died, anU ahe left me the saddest of men 

To indulge in a widower'a moan. 
Oh, I felt all the power of aolitude then, 

As I ate my firat natives alone 1 

But when I beheld Virtue's friends in their cloaks, 
And with aoiTowful crap^.on their hata, 

my grief poured a flood ! and the out-of-door folks 
Were all ciying — I think it waa sprats ! 



SAINT MARK-S EVE. 

" The Devil choke thee with un !" — as Master Giles the Yeomu 
said this, he banged down a hand, in size and colour like a ham, on 
the old-fashioned oak table ; — " I do aay the Devil choke thee with 
un!" *■ 

The Dame made no reply : — she wae choking with pas^on and s 
fowl's liver — the original caUae of the diapute. A great deal haa been 
sud and aung of the advantage of congenial tastes amongst mamed 
people, but true it is, the variances of our Kentish couple arose firom 
this very coincidence in gusto. They were both fond of the little 
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delicacy ia question, but tha Dame had managed to seoare the morsel 
for herself, and this was euf&cient to cauBie a stona of very high words, 
— which properly uaderstood, aigmfies vwy low language. Their 
mealtimes seldom pasBed ot«t without seme contention of the sort, — as 
sure as the knives and forks clashed, so did they — being in fact equally 
greedy and diaagreedy— and when they did pick a quarrel they picked 
it to the bone. 

It was reported, that on some occaeions they had not even contented 
themeelvee with hard apepchee, hut that they had come to scufQing — 
he taking to boxing, and 
she to pinching — though 
in a far less amicable 
manner than is prac- 
tised by the takers of 
snuff. On the present 
difference, however, they 
were satisfied with 
" wishing each other 
dead with all their hearts 
— " and there seemed 
little doubt of the sin- t 

cerity of the aspiration, ^.^-ss r*r ■=* j-* > <^^ 

on looking at their ma- -^ ^— s_^j— ^ 

liguant faces, — for they CS> 

made a horrible picture 
in this frame of mind. 

Now it happened that this quarrel took place on the morning of St. 
Mu-k, — a Saint who was supposed on that Festival to fiivour his 
Votaries with a peep into the Book of Fate. For it was the popular 
belief in those days, that if a perscn should keep watch towards mid- 
night, beside the church, the apparitions of all those of the parish who 
were to he taken by Death before the next anniversary, would be seen 
entering the porch. The Yeomui, like his neighbours, believed most 
devoutly in this superstition — and in the very moment that he breathed 
the unseemly aspiration afi»esaid, it occurred to him, that the Even 
was at hand, when by observing the rite of St. Mark, he might know 
to a certainty whether this nnchiistian wish vras to be one of those 
that hear fruit. Accordingly, a Uttle before midnight he stole quietly 
out of the house, and in something of a Sexton-like spirit set forth on 
hig way to the Church. 

In the mean time the Dame called to mind the same ceremonial ; and 
having the hke motive for curionty with her husband, she also put on 
her cloak and calash, and set out, though by a different path, on the 
sameeiraod. 

The night of the Saint was as dark and chill as the myeterira he 
was Bupposed to reveal, the moon throwing bnt a F^ort occasional 
gbmoe, m the sluggidi masses of cloud were driven slowly across her 
&ce. Thus it fell out that our two odventuiera ytete quite nnconMious 



SJJKT mark's BVE. lie 

of htiag in cotDpany, tiU a sadden i^pse of mooidigfat ihowed ftam 
to each Qther, only » few yards apart ; both, through a utanl jrah, 
as pale at Obosts, and 



elect hied home again tscosD iiuqt. 

by the roads they came ; and as their custom tvaf to ut apart sAer a 
quanel, they repaired, each ignorant of the other's excursion, to sepa- 
rate diambers. 

By and by, being called to supper, instead of miking as aforetime, 
they came down together, each being secretly in the best humour, 
though mutually suspected of the worst : and amongst other things 
oq the table, there was a calf's sweetbread, being one of those rery 
jdainties that had often set them bother by the ears. The Duoe 
looked and longed, but she refrained from its appropriation, thinking 
within herself that she could give up sweetbreads /ur one j/mr : ta^ 
the Fanner made a similar reflection. After pushing the dish to and 
fro several times, by a common impnlse they divided the treat ; tad 
then, having supped, ihey retired amicably to rest, whereas uutil 
then, they had never gtme to bed without faUing out. The truth vfiw, 
each looked upon the other, as being already in the churcb-yard mould, 
or quite " moulded to their wish." 

On the morrow, which haji^oed to be the Dame's birth-day, the 
Fanner was the tiist to wake, and huneing what Ite hiev>, and having 
besides but just roused himself out of a dieam strictly confimuitory <^ 
the late vigil, be did not asrnple to salute Ins wife, and wish her many, 
happy returns of the day. The wife, scAo imetn a# laueA as he, \ezy 
teadily wiehad him the same, having iu truth but just rubbed oat of 
her eyes the pattern of a widow's bcunet, that had been submitted to 
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fafltt^-W deep. She took care, however, to give the fowra livw Rt 
^HWr to the doom'd m&n, oousideDng th&t when he was dead and 
gone, she could have them, if she pleased, seven days in the week ; 
and the Fanner, on his part, took care to help her to many tid-bits. 
Theb feeling towards each other was that of an impatient host vrith 
regard to an unwelcome 
guest, showing scarcely 
a bare civility while in 
expectation of his stay, 
but overloading him 
with hospitality, when 
made certain of his de- 
parture. 

In this manner they 
went on for some six 
nionths, and though 
without any addition 
of love between them, 
and as much selfishness 
OS ever, yet living in a 
subservience to the ; 
comforts and inclina' ' 
tiona of each other, 
sometimes not to be 

found even amongst " lef Ry-DONca as av-coNEa." 

coaples of rincerer af- 

fections. There were as many causes for quarrel as ever, but 'every 
day it became less worth while to quarrel ; so letting by-gones be by- 
gones, they were indifferent to the present, and thought only of the 
future, Gon^dering each other (to adopt a common plurase) "asffood 
as dead." 

Ten months wore away, and the Farmet's birth-day arrived in its 
tnm. The Dame, who had passed an uncomfortable night, having 
dreamt, in truth, that she did not much like herself in mourning, 
sainted him as soon as the day dawned, and with a sigh wished him 
many years to come. The Farmer repiud her in kind, the sigh 
included ; his own visions having been of the panful sort, for he had 
dreamt of having a headache &om wearing a black hatband, and the 
malady still clung to him when awake. The whole morning was 
spent in silent nie<Iitation and melancholy on both sides, and when 
dinner came, although the most favourite dishes were upon the table, 
they could not eat. The Farmer, resting his elbows npon the board, 
with his face between his hands, gazed wistfully on his wife, — scoop- 
ing her eyes, as it were, out of their sockets, stripping the flesh off her 
dieeks, and in fancy converting her whole head into a mere Caput 
Mortunm. The Dame, leaning hack in her high arm-chiui, regarded 
the Yeoman quite as mefally, — ^by the same process of ima^ation 
picking his stiudy bones, and blew^iing Ma mddy visage to the com- 



plexion of a plaster cast. Their minds travelling in tlie same direotion, 
and at an equal rate, arrived together at the same reflection ; but the 
Farmer was the first to give it utterance : 

** Thee'd be miss'd, Dame, if thee were to die !" 

The Dame started. Although she had nothing but Death at that 
moment before her eyes, she was far fix)m dreaming of her own exit, 
and at this rebound of her thoughts against herself, she felt as if an 
extra cold coffin-plate had been suddenly nailed on her chest ; recover- 
ing, however, from the first shock, her thoughts flowed into their 
old channel, and she retorted in the same spirit : — ** I wish, Master, 
thee may live so long as I !*" 

The Farmer, in his own mind, wished to live rather longer ; for, at 
the utmost, he considered that his wife's bill of mortality had but two 
months to run. The calculation made him sorrowful ; during the last 
few months she had consulted his appetite, bent to his humour, and 
dove-tailed her own inclinations into his, in a manner that could never 
be supplied ; and he thought of her, if not in the language, at least in 
the spirit of the Lady in Lalla Rookh — 

/' I never taught a bright Gazelle 
To watch me with its dark black ere, 
But when it came to know me well. 
And love me, it was sure to die!** 

His wife, from being at first useful to him, had become agreeable, 
and at last dear; and as he contemplated her approaching fiite, he 
could not help thinking out audibly, ^' that he should be a lonesome 
man when she was gone." The Dame, this time, heard the survivor- 
ship foreboded without starting ; bnt she marvelled much at what she 
thought the infatuation of a doom'd man. So perfect was her fiuth in 
the infallibility of St. Mark, that she had even seen the sjrmptoros of 
mortal disease, as palpable as plague spots, on the devoted Yeoman. 
Giving his body up, therefore, for lost, a strong sense of duty persuaded 
her, that it was imperative on her, as a Christian, to warn the unsus- 
pecting Farmer of his dissolution. Accordingly, with a solemnity 
adapted to the subject, a tenderness of recent growth, and a Memento 
Mori fece, she broached the matter in the following question— 
" Master, how bee'st V* 

" As hearty. Dame, as a buck," — ^the Dame shook her head, — " and 
I wish tliee the like," — at which he shook his head himself. 

A dead silence ensued : — ^the Farmer was as unprepared as ever.— 
There is a great fancy for breaking the truth by dropping it gently, — > 
an experiment which has never answered any more than with Iron- 
stone China. The Dame felt this, and thinking it better to throw the 
news at her husband at once, she told him in as many words, that he 
was a dead man. 

It was now the Yeoman's turn to be staggered. By a parallel 
oovzse of reasoning, he had just wrought himself up to a similar dis- 
dosnie, and the Darnels deatili-warrant was just ready upon his tongue, 
when he met with his own despatch^ signed, sealed, and delivered* 
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Conscience instantly pointed out the oracle from whioh she bud d^ii^^ 
the omen, and he turned as pale as " the pftle of societjr"— the ooloui' 
less complexion of late hours. 

St. Martin had numbered liis years ; and the remundei days seemed 
diwonnted hy St. Thunas. Like a criminal cast to die, ha doubted if 
the die was cast, and appealed to hi^ wife : — 

" Thee host watchM, Dame, at the church porch, then t" 

" Ay, Master." 

" And thee didst see me spirituously 1" 

" In the browa wrap, with the boot hose. Thee were coming tfl 
the church, by Fairthom Gap ; in the while I were coming by the 
Holly Hedge." — For a minute the Farmer paused — ^but the next, lie 
burst into a fit of imcontrollable laughter ; — peal after peal — and each 
higher than the last, — according to the hysterical gamut of the hy»na. 
Tlie poor woman had hut one explanation for this phenomenon — she 
thought it a delirium — a lightening before death, and was beginning 
to wring her hands, and lament, when 'she was checked by the meny 
Yeoman : — 

" Dame, thee bee'st a fool. It was I myself thee seed at the Church 
porch. I seed thee too, — with a notice to quit upon thy face — but, 
thanks to God, thee beest a-living, and that is more than I cared to 
say of thee this day ten-month ! " 

The Dame nmde no answer. Her heart was too full to speak, hnt 
growing her arms round her husband, she showed that she shared in 
his sentiment. And from that hour,hy practising a careful abstinoioe 
from offence, or a temperate suSerance of its appearance, they became 
ttia most united couple in the oonnty, — but it must be sud, that their 
comfort was not complete till they had seen each other, in safety, over 
tlie perilous annivoreary of St. Mark's Eve, 



lis 



I'M NOT A SINGLE MAN. 



" Double, liogley tnd the rab."— >Hotle. 
" ThJ8, this is SolHude/'— Byrom. 



I. 
Well, I confess, I did not guess 

A simple marriage tow 
Would make me find all womeokmd 

Such unkind women now ! 
They need not, sure, as dittant be 

As Java or Japan, — 
Yet every Miss reminds mc i\a6 — 

Vm not a single man ! 

II. 
Once tbey made choice of my bass 
voice 

To share in each duett ; 
So well I danced, I somehow eh^oce^ 

To stand in every set : 
They now declare I cannot ajuigr, 

And dance on 6ruin*s plan ; 
Me draw — ^me paint! — meao/Utfngi-— 
^ I'm not a single man ! 

III. 
Once I was asked advice* waA $ff)^k*^ 

What works to buy or nol^ 
And *' would I read that paKMft out 

I so admired in Sksott r 
They then could bear to hear oi# r^i^b 

But if I now began. 
How they would snub, " My pretty 
page," 

Tm not a single man ! 

IV. 

One used to stitch a collar then, 

Another hemmed a frill ; 
I had more purses netted then 

Than I could hope to fill. 
T once could get a button on. 

But now I never can — 
My buttons then were Bachelor's, — 

I'm not a single man ! 

V. 

Oh how they hated politics 

Thrust on me by papa : 
But now my chat— they all leave that 

To entertain mama. 
Mama, who praises her own self. 

Instead of Jane or Ann, 
And lays ** her girls " upon the shelf— 

I m not a single man ! 



VI. 

Ah me, how 8tranp;e it is the ebange, 

In parlour and m hall. 
They treat me so. if I but go 

To make a morning call. 
If they had hair in papem once, 

Bolt up the stairs thev ran ; 
They now sit still in dishabille-^ 
, I'm not a single man ! 

VII. 

Miss Mary Bond was once so fond 

Of Romans and of Greeks ; 
She daily sought my cabinet. 

To study my antiques. 
Well, now she doesn't care a dump 

For aAcient pot or pan. 
Her taafce at once is modernized — 

Vn m^t a single man ! 

vm. 
y y spouRf 5s Ibnd of homely life. 

And an that sort of thing ; 
I go to balls without my wife, 

And never wear a rinff : 
And yet each Miss to whom I come. 

As strange as Genghis Khan, 
IPbows by some sign, I can't divine, — 

I'm not a single man ! 

IX. 

Go where I will, I but intrude, 

I'm left in crowded rooms. 
Like Zioimerman on Solitude, 

Or Hervey at his Tombs. 
From head to heel, they make me feel. 

Of quite another clan ; 
Compelled to own, though left alone, 

Tm not a single man ! 

X. 

Miss Towne the toast, though she can 
boast 

A nose of Roman line. 
Will turn up even that in scorn 

Of compliments of mine : 
She should have seen that I hftv« bee« 

Her sex's partisan, 
And really married all I could — 

I'm not'^a single man \ 
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'Til liard to lee how othen fare, 

WtaiUt I rejected itand,— 
Will no one take mj arm because 

Tfaey cannot haro mj band ? 
Miss Parry, that Tor toroe would ga 

A trip to Hindoilan, 
With toe don't care to mount a itair— 

I'm not a lingle man ! 

Some change, of course, should be in 

But, surely, not so much — 
There may be hands I may not squeeze, 

But must I never touch 7 — 
Must 1 forbear to hand a chair 

And not pick up a fan ? 
But I have been myself picked up— 

I'm not a ungle man ! 



Others may hint a lady's tint 

la purest red and white — 
May say her eyes are like the skiea. 

So very blue and bright, — 
/ must not say that she iai eya 

Or ir 1 BO began, 
I have my fears about my oars, — 

I'm not a single man ! 



I must confess 1 did not guess 

A simple marriage vow, 
Would make me find all women<kind 

Such unkind women now ; — 
1 might be hash'd to death,or smash d, 

By Mr. Piokford'a van, 
Without, I fear, a single tear— 

I'm not a single man! 



A GREENWICH PENSIONER 

Is a, sort of stranded mariae animal, that tlie receding tide of life 
has left high and dry on the shore. He pines for his element like a 
Sea Bear, and misses his hriny washings and wettings. What the 
ocean could not do, the land does, for it makes him sick : he cannot 
digest properly unless his body is rolled and tumbled about like a 
barrel-ohum. Terra firma is good enough he thinks to touch at for 
wood and water, hut nothing more. There is no wind he swears 
asboie— every day of hie life is a dead calm, — a thing above all others 



A GREENWICH FEKHOHEIt, 125 

he detests — he wonld like it better for an occ&sionEil earthquake. 
Walk he cannot, the ground being so still and steady that he is punled 
to keep his legs ; and ride he will not, for he disdains a craft whose nid- 
der is forward and not astern. 

Inland scenery is hig especial avefwon. He despises a tree "before 
the mast," and would give all the singing birds of Creation for a 
Boatswain's whistle. He hates prospects, but enjoys retrospects. An 
old boat, a stray anchor, or decayed mooring ring, will set him dream- 
ing for hours. He splices sea and land ideas together. He reads of 
" shooting off atie at Battersea," and it reminds Mm of a ball carrying 
away his own pigtail. " Canvassing for a situation," recalls nmning 
with all sails set for a station at Aboukir. He has the advantage of 
our Economists as to the " Standard of Value," knowing it to he the 
British ensign. The announcement of " an arrival of foreign vessels, 
with our ports open," claps him into a Paradise of prize money, with 
Poll of the Pjn(. He wonders sometimes at "petitions to be dis- 
charged from the Fleet," but sympathises with those in the Marshalsea 
Court, as subject to a Sea Court Martial. Finally, try him even in 
the learned languages, by asking him for the meaning of " Qeorgius 
Kex," and he will answer, without hesitation, "The wrecks of the 
Royal George." 



THE BURNING OF THE LOVE LETTER. 



u diUtd Ibe Piary Orded." — 



No morniDg ever seemed so loUg ! — 
I tried to read with all my might ! 
In ray left hand " My Lattdlotd"! 

Tales," 
And threepence ready in my r%ht. 

'Twas twelve at last — my heart beat 

high !— 
The Postman rattled at the door !— 
And just upon her road to church, 
I dropt the " Bride of Lammermoor !" 

I seized the note — I flew up stairs — 
Flung-to the door, and lock'd me in — 



Ee B In BsDjamin 
'Twas fall Of love-^to [rhyme with 



In doubt I cast it in the flame. 
And stood to watch the latest spark— 
And saw the love all end in smok^^ 
Without a Parson and a Cltrk ! 



127 



SKETCHES ON THE ROAD. 



THE DILEMMA. 
Read ! it 's very easy to say read, — The Burgomaster. 
I have tnisted to a reed. — Old Protkrb. 



" Hoy !— .Cotch!— Co-ach !— Coacby !— Coachee !— hullo !— hulloo ! 
— woh ! — wo-hoay ! — wough-hoaeiouy !" — for the last cry was a water- 
man's, and went all through .the vowels. 

The Portsmouth Rocket puUed up, and a middle-aged, domestic- 
looking woman, just handsome eitotigh for a plain cook at an ordinary, 
was deposited on the dickey ; two trunks, three bandboxes, a bundle, 
and a hand-basket, were stowed in the hind boot. " This is when; 
I'm to go to," she said to the guard, putting into his hand a slip of 
paper. The guard took the paper, looked hard at it, right side up- 
wards, then upside down, and then he looked at the back ; he in the 
mean time seemed to examine the consistency of the fabric between his 
finger and thumb ; he approached it to his nose as if to smell out it8 
meaning ; I even thought that he was going to try the sense of it by 
tasting, whefa, by a sudden j^, he gave the label with ite direction 
to the winds, and snatching up his key-bugle began to play ^' O where, 
and O where," with all his breath. 

I defy the metaphysicians to explain by what vehicle I travelled to 
the conclusion that the guard could not read, but I felt as morally sure 
of it as if I had examined him in his a*— 1>— ab* It was a prejudice 
not very liberal ; but yet it climg to me^ and fency persisted in sticking 
a dunce's cap on his head. Shakspeare says that ^^ he who runs may 
read," and I had seen him run a good shilling'^s worth afler an umbrdla 
that dropped &om the coach ; it was a presumptuous opinion therefore 
to form, but I formed it notwithstanding-^that he was a perfect 
stranger to all those booking-offices where the cleiks are schoolmasters. 
Morally speaking, I had no earthly right to clap an ideal Saracen's 
Head on his shoulders ; but, for the life of me, I could not persuade 
myself that he had more to do with literature than the Blue Boar. 

Women are naturally communicative : after a little while the female 
in the dickey brought up, as a military man would say, her reserve, 
and entered into recitative with the gtiMrd during th6 pauses of the 
key-bugle. She informed him in the cottise of conversation, or rather 
dickey gossip, that she was ah ihVi^tiable servant, and, as such, had 
been bequeathed by ^ dec^skete^ master id the care of one of his relatives 
at Putney, to exert heir vk^ilance Mi a htowsekeeper, and to overlook 
every thing for fifty |>biyft& a yeaSt. " Stteh places," she remarked, 
" is not to be found every dA^ ttt tti^ J^." 

The last sentence was propn6lte1 

" If it's Putney," said the guard, ** it's the very place we're going 
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througli. Hold hard, Tom, the young woman wanta to get down." 
Tom immediately pulled up ; the young woman did get down, and 
her two trunks, ' three. haiidboxes, her bundle, and her hand-basket, 
were ranged round her. " I've had a very pleasant ride," she said, 
giving the fare with a smirk and a curtsey to the coachman, " and am 
very nmch obliged," — dropping a second curtsey to the guard, — " for 
other dviliti^. The boxes and things is quite correct, and won't give 
further trouble, Mr. Guard, except to be as good as pint out the house 
I'm going to." The guard thus appealed to, for a moment stood all 
aghast ; but at last his wits came to his aid, and he gave the follow- 
ing lesson io geography. 

" You're all right — oum a'n't a short stage, and can't go round 
setting people down at their own doors ; but you're safe enough at 
Putney — don't be a]amied, my dew — yon can't go out of it. It's 
all Putney, from the bridge we've just come over, to that windmiU 
you almost caiTt see t'other eide of the common." 

"But, Mr. Guard, I've never been in Putney before, and it seems a 
scrambling sort of a place. If the coach can't go round with me to 
the house, can't you stretch a pint and set me down in sight of it ? " 

"It's impossible — that's the sum total; this coach is timed to 
a minute, and can't do more for outsidea if they was all Kings of 
England." 

"I see how it is," said the female, bridling np, while the coachman, 
ont of patience, prepared to do quite the reverse ; " some p«opIe are 
very civil, while some people are setting bedde 'em in di^es ; but 
give me the paper agiun, and I'll find my own ways." 

" It's chucked away," sud the guard, as the coach got into motion ; 
" but just ask the first man you meet — anybody will tell you." 

"But I don't know who or where to ask for," screamed the lost 
woman after the flying Bocket ; " I can't read ; but it was all down 
in the paper as is diucked away." 

A loud flourish of the bugle to the tune of " My Lod^ng is on the 
Cold Ground" was the only reply : and as long as the road temiuned 
straight, I could see "the.Bevrildered Maid" standing in the midst 
of her baggage, as forlorn as Eve, when, according to Milton, 

" Tfa« world tiBX nil before ber, wbere to cbooM 
nci- place—" 



THK APPARITION. 

In the dead of the night, when, from beds that are tmfy, 
The spirits rise up on old cronies to call, 
Came a ehade firom the Shades on a visit to Murph}', 
Who had not foreseen such a visit at all. 

" Don't shiver and shake," said the mild Apparition, 
" I'mcotne to your bed with no evil design ; 
I'm the Spirit of Moore, Francis Moore the Pbysiuan, 
Once great like yourself in the Almanack line. 

Like you I was once a great prophet on weather, 
And deem'd to possess a more prescient knack 
Thau dogs, frogs, pigs, cattle, or catSj all together, 
The donkeys that bray, and the dillics that cjuack. 

With joy; then, as ashes retain former |)as^on, 

I saw my old mantle l«gg*d out from the shelf, 

Tum'd, trimmed, and bnish'd up, and again brought in fashion, 

I seem'd to be almost reviving myself! 

But, oh ! from my joys there was soon a sad cantlo — 
As too many cooks make a. mull of the broth — 
To find that two Prophets wcro under my mantle. 
And pulling two ways at the risk of the cloth. 



I THE DI8C0TEBY. 

Unless you would meet with on awkwardly tuuiUe, 
Oh ! join like the Siamese twiiia in your jutnpi : 
Just fancy if Faith on her Prophots should BtuiqDle, 
The one in hia clogs, and the other in pumpa ! 

But think how the people vould worship iind wonder, 

To find you " hail fellows, well met," in your hail, 

In one tune with yonr tain, and your wind, ^nd your thunder, 

" 'Fore God," they would ory, " they are both in a tale \" 

Consider the hint. 



THE DISCOVERY. 



" It's a nasty evening," said Mr, Domton, the stockbroker, as he 
settled himself in the last inside place of the last Fulhun coach, driven 
by our old friend Mat — an espet^al friend in need, be it remembered, to 
the fair sex. 

" I wouldn't be outside," said Mr. Jones, another stockbroker, " for 
a trifle." 

" Nor I, as a speculation in options," stud Mr. Parsons, another fre- 
quenter of the Alley. 
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"I Wonder Nvhat Mrft is i?rwting fbr," said Mr. Tidwell, " for wo 
iulU inside idnd.out." 

Mr. Tidwell's doubt was soon solved, — ^tbe coach-door opened, and 
Mat somewhat ostentatiously inquired, what indeed he veiy well knew 
.-— " I believe every pkce is took up inside ?" 

" We're all here,*' answered Mr. Jones, on behalf of the usnal com- 
plement of old stagers. 

*' I told you so, Ma'am^" said Mat, to a female who stood beiide 
him, but still leaving the door open to an invitation from within. 
However, nobody spoke— on the contrary, I Mi Mr. fiindmanh, my 
next neighbour, dilating himself like the frog in the fable. 

" 1 don't know what I shall do," exclaimed the woman ; *' I've no 
wh^re to go to, and it's raining cat^ and dogs !" 

" You'd better not hang about, anyhow," said Mat, " for you may 
ketch your death, — and I'm the last coach, — an't I, Mr. Jones?" 

" To be sure you are," said Mr. Jones, rather impatiently ; " ^nt 
the door." 

*' I told the lady the gentlemen couldn't make room for her," an- 
jswered Mat, in a tone of apology, — " I'm very sorry, my dear" (turning 
towards the female), " you should have my seat, if you could hold the 
jribbons — ^but such a pretty one as you ought to have a coach of her own." 

He began slowly closing the door. 

" Stop, Mat, stop !" cried Mr. Domton, and the door quickly nncloscd 
again ; ^^ I can't give up my place, for I'm expected home to dinner ; 
but if the lady wouldn't object to sit on my knees — " 

" Not the least in the world," answered Mat, eagerly ; '' you won't 
ol^ect, will you, ma'am, for once in a way, with a married gentleman, 
and a wet night, and the last coach on the road ?" 

" If I thought I shouldn't imcommode," said the lady, precipitately 
furling her wet umbrella, which she handed in to one gentleman, whilst 
she favoured another with her muddy pattens. She then followed her- 
self. Mat shutting the door behind her, in such a manner as to help her 
in. " I'm sure I'm obliged for the favour," she said, looking round ; 
" but which gentleman was so kind ?" 

'' It was I who had the pleasure of proposing. Madam," said Mr. 
Domton : and before he pronounced the last word she was in his lap, 
vnth an assurstnce that she would sit as lightsome as she could. Both 
parties seemed very well pleased with the arrangement ; but to judge 
according to the rules of Lavater, the rest of the company were but ill 
at ease. For my own part, I candidly confess I was equally out of 
humour with myself and the person wlio had set me -such an example 
of gallantry. I, who had read the lays of the Troubadours — the awards 
of the old " Courts of Love," — the lives of the " preux Chevaliers" — 
the history of Sir Charles Grandison — to be outdone in courtesy to the 
sex by a married stockbroker ! How I grudged him the honour she 
conferred upon him — how I envied his feelings ! 

I did not stand alone, I suspect, in this unjustifiable jealousy ; Messrs. 
Jones, Hindmarsh, Tidwell, and Parsons, seemed equally disinclined to 
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forgive the chivalrous act which had, as true knights, lowered all our 
crests and hlotted our scutcheons, and cut off our spurs. Many an un- 
fair jibe was launched at the champion of the fair, and when he attempted 
to enter into conversation with the lady, he was interrupted by incessant 
questions of " What is stirring in the Alley V — " What is doing in 
Dutch ?"— " How are the Rentes T 

To all these questions Mr. Domton incontinently returned business- 
like answers, according to the last Stock Exchange quotations ; and he 
was in the middle of an elaborate enumeration, that so and so was very 
firm, and so and so very low, and this rather brisk, and that getting up, 
and operations, and fluctuations, and so forth, when somebody inquired 
about Spanish Bonds. 

*' They are looking up, wy dear" answered Mr. Domton, somewhat 
abstractedly ; and before the other stockbrokers had done tittering the 
stage stopped. A beU was rung, and whilst Mat stood beside the open 
coach-door, a staid female in a calash and clogs, with a lantern in her 
hand, came clattering pompously down a front garden. 
Is Susan Pegge come ?" inquired a shrill voice. 
Yes, I be," replied the lady who had been dry-nursed from town ;— 
" are you, ma'am, number ten, Grove Place ?" 

*' This is Mr. Dornton s," said the dignified woman in the hood, ad- 
vancing her lantern, — " and — ^mercy on us ! you're in master's lap !" 

A shout of laughter from five of the inside passengers corroborated the 
assertion, and like a literal cat out of the bag, the ci-devant lady, for- 
getting her umbrella and her pattens, bolted out of the coach, and with 
feline celerity rushed up the garden, and down the area, of number tei^ 

*' Renounce the woman !" said Mr. Domton, as he scuttled out of th^ 
stage—" Why the devil didn't she tell me she was the new cook ?" 
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AN UNKXPECrED MF.KTING. 



LITTLE O' P.— AN AFRICAN FACT. 

It was Julj' the Hist, and the gieat hill of Howth 
Was beariog by compass sow-west and by eontb. 
And the name of the ship was the Peggy of CotL. 
Well freighted with bacon and butter and pork. 
Now, this ship had a captiun, Macmorris by name. 
And little O'Patrick was mate of the same ; 
For Bristol they sail'd, but by nautical scope, 
They contriTed to be lost by the Cape of Good Hope. 
Of all the Cork boys that the vessel could boast, 
Only little O'P. made a swim to the coast ; 
And when he revived from a sort of a trance, 
He saw a big Black with a very long lance. 
Says the savage, says he, in soine Hottentot tongue, 
" Bash Kuku my gimmel bo gumbony bung ! " 
Tlien blew a long shell, to the fright of our elf. 
And down came a hundred as black as himself. 
They brought with them guatttd, and pieces of klam. 
The first was like beeli and the second like Iamb ; 
" Don't I know," siud O'P., what the wTctches are at? 
" They're intending to eat me as soon as I'm fit ! " 



LITTLE O P. AM AFRICAN FACT, 

In terror of coming to pan, spit, or pot. 

His rations of jarbul he siifl«r'd to rot ; 

He would not toucli purry or doolberry-lik. 

But kept himself ffromng as thin as a stick. 

Thougli broiling the climate, and parching with dronth. 

He would not let eltiMery enter his mouth. 

But kick'd down the kru0 ihell, tho" sweeten'd with »wiH,- 

" I an't to be pison'd tbelilcefl of a rat^" 

At last the great Joddry got quite in a rage. 

And cried, " O mi pitticum damball^ nage ! 

The chohbery take, and put back on the shelf, 

Or give me the iri^ shell, I'll drink it myself 1 

The doolberry-lik is the beet to bo had. 



" Sure the Diril is dead, and his Widow's at me ! 

But when, in the blaze of her Hottentot charms, 

She came to accept him forliSe in her arms, 

And stretcVd her thick lips to a troad grin of love, 

A Raven preparing to bill like a Dove, 

With a soul (nil of droad he declined the grim bliss, 

Stopped her Molyneux arms, and eluded her kiss ; 

At last, fairly foiled, she gave up the attack. 

And Jdddry began to loot blacker than black ; 

" By Mumbo ! by Jumbo ! — why here is a man, 

That won't be made happy do all that I can ; 

He'will not be married, lodged, clad, and well fed. 

Let the Ttkam take his gkangwaag a.'aA chop off his head !" 



THE DEBUTANTE. 



" Inside or out, ma'am V asked the coachman, as lie stood civilly 
with the door in his hand. 

" If you please, I'll try in firet," answered the woman, poking in 
an umbrella before her, and then a pair of pattens, — I'm not used to 
coachingj and don't think I could keep myself on the top." 

In shA came, and after tome floundering, having first tried two gen- 
tlemen's lapsjshe found herself in the centre of the front seat, where 
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AkB «omp#Md hert^Af^ witii dbmdihitig «f the iJr of a Oatherti^ Hayes, 
getting into a sledge for a trip to TybutH. Except for her i^ar, which 
Bteratijr madd a fright of her, I should hare caUed her a pretty-looking 
womati,^ — ^bmt the faces she pulled were horrible. As the ead eniclosdd 
h^ higgage in the Und-hoot with asniart slam, her features imderW^t 
an actual spasm ; and I heard her whifepw to herself, " somethink 
hvoke*" AS she Spoke thus, she started on her feet, and the horses 
«loii^ tiie same thing at ^e same moment, the timid fbmale found herself 
fl«iddenly hugging the strange gentleman opposite, for which she excused 
hwself by saying, ^ she wasn't accustomed to be so carried away." 

D(fwn 1^ pinniped again in h^ old place) but her physiognotny 
didn't imptote* 6he seemed in torture, as if tn^ken, not upon ene 
wheel, but upon four. Her eyes rolled^ her eyebrows worked up and 
down, as* if tr3dng to pump out tears that wouldn't eome,— ^her lips 
leept going like a rabbif s, though she had nothing to eat, and I &ncied 
I cenld h0ttr het grinding her teeth. Her hands, meanwhile, contul- 
siirely grasped a bundle on her lap, till something like orange-juiee 
•qneeaed out between her fingers. When Hie coach went on ohe side, 
she elutohed the arm of whichever of her neighbours sat highest, and 
at a pinch she laid hold of both. At last she suddenly turned pale, 
and somewhat hastily I suggested that ehe perhaps did net prefer to 
ride backwards. 

*^ If if s M the same to you^ Sir, I should really be glad te change 
seats.*' 

Hie removal was effected, not without some dfficulty, fbr she con- 
trived to tread on all our feet, and hang on all our necks, before she 
M«dd subside. It was managed, however, and there we sat again, 
vis-a-vis, if such a phrase may be used where one visage was opposed 
to visages innumerable ; for if her fece was her fortune, i^o screwed 
as much out of it as she could. She hardly needed to speak, but she 
did so after a short interval. 

** I hope you'll excuse, but I can't ride forrards neither." 

" The air's what you want, Ma'am," said a stout gentleman in ^e 
loftier. 

** Yes, I think that would revive me," said the femafe, with what 
the musicians call a veil'd voice, through her handkerchief. 

•* Let the lady out ! " squealed a little man, who sat ott her left, 
Whilst a stout gentleman on her right, affeer looking in vain for a ch^k- 
string, gave a pull at the comer of the skirt of a great-coat that hung 
over tho window, almost pulling the owner off the roof. Th^ Chro- 
nomeier stopped. 

** It's the lady," said the little man to the coachman, as tfa^ laiter 
appeared at the door ; " she wants to be inside out." 

•* It's as the gentleman says," added the femsde ; ^ I an't quite 
myself but I don't want to affisct the fere. You shan't be any loser, 
for ni discharge in f^U." 

•• l^^^'s the whole diekey to yourself. Ma'am,'* said the coach- 
man, "with something like a wink, and after some scufSing and scram 
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bling, we felt her seating herself on the '^ backgammon board " as^ if 
she never m^ant to be taken |ip, 

^\ It seems ungallant/' said the little man, as we got into motion 
again ; ^' but I think women oughtn't to travel, particularly in what 
are called short stages, for they're certain to make them long ones. 
First of all, they have been told to make sure of the right coach, and 
they speU. it all . over, from ' Home and Co.,' and ^ licensed to'carry,^ 
to No. nine thousand, fourteen hundred and nine. Then they nevw 
believe the cads. If one cries ' Hackney,' they say ^ that means Cam- 
berwell,' and I've had enough of getting into wrong stages. Then they 
have to ascertain it's the first coach, and when it will start exactly, 
and when they're sure of both points, they're to be hunted for in a 
pastry-cook's shop, and out of that into a fruiterer's. At last you 
think you have 'em, — ^but no such thing. All the luggage is to be 
put in under their own eyes,— ^there's a wrangle, of course, about 
that, — and when they're aU ready, with one foot on the step, they've 
been told to make their bargain with the coachman before they get in." 

" My own mother to a T," exclaimed the fat man ; " she agreed with 
a fly-man, at Brighton, to convey her to the Devil's Dyke for twelve 
shillings ; but when it came to setting off, she couldn^t resist the s^Mriir 
of haggling. Says she, ' What'U you take me to the Devil for, without 
the Dyke?'" 

A loud scream interrupted any further illustration of female travelling, 
and again the Chronometer stopped, losing at the rate of ten miles in the 
hour. We all had a shrewd guess at the cause, but the little man 
nevertheless thought proper to pop his little head out of the window^ 
and inquire with a big voice '^^ What the plague we were stopping 
for?'' . 

' ^' It's the lad^ agin. Sir," said the coachman, in a dissatisfied tone. 
^* She says the dickey shakes so, she's sure it wUl come off: but it's all 
right now — I've got her in front." 

" It's very weU," said the little man, " but if I travel with a woman 
again in a stage " 

" Poo ! poo !•— consider your own wife," said the stout man ; " womeii> 
can't be stuck in garden-pots and tied to sticks; they must come up to 
London now and then. She'll be very comfortable in front." 

" I wish she may,*' said the little man, rather tartly, " but it's hard 
to suit the sex ;"-^and, as if to confirm the sentence, the coach, after 
proceeding about a mile, came again to a full stop. 
. " I'm very sorry, gentlemen," said the coachman, with a touch of hia 
hat, as he looked in at the window, " but she won't do in front !" 

" Just like 'em !" muttered the little man, " the devil himself can't 
please a woman." 

" I should think," suggested the stout man, " if you were to give 
her the box seat, with your arm well round her waist." 

" No, I've tried that," said the coachman, shaking his head ; " it did 
pretty wdl over the level, but we're coming on a hill, and she can't 
ftceit." . 
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'*^ Set l^r . down at oncd, bag and baggage/' said the KMe man ; " I've 
an appointment at one." 

"And for my part,** said a gentleman in black, "if th^s any 
d^y, I give yt>u legal notice I shall hire a chaise at tike ezpenee of 
the coach pr<^rietors." 

" That's just it, 0111*80 her," said the perplexed coachman, delibeiaiely 
talsiBg off his hat, that he might have a scratch at his head ; " she's 
had h^ pick, outside and in, back and front, and its no use of couxse 
to propose to her to sit astride on the pole." 

" Oh Eve ! Eve ! Eye ! " exclaimed the little man, who seemed to 
0¥re the sex some peculiar grudge. 

The man in black looked at his watch* 

The coachman pulled out a handful of silver, and began to count out 
a portion, preparatory to offering to return the woman her fare if she 
would get down — ^when a cheering voice hailed him from above. 

It's all right, Tom — jump up —the lady's creeped into the boot." 
She won^t like that, I guess," muttered Tom to himself, but in a 
second the money jingled back into his pocket, and he was on his box in 
the twilling of an eye. Away went the coach over the brow of the hiU, 
and began to spin down the descent, with an impetus increasing at every 
yard. The wheels rattled-rrthe chains jingled — the horse-shoes clattered 
— and the maid in the boot shrieked like a maid in Bedlam* 

" Poor thing ! " ejaculated the stout gentleman. 
' The little man grinned — yillanously like an ape. 

The man in black pretended to be asleep. 1 

Meanwhile her screams increased in volume, and ascended in pitch 
—^interrupted only by an occasional/^ oh Lord ! " and equivalent ejacu- 
lations. It was piteous to hear her; but there was no help for it. 
To stop the coach was impossible ; it had pressed upon* the horses 
tiU, in spite of all the coachman's exertions, they broke into a gallop, 
and it required his utmost efforts to keep them together. An attempt 
to pull up would have upset us, as sure; as fate ; luckily for us all 
Tom did not make the experiment, and the Chronometer, after nmning 
down one hill and haK way up another, was stopped without acci- 
dent. 

" HoVs the lady ? " asked the stout man, anxiously thrusting his 
liead and shoulders out at one window, whilst I acted the same part at 
the other ; and, as the sufferer got down on my side of the coach, my 
curiosity was first gratified. Never was figure more forlorn : her face 
was as pale as ashes, and her hair hung about it in all directions through 
heat and fright — ^her eyes as craay as her hair, and her mouth wide 
open. 

" How's the lady ? " repeated the stout gentleman. 
As for her straw bonnet, it was like Milton's Death, of no particular 
shape at all, flat where it should have been full, square where it ought 
to have been round, turned up instead of down, and down instead of 
up— -it had as many comers and nubbles about it as a crusty loaf. 
Her shawl or scarf had twisted round and round her like a snake, and 
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hw p«UaH showed it raffled md rumfiled and rU avry u if she had 
just rolled down Greenwich Hill. 

" How'a the lady ) I aa,y," bellowed the trig man. 

One of hei nhoM had preferred to remain with the boot, and aa the 
toad waa muddy, she stood like a Numidian 'crane, posturing and 
iMlandng on one leg ; whilst Tom, hunting after the miinng article, 
whioh declined to turn np tilt oTsrything else had been taken oat of 
'' th« leathern conveniency," and as it was one of the old-fashionad 
boots it held plenty of luggage. 

" How ia th« lady ! " was shouted agiun with no better Buocess. 

It was evident she had not escaped with the ftight merely ] her 
hands wandered from her ribs to the small of her back, and then she 
rubbsd eaofaknee. It was some time before she could feteh her breath 
frtely, but at last she mnatered enough for a short ^xoUmaton. 

" Oh them teunks ! " 

" How's the lady I '^ shouted the hi man for the last time ; for 
finding that it obtained no answer, he opened the door and bolted out, 
just in time to have the gratification of putting on the woman's one 
shoe, whilst she clung with both her arms round his short neck. 

" There, my dear," he wud, with a finishing slap on the sole. " Bless 
my heart, though, it's a distressing situation 1 Coachman, how far it 
she from London ?" 

" A good nine mile," answered Tom. 

" Gracious heaven ! " excltumed the stout man. " Slie can't do it ! " 

It's only nine mile," said the woman, irith a sort of hysterical 
giggle t — " and I'm fond of walking," 

" Giveherher luggage then at once," cried the little man from the coach. 

The dark man held out his watch. A passenger on the top swore 
horribly, and threatened to get down ; and Tom himself, as well aa his 
horses, were on the fret " There is no remedy," sighed the fiit man, 
as he reaunicd his old seat in the comer of the coach. The whip 
nnaeked: — I leaned out for a parting look. 

There ^e stood, nursing three bundles, each as big as a baby, ana 
as we railed oBF I beard her last words in ihia soliloqny : 

" How Iram I to hever to get to York by the mail ? " 



THE ANGLER'S FAREWELL. 



Well ! I ihiiik it it time to put up ! 

For it doei not accord with m; notions. 
Wrist, elbow, and chine. 
Stiff from throwing the line. 

To lake nothing at la»t by my mo- 



I ground-bait my way as I go. 
And dip in at each witerj dimple ; 

But uowever I wish 

To inveigle the lish, ' 
To my ge7i((t thej will not play «nip/e/ 

Though my float goea bo iwimming- 
lyon, 

My bad tuck never leems to diminish ; 
It would teem that the Bream 
Muit be (carce in Ihe atream, 

And AeCkub, tho' it's chubby, be thin- 



At a brandliog odc« Gii4g«M wosM 

g»pe, 
But they seem upon diKerent terma 

Have they taken advice 
Of the " Gtvneii efXice," 
And rejected their " Ditt 0/ IVtmu," 
now? 

In vain my Uve minnow I ipin. 
Not a Pike ieema to think it worik 
snatching j 
Pot the gut I have brought, 
I had better have ijoiight 
A good rope that wai used to Jart- 
tetMng I 

Not a nibble has ruffled my cork. 
It is vain in this river to search then ; 

I may wait llll it'* n^;bt, 

Without an^ b'' - 



And although at m; hook 
With altention I look, 
[ can ne'er see my hook with < 

Tench on/ 



No Hoach can I meetwilh— no Bleak, 
Save what in llie air Is so sharp now; 

Not a Dace have I got. 

And I fear it is not 
" Carpo diem," aday for the Carp nowl 
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Oh I^lhere ii not a one pound prize I have tried all the waler for mile*, 

Tobegot in tbUfreah-icaier lottery I Till I'm wearj of dipping and casting : 

What then can 1 deem And hnnirry and mint, — 

Of BO fiablcss a stream Let the Fancy jutt paint 

But that'lis— like St. M&iy'»—Ollay! What it is, tuthoutFitA, to be Fatlaigl 

For an Eel I have learn'd how to try, And ihe rain drizzlei down yerj fasl. 

By a method of Walton's own show- While m; dianer-time sounds from a 

ing, — far bell, — 

But a fisherman feels So, wet to the skin. 

Little proBpect of Eels, 111 e'en back to my Inn, 

Jn a path that s devoted to towing! Where at least I um sure of aifar-^//.' 



POPPING THE QUESTION. 

My friend Walker ia a great etory-teller. He reminda me of the 
piofessional tale-bearers in the East, who, without being particularly 
requested by the company, begin reciting the adventures of Sinbad, or 
the life, death, and resurrection of Little Hunchback. No sooner does 
conversation fiag for a few minutes, than W. etrikes up, with some 
such prelude as, " I told you about the Flying Fiah alFair before,— 
butasyouwishmetore- -^t. -w^^ "V" 

fresh your memory, you -3W ^ ^3 ^fc. 

shall have it again." He .^3^& 

then deliberately fills his 
glaas, and fomisbes hint- 
self with a cork, a hit of 
orange-peel, or an apple- 
paring, to be shredded 
andsub-shreddedduring 
the course of narration. 
Many Scotchmen, by the 
way, and most Cana- 
dians, are given to the 
aame manual propen- : 
sity. A lady located 
towards the Back Set- ' 
tlementa informed me, 
that at a party she 
gave, the mantel-shelf, 
chairs, tables, and every 
wooden article of fur- 
niture, was nicked and fishiko — k ribe. 
notched by the knives of her guests, like the tallies of our Exchequer. 
It is most probably an Indian peculiarity, and derived hy intercourse 
or intermixture with the Chipaways — but to return to W. The other 
day, after dinner, with a select few of my friends, tliere occurred ona 
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of those sudden silences, those verbal armistices, or suspensions of 
words, which frequently provoke an irresistible allusion to a Quaker s 
meeting. Of this pause W. of course availed himself. 

** You were going, Sir,*' addressing the gentleman opposite, " to ask 
me about the Pop business, — ^but I ought first to tell you how I came 
to be carrying ginger-beer in my pocket." 

The gentleman thus appealed to, a straight-forward old drysalter, 
who had never seen W. in his life^ before, naturally stared at such a 
bold anticipation of his thoughts ; but before he could find words to 
reply, W. had helped himself to a dozen almonds, which he began 
mincing, while he set off at a steady pace m his story. 

"The way I came to have ginger-beer in my pocket, was this. 1 
don't know whether you are acquainted with Hopkins, Sir, of the 
Queen's Anns in the Poultry," the drysalter shook his head, " it's the 
house I frequent, and a very civil obliging sort of fellow he is — ^that is 
to say, was, two summers ago. The season was very sultry, and says 
I, Hopkins, I wonder you don't keep ginger pop — ^it's a pleasant 
refreshing beverage at tWs season, and particularly wholesome* "Well, 
Hopkins was very thankful for the hint, for he likes to have every 
thing that can be called for, and he was for sending off an order at 
once to the ginger-beer manufactory, but I persuaded him better. 
None of their wholesale trash, said I, but make your own. I'll give you 
a recipe for it — ^the best ever bottled. But I couldn't gain my point. 
Hopkins hum'd and haw'd, and thought nobody could make it but the 
makers. There was no setting him right, so at last I determined to 
put him to the proof. I'll tell you what, Hopkins, said I, you don't 
like the trouble, or I'd soon convince you that a man who isn''t a 
maker can make it as well as any one — ^perhaps better. You shall 
have a sample of mine — I've got a few bottles at my counting-house, 
and it's only a step. Of course, Hopkins was very much obliged, and 
off I went. In confidence between you and me, ^r, — ^though I never 
had the pleasure of seeing you before — I wanted to introduce ginger- 
beer at the Queen'^s Arms as a public benefit." 

^"I am sure, '^Sir— I'm very .much obliged," stammered the dry- 
salter, at a loss what to say. " Ginger-beer, IVe no doubt, is very 
efficacious, and particularly after fruit or lobsters, for I observe you 
always see them at the same shops." 

*' The best drink in the dog-days all to nothing," returned W*, 
*' but ought to be amazingly well corked and wired down, — and I"*!! 
tell you why — it will get vapid and *may-be worse. Well, I'd got it 
in my coat pocket, and was walking back, just by Bow. CHurch, no 
more thinking of greeii silk pelisses than you are. Sir, at this monient 
— upon my honour I wasn't— when something gave a pop and a splash, 
and I heard a female scream. I was afraid to look round — and when 
I did, you might have knocked me. down with a straw. You know 
Tom, (addressing me,) I'm not made of brass, — ^for the minute I felt 
more like melted lead — ^heavy and hot. Two full kettles seemed 
poured over me— one warm within, and the other cold without. You 



148 POPflHa THfl VBEffttOa. 

Bever Saw siuJi mi object I Then she atuod, wlnkhig and' gasping; and 
ftll over froth ftnd foam, like a lady just emerged out of the sea — only 
they don't batlie.in greeii silk pelisses and Batin bonnets. You might 
have knocked me down with a liiur. Wb^t I did or said at first I 
don't know, I only reqiember that I attempted to wipe her &ce with 
my handkerchief, but she preferred her own. To make things worse, 
the passengers made a ring round us, as if we bad been going to fight 
about it, and a good many of 'em set up a laugh. I would rather have 
been surrounded by banditti. I don't tell a lie if I say I would gladly 
have ^been tossed out 
of the circle by a mad 
bull. How I longed 
to jump like a Har- 
lequin intoatwopenny- 
post-box, or to slip 
down a plug like an 
eel!" 

" Very distressing, 
indeed," said the dry- 
salter. 

" I don't think," 
resumed W., " I felt 
as much when ray poor 
mother died — I don't, 
upon my soul ! Hhe 
was expected for years, 
but the lady in green 
came like a thunder- 
bolt I— When I saw the 
ginger-beer weltering 
down her, I would 

-almost as soon have bambittc seizing bootv. 

seen blood. I felt little short of a murderer. How I got her into 
.Tweedie's shop. Heaven knows 1 I suppose I pulled her in, for I 
oannot remembsr one word of persuasion. However, I got her into 
tweedie's, and had juat sense enough to scat her in a chair, and to beg 
for a few dry cloths. To do the dear creature justice, she bore it all 
angelically, — but every smile, every syllable making light of her 
calamity, went to my heart. You don't know my onginal old &>end, 
Charles Mathews, do you. Sir?" 
, The dry-salter rignified dissent. 

" No matter — his tlieory is right all over— it is as true as gospel !" 
exclaimed W., with an asseverating thump npos the table. "There 
it an infernal, malicious, aggravating, little demon, hovers up aloft 
about us, wherever we go, ready to magnify any mischief, and deepen 
every disaster. Sure I am he hovered about me ! The cloths came — 
but as soon as I began to wipe briskly, bang again went ' t other 
bottle,' and uncorked itself before it was called for. I shall never 
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fbi^;et the sound ! Pop, whiz, fiz, whiah — ish — elish^sloah — slueh — 
guggl^j g'lggle, g«ggle : Td rather have been at the exploding of the 
Dartfoid Powder Mills 1 At the first report I turned hastily round, 
hut by 90 doing, I only diverted the jet from the open cases on the 
counter, to the show-trays in the ahop window, filled with Tweedie'a 
choicest cutlery ; and as I completed the pirouette, I favoured Tweedie 
himself with the tail of the spout !" 

" Very unpleasant, indeed," said the drysaltcr, with a hard wink, as 
if the fussy fluid had flown iu his own face. 

"Unpleasant!" ejaculated W., "it was unendurable! I could 
have cut niy throat with one of the wet razors — I could have stabbed 
myself with a pair of the splashed sciasora ! The mess was frightful — 
blight steel buckles, buttons, clasps, rings, all cut and polished — I saw 
Tweedie himself shake his head as he looked at the chains and some of 
the delicate articles. It wasn't a time to stand upon words, and I 
believe I cursed and swore like a trooper. I know I stamped about, 
for I went on the lady's foot, and that made me worse than ever. 
Tweedie says I raved ; and I do remember I cursed myself for talking 
of ginger-beer, as well aa Hopkins for not keeping it in liia house. At 
last I got so rampant, that even the lady hegau to cunsole me, and as 
she had a particularly sweet Voice and manner, and Tweedie, too, 
trying to make things comfortable, I began to bear reason : hut if ever 
I carry gingcr-becr again in my pocket, along Cheapsido — " 

" Till you're a widower," said I. 

" I was coming to that, Sir," continued W., still addressing the 
drysaltcr. " I insisted on putting the lady into a coacb, and by that 
means obtained her address, and as common politenoss dictated, I 
afterwards called and was well received. A new green silk dreas was 
graciously accepted, and a white one afterwards met with the 'same 
kind indulgence, when the lady condescended to bo Mrs. Walker. 
Our fortunes. Sir, In this world, hinge frequently on trifles. Through 
an explosion of pop I thus popped into a partner with a pretty fortune ; 
but for all that, I would not have any man, like the Persian in H^i 
Baba, mistake a mere aeddent for the custom of the country. For 
Cceleba in Search of a Wife to walk up and down Cheapside with a 
bottle of ginger-beer in Ids pocket, would bo Quixotic in IJie extreme." 



Pure water it plays a^gctod part in 
The swabbiag the decl^ aad all that— 
And it finds its own level for eaitin — 
For it sartinly drinlcs very flat : — 
For my part a drop of the creatur 
I never could think was a fault, 
For if Tara should swig water by natur. 
The sea would have never been salt ! — 
Then off with it into a jorum 
And make it Btrong, sharpish, or sweet, 
For if I've any sense of deoorum 
It never was meant to be neat !— 

One day when I was but half sober, — 
Half .measures I always disdain— 
I walk'd into a shop that sold Soda, . 
And ax'd for some Water Champagne ; — 
"Well, the lubber he drew and he drew, boys. 
Till I'd shipped my six bottles or morf. 
And blow off my last limb but it's true, boys 
Why, I wam't half so drunk as afote ! — 
Then off with it into a jorum. 
And make it strong, sharpish, or sweet, 
For if I've any sense of decorum, 
It Dover' was meant to be neat. 



THE BLACK AND WHITE (JUESTION, 

" The gaiuo i< nadr, gentlemen, chooH <uiit coloiir." 

Amonqst the many important topicB which at preeent excite a 
popular inteiest, must be reckoned the great qnestion whether the 
West Indian apprentices oaght or ought not to be conrideted out of 
their time ? A subject presenting such very strong lights and shadows, 
necessarily produces a powerful and Bembrandt-like effect on the 
public mind ; nevertheless, it is only lately and accidentally, that I 
have been induced to look critically into the colouring and handling 
of the picture. It is not my wont to walk wilfully on Debateable 
Ground; but in the present instance, I was seduced involuntarily into 
the dangerous confines of " all we love and all we hate," the borderland, 
where party contends with party. 

A few days ago, I was giving an order to a tradesman in the 
Strand — not far from WarretCt — when, to the utter surprise and 
disconcertment of the master of the shop, a poor African stepped in 
from the street, and, with an obscquions bow, made an offer of his 
sable services for a term of years. 
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It wonld require a far better artist tbaa myself to do jnttace to th« 
scene which ensued on 
so unusual an applica- 
tion. The late Elia, in 
his Essay ou " Imperfect 
Sympathies," has allud- 
ed to the natural repug- 
nance of the pale faces 
to the dark ones. " la 
the negro countenance," 
he says, " you will often 
meet with strong traits 
of benignity. I have 
felt yearnings of tender- 
ness towards some of 
these faces, or rather 
masks, that have looked 
out kindly upon one in 
casual encounters in the 
streets and highways. I 
love what Fuller beauti- 
fully calls ' these images 

of God cut in ebony.' But "mimi iou itiiit »' pRiHiiot?" 

I should not like to asso- 
ciate with them — to share my meals and my gooduighta with them — 
because they are black." Such a feeling is truly an imperfect sym- 
pathy, but my Strand shopkeeper evidently went beyond the essayist, 
and regarded *'the nigg^" with a positive antipathy. "A good 
horse," says the proverb, " camiot be of a bad colour," but I could not 
help feeling that a good man might be of an unfortunate complexion ; 
howbeit, of a hue which weara well, virashes well, does not fly, and 
moreover hides the dirt. So for from being able to endure a moor as 
his companioQ, the master tradesman could not look upon him as fit to 
be hia subordinate. The mere possibility of such a connexion had 
never occurred to him, or assuredly, to tho advertisement in the window, 
for an Apprentice, he would have added " a White will be preferred," 
or "No African need apply." In the mean time, it was sufficiently 
obvious that, even if indentured, a Hottentot would never be " treated 
as one of the family." Whilst the master stared an unequivooal 
rejection, his wife looked over his shoulder at the applicant, with all 
the phyncal expression in her countenance, of the anticipation of s 
black dose ; the little boy took fright and tried to bolt ; the baby 
even set its infantine face against the adoption, and the very dog 
barked and growled at the intruder as at a breed that was vermin. 
The result of such a scrutiny needs hardly to be told ; the poor candi- 
date was mianimously blackballed to his face, and recommended, 
unceremoniously, to make himself as scaroe as a swan of the same 
complexion. 
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It will do me no credit, I fear, with our actiTO Abolitionists^ i# 
confess, that the al)oye little incident set me seriously thinking, for 
the first time, on the condition of the Negro Apprentices. In addition 
to my dread of becoming a iidesman — and there is a spirit abroad 
which can convert even a black suit into a party-coloured one— I am 
too apt to take matters upon trust, and to suppose that ^e mam 
stands for the thing. Thus, in my simple belief, the outward-bound 
and the homeward-bound apprentices, conformed to the same <^ 
nearly the same articles ; and if I thought at all of the sable ones, it 
was as walking abroad on Sundays, drest in all their best, only with 
Phoebe or Miss Diana, instead of '^ Sally in our Alley." A common 
sense of the eternal principles of justice helped, beside, to mislead me ; 
for who, with a drachm of philosophy, or a scruple of Christianity, could 
suppose, that whilst the accidents of colour are overlooked in a good 
horse, the moral qualities of a human being were weighed down by 
such skin-deep casualties as Oc6ur every day in a baker's oven ? The 
scene in the Strand, however, aroused certain misgivings ; and for the 
mere repose of my mind, it became necessary to procure further informa- 
tion, in order to come to a settled opinion on the subject. To this 
end, it was desirable to obtain the sentiments of a Black Apprentioe, 
or at least of a Black, and of an Apprentice, and fortune favoured me 
in the search. Having delivered my instructions to the tradesman, it 
occurred to me to pay an overdue visit to a decayed kinswoman in the 
same neighbourhood, and in whose family affiurs I took a friendly 
interest. She happened to be at home ; and after a preliminaiy con- 
versation on the weather, and Mr. Murphy, and the current news of 
the day, the discourse turned on her son Richard, whom she bad 
recently articled to an architect ; she had doubts, she said, of his being 
exactly comfortable in his situation, but it was no fault of hers, as he 
bad been placed in it at his own urgent iiistances, in proof whereof 
Ae handed to me the following letter :--- 

My dear Mother, 

This is to say I am in good health and quite comfortable, ahd 
as happy as can be expected away from home. I like being an 
architect very much. All the work I have had to do for the last 
fortnight, has been to copy a drawing of a gate for a Porter'^s Lodge, 
and to look over pturtfolios of nice prints. My master is very kind, 
and lets me fill up my time at over^hours how I like. I always dine 
with him and Mrs. G., and have plenty" to eat of whatever I pr^er. 
liast Sunday we had leg of lamb and asparagus, and a pigeon pie, and 
a tart, besides a glass of wine afterwards. I'm allowed to sit up to 
supper because I said I liked music, for Mr. G. plays on the flute, and 
Mrs. G. sings to the piano. He is a very good man, and she is a very 
motherly good woman ; and the other night, because it was so cold, 
I had a tumbler of hot elder wine. For the present I sleep in ^e 
bast spare bed till my own is got ready for me — and when company 
wme^ I'm mot sent off to it, but played last night with the visitors tUl 

L 2 
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twelve o'clock, and they v^on all my pocket money. I do hope ind 
pray you won't forget to send me some more, as there'*s another 
party next week. Altogether, I could not be better off for food, or 
amusement, or any thing, so that I neednH be any longer on likmg, as 
I like it very much, and am agreeable to be bound as soon as you and 
master think proper; and I do hope you won't stick about the 
premium, as you seemed to think it a great deal — ^but consider the 
treatment. Give my kind love to everybody, and accept the same 
yourself, from dear mother, your dutiful and affectionate son, 

Richard Ruggles. 

P.S.— Mr. and Mrs. G. desire their best compliments — ^they are 
always asking about you in the most friendly way. Pray remember 
what I said about the premium, as I could never be so happy any- 
where else, or make such progress in my profession. 

It may be .supposed that I did not read the above effusion throughout, 
vnthout a smile on my countenance ; but the mother gravely shook 
her head, and said she had now to submit to me a very different 
statement, whereupon with a sigh, and a reflection on the duplicity of 
the world in general, and of architects in particular, she placed in my 
hands. Protocol No. 2. 

Dear Mother, 

I am very sorry to trouble your mind with anything unplea- 
sant, but a great change has taken place since the articles were signed 
and the premium paid down* All the being on liking has come to a 
sudden end. Mr. and Mrs. G. have thrown off their masks, and he 
is a cruel tyrant ; and instead of being another mother to me, she is 
quite the reverse. I little thought the moment I became an apprentice 
I should be a complete slave, and work like a horse. Nothing but 
drawmg, drawing, drawmg, as long as it's light— and next week 
we begin lamps. I've no over-hours at all except in bed, and that's 
up in the back garret, and nothing but an old flock as hard as wood. 
My being a parlour boarder is all over ; and as to sitting up to music 
and supper, I can't repeat, but I'm d— d up at night that I may be 
down in the morning. They have not sent me as yet to take ray 
meals in the kitchen, but I would almost as soon, for I'm snubb'd if I 
open my lips at table ; and the moment the wine comes on I'm 
expected to be off, and am reminded if I don't. As for the visitors, 
they take no more notice of me than they do of the foot-boy ; but 
what goes most to my heart is, Mr. and Mrs. G. never ask now after 
your delicate health. It's very ungrateful after pajring se handsomely, 
but it's my belief he doesuH know anything about architecture, and 
only takes in young gentlemen for the sake of their premiums. I 
can't help feeling very unhappy, when I think I've got to run seven 
years to come, and do wish you would ask Uncle William, as he's a 
lawyer, whether I can't be turned over by legal law, or cancelled and 
left to my liberty. Next to an architect, I should like, if I viras 
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unbonndyto'be an author, and write books; which I hope you will 
approve of, as it doesn't require any) premium. But perhaps you 
would like to have me at home, and to be nothing at all, with which 
I remain, 

My dear mother, your dutiful and affectionate son, 

Richard Ruqgles. 

As the above letters are genuine, it is probable that many of my 
readers, who are parents or guardians, have received similar epistles 
&om their sons or wards before or after their being articled to a trade 
or a profession ; at least there is reason to believe that the above case 
is one of ordinary occurrence. Taking it, therefore, as a fair sample of 
the practice in England, I was anxious to compare it with the course 
of a negro apprenticeship in the colonies ; and with this view my next 
visit was paid to my old friend Colonel C, who had recently arrived 
from Jamaica with a black "turn-over" in his service. Having 
described the scene at the shop in the Strand, and explained my 
errand, which, of course, subjected me to some raillery, my request 
was acceded to, and Sambo was ordered to attend me to a private con^ 
ference in the study. He was a stout good-humoured African, with 
rather more than the twilight intelligcuce allowed to the race by the 
late Monk Lewis ; but with all the characteristic relish for a talk with 
Massa, ascribed to his brethren by the same pleasant authority* 
He entered therefore into the discussion with the greatest good- will ; 
and the following, divested of his outlandish jargon, is the substance of 
his evidence^ 

To my first question, whether he had ever betrayed any original 
inclination to go into the rice, sugar, and tobacco line, he gave a 
decided negative. He had no occasion, he said, to labour for a liveli- 
hood, having been in his own country an independent black prince, 
and heir-apparent, as I understood him, to the king of the Eboes. He 
acknowledged, however, that he could neither read nor write, and con^ 
sequently had never applied personally, or by letter, post paid, to any 
transathmtic A. B. 0. or X. Y. Z., in answer to an advertisement for 
an " Articled Pupil.'" He was taken, he affirmed, at unawares, and 
he was positive that no premium was required with him. It appeared, 
however, that he had been regularly bound, but on explanation it 
turned out that it had been done with rope-yam, and the only inden- 
tures he knew of, were on his wrists and ankles, from the pressure of 
his fetters. He had a decided impression that his parents or guardians 
were never applied to for their concurrence ; indeed he had no recol- 
lection of being asked for his own assent to the arrangement. He 
would ^' take his dam " he was never carried before the Chamberlain 
or any official personage invested with similar functions, and denied ever 
having received the slightest hint that the binding him was necessary 
to entitle him to take up his freedom. In short, contrary to the ex- 
perience of Richard Ruggles, his very first step appeared to have been 
into slavery, and it was only after a long tenn of severe service in 
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the rice-field aod the oanfr-pieos that he wu conBtitated id apprui- 
tiofl. This being the point to which the public inteisBt is niainhf 
directed, my inqairiea heie became natunUy more minnte, and the 
evidence was proportionably circumstantial. Taking the Bnggle* 
letters for my gnide, I was at great piuna to make out something 
anologona to the itate of being what is called " upon' liking," but I 
failed to elicit an3rthiiig 
of the sort ; and from the 
solemnity, not to say 
awfnlness, of Sambo's 
asseveratioiiB, there ap- 
peared no reason to sus- 
pect his Teraoity. He 
denied most poeitiTely 
and repeatedly hia din- 
ing, in any one soKtary 
instance, with his master 
and mistress, and by 
eonsequence the pleasure 
of taking wine with 
them after the social re- 
past. He was equally 
firm in disclaiming any 
iuYitation to sit up to 
supper ; and instead of 
being asked if he liked 
mosic, he declared indig- 
nantly that his faTourite 
instruments the kitty- 

katty and the gamby had been continually broken over his own head. 
Ha totally repudiated the notion of playing at Pope Joan with the 
eompany that ctune to his master's house ; and insisted that the only 
notice he erer obtained from the visitors was his being " larmpped" 
by erery gentleman that got drunk, and none of them ever went away 
sober. On the whole be would not allow himself to have received any 
personal benefit from hie metamorphosis by Act of Parliament into an 
apprentice ; no, not even to the extent of sparing him one single eut 
of the cowhide. He rather thought, on the contrary, tliat the prospect 
of his being out of his time in so many years had operated to the pre- 
judice of ^the negro, by tempting the owner in the interim to get as 
much out of him, and pitch as much into him, as possible. To con- 
clude, I charged Sambo very honu with a question ^ich has been^ 
much dwelt npon by oertun members of both Houses; namely, 
whether the blacks were " properly prepared " to enter into a state of 
liberty ? to which he answered very candidly, that he bad not formally 
examined them on the subject, bat judging by himself be should say 
they were quite as fit and prepared for freedom as they had been for 
slav«ry, to which they had mostly been introduced, at an a)i|aihiwaUy 
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Aost notioe. For hit own part he had b«en ratine sadd^y emaaoi-' 
pated by simply stopptng oa Engli^ ground ; but the oidy efieet had 
been to inspire him with profound feelings of yeneration and gratitude 
towards the soil, and a most fervent wish that he could send over a 
banrowfiil of the same earth for Black Juno and de pickaninnies to put 
him foot upon in Jamakey. 

Sudb was the result of my conference with Sambo ; and it served to 
account for the conduct of the tradesman in the Strand, by proving^ 
that instead of being treated as one of the fsmiily, in a limited sense^ 
the Negro is hardly looked upon as a member of that great domestie 
circle which has a circumference of 360 degrees. It appears from the 
facts, that an apprenticeship in Jamaica or Barbadoes has little Gt 
nothing in common except the name, with an apprenticeship on our 
own side of the Atlantic : — ^that under the same title there exists two 
diametrically opposite systems, literally as difR^rent as light and dark ; 
and of course, as the hand said of the pair of gloves, ^' They cannot 
botX> be right." As the collective wisdom of the country has decided 
that the Black style of binding is the correct pattern, and that the 
Negroes are properly " done up," it necessarily follows, that our home- 
made articles are very loosely stitched, and without [a due provision 
for rough usage and durability. Assuming the sable race to be 
subject to only a wholesome severity, it results that our London 
'Prentices and their kind, are held by indentures siiameMly las in 
thdr conditions, and are allowed a most culpable latitude and indul- 
gence. To place this gross partiality in the strongest light and shade, 
let the servitude of the bom Blacks be compared with that of those 
^* Africans of our own growth," as Elia calls them, who derive their mgrt- 
tude not from nature but from soot. Simply because they have once 
been whites, and are still white, or nearly white, once a year, like the 
ha¥^hom8 in May, they are protected and even pampered by laws, 
the framers of which have assuredly considered their own crows as the 
fairest. Let any one turn to the Statute Anno Quarto et Quinte 
CKdielmi lY . Rc^, cap. 35, intituled ^^ An Act for the Better Regula- 
tion of C^mney Sweepers and their Apprentices," and he will find 
tiiat the Climbing Boy, compared with the AMcan, is almost a spoiled 
diild. Instead of allowing him to be nabbed or grabbed, anyhow 
and willynilly, like our friend Sambo, the statute insists, by artkde 9; 
tiiat the binding shall not take place without the concurrence of ^^ a 
pari^ officer, or the parent, or next friend." Article 10 provides^ 
that instead 6t rope-yam, as in the case of Sambo aforesaid, the 
binding shall only be effected with '^ paper or parchment," And even 
before enduring such very mild ligatures, article 13 declares, that the 
boy is to be regularly " asked out,"*** before two Justices of the Peace, 
%nd.in case such boy shall be unwilling to be bound with " paper and 
parchment," " such Justice* shall^ and they are hereby required to 
refuse, to sanction or approve of such binding." The 12th clause 
allows the practice of " liking," or what, in electioneering cases, would 
be called " treating ;" and before any boy shall be bound as an apprc^- 
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tioe, ^^ it ^halt b^ lawfiil for the intended master of such boy to have, 
and receive such boy in such master s house, on trial— -or ^ liking '— • 
for any time not exceeding two calendar months." In plain English, 
it shall be lawful for the said master elect to tempt and bribe the said 
apprentice, like Richard Ruggles, diuring eight wteks, by dinners of 
^' delicate cow-heel, with the sauce His Qrace is so fond of," and 
suppers of hot sausages. And that the cow-heel and sausages may not 
be too minutely subdivided, clause 14 enacts, that Mr. or Mrs. Chimney 
Sweeper shall not have more than two apprentices on triad or '* liking" 
at the same time. The same considerate clause forbids Mr. or Mrs. 
O. S. to have more than four apprentices at once, so that nothing like 
the close packing, which so often incommodes the race of Africa in a 
ship's hold, may inconv^iience the favoured sooterkins in the cellar. 
A taste for music is not specially mentioned or protected ; but as 
clause 17 empowers any two or more magistrates to hear '^ all com- 
plaints " of hard or ill usage, the breaking of a fife or his pan s pipes, 
over the head of an apprentice, would be certain to be listened to, Imd 
in all probability entaU on the master a forfeit, fixed, by clause 16, 
&t not exceeding 10/. nor less than 40*.''* The 18th clause enjoins, on 
all builders and bricklayers, under extremely heavy penalties, to con- 
struct safe and comfortable chimneys that shall not be ^' hard to 
climb ;" and finally, as if a sweeper on such very eligible terms could 
have anything to weep for, article 15 forbids, somewhat superfluously, 
his crying about the streets ! ! ! The incredulous reader who may 
wish to verify this statement by reference to the Act itself, will 
find it at full length, and shown ^' all up " in a well-conceived little 
volume, called " The Mechanics of Law Making," by a Member of 
Symond's Inn. He will there find too truly that, compared with the 
genuine black, the sweeper is treated by law with as much tenderness as 
if each climbing-boy were, like the stolen Montague, a well-bom white 
young gentleman in disguise. The tendency of such ovw-indulgent 
enactments to spoil the youth of this country is evidenced in the £eu^, 
that whilst the planter will give a considerable sum for a. black assist- 
ant, a white articled pupil is hardly acceptable as a present, and in 
most cases, like Richard Ruggles, must have a handsome premium 
given along with him to purchase him a master. As a mere matter of 
economy, therefore, the matter is worth the consideration of parents 
and guardians, and parish officers ; whilst the advocates of equal justice 
to all will imperatively insist that if the blacks cannot be treated like 
whites, the whites ought to be treated as blacks. For my own part, 
as a simple admirer of consistency, I cannot help thinking that the 
whole system of apprenticeship, as regards its home pnictice, requires 
to undergo a rigorous revision, and above all, that the act Anno 
Quarto et Quinto Gulielmi lY. Regis, cap. 35, with all its sweeping 
clauses, ought to be immediately repealed. 



STANZAS ON COMING OF AGE. 



" Twiddle'em, Twaddlo'ena, TwcLtyom." 
KtiTte. O woe ! O waeTul, viwful, Tocfal dftfl 
Moat lamvntaUe diy ! molt voeful day 1 
That tmr, erer, I did yeL heboid I 
Od>y! Odoyi O d»y I OhBiefulday! 
Never w*i leea m hlick a d*y u thia 1 
O noefnl day I O wiiefDl day 1 

JIfuiiiitaa. Fiiib, vt may put np our ^pea nnd he goo 
NuTit. HoneiC good fellow), ah \ put up, put up ! 



To-DAT it it mj natal daj. It ought to be a happj dalp, 

Three 'prenticeahips have past away, M; fneiids, they all congratulate 

A part in woik, a part in plaj, Tliat I am come to " Mati'a Eatale," 

Since I was bound to life I To some, a grand event ; 

This firat of May 1 come of age. But ah I to me descent allots 

A man, I enter on the stage No acres, no paternal apola 

Where bumnD paisions Tret aad rage. In Beds, Bucka, Herts, Wilts, Essex, 

To mingle in the strife. Notts, 

Hants, Oioii, Berks, or Kent. 
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STANZAS ON COMINa OF AOB. 



From John o'Groat's to Land's End 

search, 
I have not one rod, pole, or perch, 
Topay my rent, or tithe to church, 

Tiiat I can call my own. 
Not common-right for goose or ass } 
Then what is Man's Estate? Alas! 
Six feet by two of mould and grass 

When I am dust and bone. 



Reserve the feast I The board forsake I 
Ne'er tap the wine — don't cut the 

cake, 
No toasts or foolish speeches make, 

At which my reason spurns. 
Before this happy term you praise, 
And prate about returns ana days. 
Just o'er my vacant rent-roll gaze. 

And sum up my returns. 

I know where great estates descend 
That here is Boyhood's legal end, 
And easily can comprehend 

How " Manors make the Man." 
Bui as for me, I was not bom 
To quit- rent of a peppercorn, 
And gain no ground this blessed morn 

From Beersheba to Dan. 

No barrels broach — no bonfires make ! 
To roast a bullock for my sake. 
Who in the country have no stake, 

Would be too like a quiz ; 
No banners hoist — let off no gun — 
Pitch no marquee— devise no fun — 
But think when man is Twenty-One 

What new delights are his ! 

What is the moral legal fact — 

Of age to-day, Tm free to act 

For self— free, namely, to contract . 

Engagements, bonds, and debts^; 
I'm free to give my I O U, 
Sign, draw, accept, as majors do ; 
And free to lose my freedom too 

For want of due assets. 

I am of age, to ask Miss Ball, 
Or that great heiress, Miss Duval, 
To go to church, hump, squint, and all. 

And be my own for life. 
But put such reasons on their shelves, 
To tell the truth between ourselves, 
Um one of those contented elves 

Who do not want a wife. 



What else belongs to Manhood ttlll ? 
I'm old enough to make my will 
With valid clause and codicil 

Before in turf I lie. 
But I have nothing to bequeath 
In earth, or waters underneath. 
And in all candour let me breathe, 

I do not want to die. 

Away I if this be Manhood's forte. 
Put by the sherry and the port — 
No rinff of bells— no rustic sport — 

No dance — no merry pipes ! 
No flowery garlands — no bouquet — 
No Birthday Ode to sing or say — 
To me it seems this is a day 

For bread and cheese and swipes. 

To justify the festive cup 

What horrors here are conjured up ! 

What things of bitter bite and sup. 

Poor wretched Twenty- One's I 
No landed lumps, but frumps and 

humps, 
(Discretion's Days are far from trumps) 
Domestic discord, dowdies, dumps, 

Death, dockets, debts, and duns ! 

If you must drink, oh drink << the King." 
Reform — the Church — the Press — 

the Ring, 
Drink Aldgate Pump— or anything. 

Before a toast like this ! 
Nay, tell me, coming thus of age. 
And turning o'er this sorry page. 
Was young Nineteen so far from sage? 

Or young Eighteen from bliss ? 

Till ibis dull, cold, wet, happy morn- 
No sign of May about the thorn, — 
Were Love and Bacchus both unborn? 

Had Beauty not a shape ? 
Make answer, sweet Kate Finnerty I 
Make answer, lads of Trinity ! 
Who sipp'd with me Divinity, 

And quafTd the ruby grape ! 

No flummery then from flowery lips. 
No three times three and hip-hip-hips. 
Because I'm ripe and full of pips-* 

I like a little green. 
To put me on my solemn oath. 
If sweep-like I could stop my growth, 
I would remain, and notning loth, 

A boy — about nineteen. 



Mf Meadi, eieuM me theie rebukM I fiat ah I too «6ll jbu kfiow bj lot, 

Were I a. raoiiBtcb't (on, or duke's, Anceitral acres greet me not, 

Go to the Vaiicftn of Meux Mj fieehold's in a gardcn-jiot. 

And broach his biggest banele — And barely worth a pin. 

Impale whole clepbants on spils — Away then with all fesliTe stuff.' 

Bins Tom of Lincoln till he split*. Let RobiDs advertiie and puff 

Ana daaoe into St. Viiua' fits. My " Man's Estate," I'm sure enough 

And bieak jotu uinda with carols I 1 shall not buy it in. 



THE PILLORY. 

" Thro' the wood, UdJie." — Scottish Soko. ' 

I NBTBR was in the pilloiy but once, which I must ever consider a 
mtafortune. For looking at all things, aa I do, with a philosophical 
and inquiring eye, and courting esperienoe for the sake of my fellow- 
creatures, I cannot but lament the short and imperfect opportunity I 
eojoyed of filling that elevated situation, which so few men are destined 
to occupy. It is a sort of Egg-Premierahip ; a place abore your 
fellows, hat a place in which your hands are tied. You are not with- 
ont the established political vice, for you are not absolved from taming. 

Let me give & brief description of the short irregular glimpse I had 
of men and things, while I was in Pillory Power. I was raised to it, 
as many men are to high stations, by my errors. I merely made a 
mistake of some sort or other in an answer in Chancery, not injurious 
to my interests, and lo ! the Recorder of London, with a suavity of 
manner peculiar to himself, announced to me my intended promotion, 
and in dne time I was installed into office ! 



I5ff THE P1U.0BT. 

It'wae a fine day for the pilloiy ; that u to sny, it rdned in tornnta- 
Those only who have had boarding and lodging like mine, can esti- 
mate the comfort of having washing into the bargain. 

It was about noon, when I vras placed, lilcu a statue, upon my 
wooden pedestal ; an liour probably chosen out of consideration to 
the innocent little urchins then let out of school, for they are a 
race notoriously fond of shying, pitching, jerking, pelting, flinging, 
slinging — in short, professors of throwing in all its branches. The 
public officer presented me first with a north front, and there I was — 
" God save the mark ! " — like a cock at Shrovetide, or a lay-figure in 
a Shooting Gallery 1 

The storm commenced. Stones began to spit — mud to mimle — 
cabbage-stallcs thickened into a shower. Now and then came a dead 
kitten — sometimes a living cur ; anon an egg would hit me on the eye, 
an ofiencc I was obliged to wink at. There is a strange appetite in 
human kind for pelting a fellow-creature. A travelling China-man 
actually thrpw away twopence to have a pitch at me with a pipkin ; 
a Billingsgate huckster treated too with a few herrings, not by any 
means too stale to be purchased in St. Giles's ; while the weekly 
halfpence of the schoolboys went towards the support of a Coster- 
monger and his Donkey, who supplied them vrith eggs fit for throwing, 
and for nothing else. I con- 
fess this last description of 
missiles, if missiles they might 
be called that never miss'd, 
annoyed me more than all the 
Test; however, there was no 
remedy. There I was forced 
to stand, taking up my livery, 
and a vile livery it was ; or, 
as a wag expressed it, " be- 
ing made free of the Pelt- 
mongers." 

It was time to appeal to 
my resources. I had read 
somewhere of au Italian, who, 
hy dint of mental abstraction, 
had rendered himself uncon- 
scious of the rack, and while whit hitsit bf — mi-»t. 
the executioners were tugging, 

wrenching, twisting, dislocating, and breaking joints, sisews, and 
bones, was perchance in fancy only performing his diurnal Gymnastics, 
or undergoing an amicable Shampooing. The pillory was a milder 
instrument than the rack, and I had naturally a lively imagination ; it 
seemed plausible, therefore, that I might make shift to be pelted in my 
absence. To attain a scene as remote as possible from pain, I selected 
one of absolute pleasure for the experiment ; no other, in truth, than 
that Persian Paradise, the Garden of Gul, at the Feast of Roses. 
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Flapping tbe wings of Fancy with all my might, I was speedily in 
those Boweis of BUbs, and at high lotnps vrith Houri and Peii,— 

" Flinging roBes at each other." 

Bnt, alas, for mental abstraction ! The Tery first bud hit ine with 
stone-like vehemence ; my next lose, of the cabbage kind, breathed 
only a rank cabbage fragrance ; and in another moment the clane of 
a fiying cat scratched me back into myself; and there I was again, in 
full pelt in the pillory I 

My first fifteen minutes, the only quarter I met with, had now 
elapsed, and my face was turned towards the East. The first object 
my one eye fell upon was a heap of Macadamization, and I confess I 
never thought of calculating the number of stones in such a hillock, 
till I saw the mob preparing to cast them up ! 

I expected to be lithographed on the spot ! Inatinct suggested to 
me that the only way to save my life was by dying ; so dropping my 
head and hands, and closing my last eye with a terrific groan, I 
expired for the present. The ruie took efiect. Supposing me to be 
defunct, the mob refused to kill me. Shouts of " Murder ! Shame ! 
Shame! No Pillory !" burst from all quarters. The Pipkin-monger 
abused the Fishwoman, who rated the Schoolboys ; tliuy in turn fell 
foul of the Costermouger, who was hissing and groaning at the whole 
aesembly ; and finally, a philanthropic Constable took the whole group 
into custody. In the mean time I was taken down, laid with a sack 
over me in a cart, and driven off to a Hospital, my body seeming a 
very proper present to St. Bartholomew's or St. Thomas's, biit my 
dothes fit for nothing bnt Guy*. 



A SINGULAR EXHIBITION AT SOMEKSET HOUSE. 

*^ Our CrummlB ia & dainty cow-^— Scotch Sonu. 

Oh that first Saturday in May, 

When Loida and Ladies, great and grand, 

Rep^ to see what each R. A. 

Has done since last they sought the Strand, 

In red, brown, yellow, green, or blue, 

In short, what's call'd the private view, 

Amongst the guests — the deuce knows how 

She got in there without a row — 

There came a large and vnlgar dame 

With arms deep red, and face the same, 

Showing in temper not a Saint ; 

No one could guess for why she came, 

Unless perchance to " scour the Paint." 

From wall to wall she fbrc'd her way, 
Elbow*d Lord Durham — ^pok'd Lord Grey — 
Stamp'd Stafford's toes to maka him move. 
And Devonshire's Duke received a shove ; 
Tie great Lord Chancellor felt her nlidge. 
She made the Vice, his Honour, budge, 
And gave a pinch to Park the Judge. 
As for the ladies, in this stir, 
The highest rank gave way to her. 
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From number am and number two, 
She search'd the pictures through and through, 
. On benches stood, to inspect the high one*, 
And squatted down to scan the shy ones. 
And as she went from part to part, 
A deeper red each cheek became, 
Her very eyes lit up in flame, 
That made each looker-on exclaim, 
" Really an ardent love of art !" 
Alas, amidst her inquisition. 
Fate brought her to a sad condition ; 
She might have run against Lord Milton, 
And still have stared at deeds in oil. 
But ah ! her picture-joy to spoil, 
She came full butt on Mr. Hilton. 

The Keeper mute, with staring eyes, 
Like a lay-figure for surprise. 
At last thus stammered out ^^ How now ? 
Woman — where, woman, is your ticket. 
That ought to let you through our wicket ? " 
Says woman, " Where is David's Cow ?" 

Said Mr. H , with expedition, 

There's no Cow in the Exhibition. 

" No Cow !"-— but here her tongue in verity. 

Set off with steam and rail celerity — 

" No Cow ! there an't no Cow, then the more's the shame and pity. 

Hang you and the B. A. 's, and all the Hanging Committee ! 

No Cow — but hold your tongue, for you need'nt talk to me — 

You can't talk up the Cow, you can't, to where it ought to be — 

I have'nt seen a picture high or low, or any how. 

Or in any of the rooms to be compared with David's Cow ? 

You may talk of your Landseers, and of your Coopers, and your Wards, 

Why lumging is too good for them, and yet here they are on cords ! 

They're only fit for window frames, and shutters, and street doors, 

David will paint ^em any day at Bed Lions or Blue Boars, — 

Why Morland was a fool to him, at a little pig or sow — 

It's really hakd it a'nt hung up— I could cry about the Cow ! 

But I know well what it is, and why — ^they're jealous of David's fame. 

But to vent it on the Cow, poor thing, is a cruelty and a shame. 

Do you think it might hang bye and bye, if you cannot hang it now ? 

David has made a party up, to come and see his Cow. 

If it only hung three days a week, for an example to the learners. 

Why can'^t it hang up, turn about, with that picture of Mr. Tiufner's ? 

Or do you think from Mr. Etty, you need apprehend a row. 

If now and then you cut him down to hang up David's Cow ? 

I caa*t think where their tastes have been, to not have such a creature. 
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Although I say, that should not say, it was prettier than Nature ; 

It must bs hung— and shall be hung, for Mr. H '■, I tow, 

I daren't takehome the catalogue, unless it's got the Coir ! 

As we only want it to be seen, I should not eo much care, 

If it was only round the stone man's neck, a^iOTning up the stair. 

Ot down there in the marble room where all the figures' stand. 

Where one of them three Qracca might just hold it in her band— 

Or may be Bailey's Charity the favour would allow, 

It would really be a charity to hang up David's cow. 

We haven't no where else to go if you don't hang it here, 

The Water-Oolour place allows no oilman to' appear — 

And the British Gallery sticks to Dutch, Teniers, and Gerrard Douw, 

And the Suifolk Gallery will not do — it's not a Suffolk Cow : 

I wish you'd seen him painting her, he hardly took his meaU 

Till she was ptunted on the hoard correct from head to heels ; 

His heart and sonl was in his Cow, and almost made him shabby, 

He hardly whipp'd the boys at all, or help'd to nurse the babby. 

And when he bad her all complete and painted over red. 

He got flo grandi I really thought him going off his head. 

Now hang it, Mr, Hilton, do just hang it any how. 

Poor David, ne will hang himself, unless you hang his Cow.— 

And if it's uncunvenient and 4rawn too big by half — 

David sha'nt send next year except a very little calf. 



THE YEOMANRY. 

^ Amongst the agitations of the dayj there is none more nnaccoantalde 
to a peaceable man in a time of peace, than the resistance to the dis- 
banding of the Yeomanij. It is of course impoasible for any one so 
nnconnected with party as myself, to divine the ministerial motives 
for the measure ; but judging from my own experience, I should hare 
expected that every private at least, would have mounted his best 
hunter to make a jump at the offer. It appears, however, that a part 
of the military body in question betrays a strong disinclination to 
dismiss ; and certain troops have even o^ed their services gratuitously, 
and been accepted, although it is evident that such a troop, to be con- 
astent, ought to refuse, when called upon to act, to make any charge 
whatever. 

Amongst my Scottish reminiscences, I have a vivid recollection of 
once encountering, on the road from Dundee to Perth, a party of 
soldiers, having in their custody a poor fellow in the garb of a peasant, 
and secured by handcuffs. lie looked somewhat melancholy, as he 
well might, under the uncertainty whether he was to be flogged vrithin 
an inch of his life, or shot to death, for such were the punishments of 
hisoSenco, which I understood to be desertion, or disbanding himself 
without leave. It was natural to conclude, that no ordinary disgust at 
a military life would induce a man to incut such heavy penalties. With 
what gratitude would he have accepted hia discharge 1 He would 
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Hutely have embraced the offer of being let off with the alacrity of 
gunpowder ! And yet he 
■was a regular,iii thereceipt 
of pay, and with the pros- 
pect and opportunity, so 
rare to our yeomanry, 6f 
winning laurels, and covet- , 
ing himself with glory ! j 

It has been argued, on 
high authority, as a reason 
for retaining the troops in 
question, that they are the 
most coitxtitutumal force 
that could he selected ; and 
truly of theirgeneral robust- 
ness there can be but one ^ 
opinion. However, if a ■ 
domestic' force of the kind 
ought to be -Jcept up, 
would it not be udvisable, 
and humane, and fair, to 
give the manufacturing 

body a turn, and form "■.»« ye could b. DiiBABDv'D." 

troops of the sedentary 

weavers and other artisans, 'ffho stand so much more in need of out-of- 
door exercise ? Thefarmer,from the nature of his busine33,ha9fte/i^ Days 
enough, to say nothing of the charges and throwings off he enjoyainhunt- 
ing and coursing, besides riding periodically to and from market, or 
the neighbouring fairs. Indeed, the true English yeoman is generally, 
thanks to these sports aud employments, so constantly in the saddle, 
that instead of volunteering into any cavalry, it might be supposed he 
would bo glad to feel his own legs a little, and enjoy the househoid 
comforts of the chimney-comer and the elbow-ohair. As regards their 
effectiveness, I have had the pleasure of seeing a troop fire at a target 
for a subscription silver cup ; and it convinced me, that if I had felt 
inclined to roatt them, their own Jire wm the very beat one for my 
purpose. On another occasion I had the gratification of beholding a 
charge, and as they succeeded in dispersing themselves, it may be 
infeored that they might possibly do as much by a mob. Still there 
seemed hardly excitement enougb or amusement enough, except to the 
apeotators, in such playing at soldiers, to induce honest, beaity, fox- 
hunting farmers, to wish to become veterans. To tell the truth, I 
have heard before now, repentant grumblings from practical agricultu- 
rists, who had too rashly adopted the uniform, and have seen even 
their horses betray an inclination to back out of the line. The more 
therefore is my surprise on all acoonnts, to hear that the Yeomanry are 
so nnwilling to bo dispensed with, and reeved from inactive service ; 
yr though die soug tells us of a " Soldier tir'd of war's alarms," then 
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is no doubt that to a toldier of ftpirit, tiie most tireftomo thing in th« 
world is to have no alanns at all. 

In the mean time, I have been at tome pains to ascertain the senti* 
ments of the yeowomanry on the subject^ and if they all feel in 
common with Dame, the disbanding will be a most popular measure 
amongst the farmers' wives. I had no sooner communicated the news, 
through the old lady's trumpet, than she exclaimed, that '^ it was the 
best hearing she had had for many a long day I . The Sogering work 
imsettled both men and horses — ^it took her husband's head off his 
business^ and it threw herself off the old mare, at the last fair, along 
of a showman's trumpet. Besides, it set all the farm senrants a-sogering 
too, and when they went to the Wake, only oM Roger came back 
again to say they had all 'listed. They had more sense, howeyer, than 
their master, for they all wanted to be disbanded the next morning. 
As for the master, he'd never been the same man since he put on the 
uniform; but had got a hectoring swaggering way with him, as if 
everybody that did nt agree in politics, and especially about the Com 
Bill, was to be bored and slashed with sword and pistoL Then there 
was the constant dread that in his practising, out six would either 
come home to him, or do a mischief to his neighbours ; and after a 
reviewing there was no bearing him, it put him so up in his stirrups, and 
on coming home, he'd think nothing of slivering off aU the hollyoaki 
as he brandished and flourished up the front garden. Another thing, 
and that was no trifle, was the accidents ; she could'nt tell how it was, 
whether he thought too much of himself, and too little of his horse, 
but he always got a tumble with the yeomanry, though he'd fox^htmt 
by the year together without a fall. What was worse, a fkll always 
made him crusty, and when he was crusty, he made a point to get into 
his cups, which made him more crusty still. Thank God, as yet he 
had never been of any use to his country, and it was her daily prayer 
that he might never be called out, as he had so many enemies and 
old grudges in the neighbourhood, there would be sure to be murde? 
on one side or the other. For my own part, she concluded, I think the 
Parliament is quite right in ^ese hard times to turn the hxmetu' 
swords again into ploughshares, for they have less to care about the 
rising of rioters than the falling of wheat." The old lady then hunted 
out what she called a yeomanry letter from her husband's brother, 
and having her permission to make it public, I have thought proper to 
xshristen it 

AN UNFAVOURABLE REVIEW. 



« Yoa miMmbtr Pbiliphaugh, 8ir?** 

" Umph 1 ** laid the Major, '* tiie less we say about that, John/^the better/* 

Old Mort4Lity. 



To Mr, Robert Cherry, the Orchard, Kent. 
DnAii Bob, — It*B no use your making more stir about the barley. 
Business has no business to stand before king and country, and I 

m2 
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couldn't- go to Ashford Maiket and the Review at tlie eame time. 

The Etu*! called out the Yeomanry for a grand field day at Bumper 

Daggle Bottom Common, and to say nothing of ite being my borae duty 

to attend, 1 wouldn't have lost my sight for the whole barley in Kent. 

Besides the Earl, the great .. 

Duke did us the honour to ^ 

come and see the troops go ' 

through eTerything, and it 

rained all the time. Except 

for the crops, a more nnfa- 

vouring day couldn't have ' 

been picked out for man or 

beast, and many a nag has ^ 

got a consequential cough. >. 

The ground was very 
good, with only one leap that ^ 
nobody took, but the weather - 
was terribly against. It blew : 
equinoxioos gales, imd rained 
like watering pots with the 
rose off. But as somebody ^ 
said, one cannot always have , 
their reviews cut and dry. 

We Bet out from Ashford 
at ten, and was two hours ^^ „ 

getting to Bumper Daggle ' 

Bottom Common, hut it's full six mile. The Bumper Daggle's dress 
is rather handsome and fighting like— blue, having a turn-up with 
white, and we might have been called cap-a-pee, hut Mr. P. the con- 
tractor of onr caps, made them all too small for our heads. Luckily 
the clothes fit, except Mr. Lambert's, who couldn't find a jacket big 
enough ; but he scorned to shrink, and wore it loose on his shoulder, 
like a hnssar. As for arms, we bad all sorts, and as regards horses, I 
am sorry to say all sorts of legs — what with splints, and quitters, and 
ring-bone, and grease. The Major's, I noticed, had a bad spavin, and 
was no better for being fired with a ramrod, which old Clinker the 
blacksmith forgot to take out of his piece. 

We mustard very strong, — about sixty — besides two volunteers, one 
an invalid, because be had been ordered to ride for exercise, and the 
other because he liad nothing else to do, and he did nothing when he 
came. We must have been a disagreeable site to eyes as is unafiected 
towards Qovemment, — though bow Hopper's horse would behave in 
putting down riots I can't guess, for he did nothing bntmake revolutions 
himself, as if be was still in the thrashing mill. But you know 
yomanry an't reglers, and can't he expected to be veterans all at 
once. The worst of our mistakes was about the cullers. Old Enugn 
Cobb, of the Wliite Horse, has a Political Union club meets at his 
house, and when be came to unfurl, he had brought the wrong flag: 
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instead of "Boyal Bumper Daggle," it was "No Boromongers.' 
It made & reglar horee laugh among the cavaliy ; and Old Cobb took 
such dudgeon at us, he deserted home to the White Horse, and cut 
the concern without drawing a sword. The Captain ordered Jack 
Blower to sound the recal to him, but sum wag on the rout had stuck 
a bung up his tinmpet ; and he gallopped off just as crusty about it as 
Old Cobb. Our next trouble was with Simkin, but you know he is 
any thing bnt Simkin and Martial. He rid one of his own docked 
waggou-horsea — but for appearance sake had tied on a long legulation 
iabe tale, that made his horse kick astonishing, till his four loose shoes 
fiew off like a game at koits. Of course nobody liked to stand uigh 
him, and he was oblig- 
ed , to be drawn up in 
nngle order by himself, 
bnt not having any one 
to talk to, he soon got 
weary of it, and left 
the ground. This was 
some excuse for him— 
but not for Dale, that 
deserted &om his com- 
pany, — some said his 
horse bolted witlujiim, 
but I'll swear I seed 
him spur. Up to this 
we had only one more 
deserter, and that was 
Marks, on his iron-grey 
mare ; for she heard 
her foal whinnying at 
home, and attended to 
that call more than to 

a deaf and dumb truni- aumo a mvitw. 

pet. Biggs didn't come at all j he had his nag stole that very morn- 
ing, as it was waiting for him, pistols and all. 

What with these goings off and gaps our tanks got in such disorder, 
that the Earl, tho' he is a Tory, was obliged to act as a rank Reformer. 
We got into line middling well, as &r as the different sizes of our 
borsefl would admit, and the Duke rode up and down us, and I am 
sorry to say was compelled to a reprimand. Morgan Giles had been 
at a fox hunt the day before, and persisted in wearing the brush as a 
feaither in his cap. As fox tails isn't regulation, his Grace ordered it 
out, hut Morgan was very high, and at last threw up his commission 
into a tree and trotted home to Wickham Hall, along with Private 
Dick, who, as Morgan's whipper-in, thought he was under obligations 
to follow his master. 

We got thro' sword exercise decent well, — only Barber shaved 
Crofts' mare with his saber, which he needn't have done, as she was 
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clipt befof e ; and Holdsworth slashed off his cob's off ear. It was but 
and run with her in course ; and I hope he got safe home. We don't 
know what Hawksley might have thrusted, as his sword objected to 
be called out in wet weather, and stuck to its sheath like pitch ; but 
k© went thro all the Quts very correct with his umbrella. For my 
own part, candour compels to state I swished off my left hand man'^ 
feather; but tho' it might have been worse, and I apologized as 
well as I could for my horse fretting, he was foolish enough to huff at, 
and swear was done on purpose, and so gallopped home, I suspect, to 
write me a calling out challenge. Challenge or not, if I fight him 
with anything but fists, I'm not one of the Yeomanry. An accident's 
an accident, and much more pardonable than Hawksley opening his 
umbrella plump in the face of the Captain'^s blood charger ; and ten 
times more mortifying for an ofl&cer to be carried back willy-nilly to 
Ashford, in the very middle of the Review. Luckily before Hawksley 
frightened any more, he was called off to hold his umbrella over Mrs. 
H., as Mrs. Morgan had taken in nine ladies, and oould'nt acconunodate 
more in her close carriage, without making it too close. 

After sword exercise we shot pistols, and I must say, very well and 
distinct ; only, old Dunn didn' t fire ; but he's deaf as a post, and I 
wonder how he was called out. Talking of volleys, I am sorry to say 
we fired one before without word of command ; but it was all thro' 
Day on his shooting pony putting up a partridge, and in the heat of 
the n)(^fnt letting fly, and as be is our frigelman we all did the same. 
Lucky ftwf the bird it was very strong on the wing, or the troop must 
have brought it down ; howsomever the Earl looked very ^ve, and 
said something that Day did'nt choose to take from him, b^ng a 
qualified mant and taking out a reglar license, so he went off to his 
own grcmndi where he might shoot without being called to account. 
Contrary to rtaion and expectation, ther^ was very few horses shied at 
the firing ; but we saw Bluff lying full length, and was afraid it was a 
bust; but we found his horse, being a very quiet one, had run 
away from the noise. He was throwd on his back in the mud, but 
reftised to leave the ground. Being a man of spirit, and military 
inclind, he got up behind Bates ; but Bates's horse objecting to such 
back-gammon, rear'd and threw doublets. As his knees was broke, 
Bates and Bluff was forced to lead him away, and the troop lost two 
more men, tho* for once against their own wills. 
(S^ As for Roper he had bragged how he could stand fire, but seeing a 
great light over the village, he set off full Swing to look after his ricks 
and haras. 

The next thing to be done was charging, and between you and mc, 
I was most anxious about that, as many of us could only ride up to a 
certain piick. As you've often been throwd you'll know what I mean : 
to tell the truth, when the word came, I seed some lay hold of their 
saddles, but Barnes had better have laid hold of any thing else in the 
world, for it tumd round with him at the first start. Simpkin fell at 
the fiame time insenisibly, but the doctor dismounted and was r&ry 
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b&ppy to attend him without making any charge whaiatar. All th< 
T eat went off g&llantlj', either gallopping or cantering, iho' at ibey mj 
at Canterbarj races, their was some wonderTul tailing on aoeount of 
the difference of the naga. Orimsby's marc waa the last of the lot, and 
for her backwurdnesa in charging wa called her the Uate of Brist<^ 
but he took the jest no better than Cobb did, and when we wheei'd to 
the right he was left. Between friends, I was not Bony when the 
word came to pull ap,— such croasing, and joslmg, and foul ridiqg ; 
but two farmers seemed to like it, for they never halted when the nst 
did, but gallopped on out of sight. I have since heard they had 
matched their two naga the day before to run two miles for a 
sovereign ; I don't think a sovereign should divert n man from his 
king; but I can't write the 
result as they never came I 
back, — I suppose on account 
of the wet. The rains, to I 
speak cavalry like, had got 
beyond bearing rains ; and 
when we formed line again 
it waa like a laundress's 
clothes line, for there wasn't 
a dry ehirt on it. One man 
on a lame horse rode par- 
ticularly restive, and ob- 
jected in such critical wea- 
ther to a long review. He 
ivouldn't be cholora tnor- 
bus'd, he said, for Duke or 
Devil, but should put his 
hone up and go home by 
the blue Stage ; by way of 
answer he waa ordered to 
give up his armi and his 
jacket, which he did very 

off hand as it was wet ,^ objectioh to ihossisc thh Lrm, 

thro'. Howsomever it was 

thought pradent to diap^iae with ua till fine weather, so we was 
formed into s cirolo — 9 bobble square, and the Duke thanked us in ft 
short speech for being ao regular, and loyal, and soldier-like, after 
which every man that had kept his aeat gave three cheers. 

On the whole the thing might liave been very gntifying, but on 
reviewing the Field day, tite aathmaa and agues are uneommonly 
Bomerous, and to eay nothing of the horses that ore amiea vrith cofb 
and colds — there are three dead and soven lame for life. The Earl has 
been very much blamed under the roae among the privates, for fixing 
on a Hunting day, which I forgot to say, carried away a dozen that 
Vfcre mounted on their hunters. I am sorry to aay there w.ia so few 
eft at the end of ^, as to suffer themselves to be hissed into the town 
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by the little boya and gals, and called the Horse Gomerila ; and that 
conseqnently the corpse aa a body, ia as good as defanct. Not that 
there were many resign'd at the end of the review, as his Lordship 
gave a grand dinner on the following day to the troop ; but I am sorry 
to say, a great many was so nnhandsome as to throw up the very day 
alter. The common ezcose among tbem was something of not liking 
to wet their swords against their countrymen. 

For my own part as the yomaniy cannot go on, I shall stick to it 
honorably, and as any man of spirit would do in my case ; but dont be 
afnud of my attending Market, come what will, and selling the barl^ 
at the best quotation. 

I am, dear Brother, 

Tour's and the Colonel's to command, 

Janes Chkkry. 

P.8. — I foi^ot to tell what will make you laugh. Barlow wouldn't 
ride with spurs, because, he said, they made his horse prick his ears. 
Our poor corps, small as it 
is, I understand is like to 
act in divisions. Some wish 
to be infantry instead of 
cavaby; and the farmers 
from the hop grounds want 
to be Polish Lancers. 

I have just learned Bal- 
lard, and nine more of the ' 
men, was ordered to keep 
the ground ; hut it seems 
they left before the Troop 
came on it. They say in 
excuse, they stood in the 
rain till they were ready to 
drop; and as we didn't 
come an hour atier time, 
they thought everything 
was postponed. "' None 
but the brave," they said, 
" deserve the f^ ;" and till 
it toiM fair, they wouldn't 
attend again. ^^"'^ ometns. 

The mare you lent Ballard, I am sorry to say, got kicked in several 
places, and had her shoulder put out ; we was advised to give her a 
swim in the sea, and 1 am still more sorry to say, in swimming her vre 
drownded her. As for my own nag, I am afraid he has got string- 
halt ; but one comfort is, I think it diverts him from kicking. 



I'M GOING TO BOMBAY. 



" Nolbing venture, nothing have."— Olo Piio 



Mr hair is brown, my eyes are bl 
Aod reclcoD'd rather bnght ; 
I'm shapely, if they tell me true. 
And just the proper height ; 
My akin has been admired in ver 
And Called as fair ae day — 
If I am fair, so much iho worse, 
I'm going to Bombay ! 



I've been to Bath and Chelteahani 

Wells, 
Bui not their ipringg to sip — 
To Kamagate — not to pick up sheila, — 
To Brighton — not to (fip. 
I've tout'd the Lakes, and icour'd the 

From Scarboro' to Torquay — 

But tbo' of time I've made the moit, 

I'm going to Bombay I 



At school I paued with some itliil ; 
I leara'd my French in France ; 
De WInt gave leSBons how to draw, 
Aod D'Egvilie how to dance ;— 
Cre»elli taught me how to sing. 
And Cramer bow to play — 
It really is the itranyeat thing— 
I'm going to Bombay I 



By Pa and Ma I m daily told 

To marry now'* my time, 

For though I'm very far fram old, 

I'm rather in ray prime. 

TTiey say while we have any Eun 

We ought to make our hay — 

And India haB bo hot an one, 

I'm going to Bombay ! 



lU OOINQ TO BOUBAT. 



My con sin writes fiom Hyderapot 
My only chance to snatch, 
And Bays tbe climate is so hot, 
It'e sure to light a match.— 
She's married to a Bon of Marf, 
With very handaome pay. 



Farewell, farewell, my parents dear, 
Mj friends, farewell to them I 
And oh, what costs a sadder tear. 
Good bye, to Mr. M! — 
If I should find an Indian vault. 
Or fall a tiger'g prey. 



And swears I ought to thank my stan Or steep in salt, it's ail hit fault, 
a going to Bombay ! I'm going to Bombay ! 






She says that I iball much delight 
To taste their Indian treats. 
But what she likes may turn me 
Their strange outlandish meats. 
If I can eat rupees, who knows 
Or dine, the Indian way. 
On doolies and on bungalows — 
I'm going to Bombay! 



That line new teak-built ship, tbe Foi, 
A.I. — Commander Bird, 
Now lying in the London Docks, 
Will sail on May the Third ; 
Applj for passage or for freight. 
To Micbol, Scott, and Gray- 
Pa bas applied and leal'd my fate — 
I'm going to Bombay! 



She says that I shall much enjoy,— 
I don't know what she means, — 
To take the ur and buy some toy, 
In my own palankeens, — 
1 like to drive mv pony-cbair. 
Or ride our dapple grej — 
But elephants are horses there — 
I'm going to Bombay I 



My heart is foil — ^my trunks as well ; 

My mind and caps made up. 

My corsets shap'd by Mrs. Bell, 

Are promised ere I sup j 

With boots and shoes, Rifarta's best. 

And dresses by Duce, 

And a special license in my chest — 

I'm going to Bombay ! 
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"LOOK BEPOEE YOU LEAP.- 

" Fallgn, fillBD, fallen." DavcKH. 

Mr father being what is called a hHoub taUow-chandlflr, having 
nipplied the Baptist Meetbg-hOnse of Nantwioh with dipt for man^ 
yeara, intended to make me a field-preaching miniit«r. Alaa ! my 
books were plays, my sermonH Boliloquiea. Yoa would not have 
wondered, had you aeen me then, with my large dark eyes, my per- 
manent nose, and a mouth to which my picture doe* but aoanty justice. 
In large theatres these may be bnt secondary oonsiderations ; but a 
figure symmetrical as mine must have been seen through all space. 
Accordingly, I eloped with the young lady who used to rehearse my 
Heroines with me, and came to London, where, after wo had studied 
together till I was in debt, and she, as " ladies wish to be who love 
their lords," I began applying to the managers for leave to make my 
tMiiit. I will not describe to you the neglect and rudeness I cxperi* 
enced ! It did not abate my enthusiasm ; but so true it is, " while 
the gran grows" — the proverb is somewhat mnsty, — ^that I had soon 
nothing hut musty bread on which to feed my hopes, and b<^>eful wife. 
One burning spring day 
I roved as far as the 
fields near Greenwich, j 
and, book in hand, went 
through Romeo, thongb 
but to a shy audience, 
for the sheep all took to 
their trotters, and the 
crows to their wings, and 
not without eauw. (That 
joke teat mine, let who 
will have claimed it.) 

Suddenly somabody 
hisMd; it could not be 
the sheep, and no geese 
were near. At that in- 
stant a very elegant man, 
stepping from behind a 
tree, thus accosted me :— 

*' Sir, I have heard 
Ton with delight. I 
can procure you an en- 
gagement, not perhaps for the Bomaos, but all great acton have naen 
by slow degrees, and the best of them has, at his outset, been attacked 
by some snake in the grass." He now pointed out the reptile, who 
shink away, looking heartily aahuned of himself. The gentleman 
continued, " Mr. Richardson and Company are now acting at the fair. 
I am his acene-painter ; see here, I have sketched you in your happiest 
attitude. Come with me." W« went to the booth. I was hired ; 
but, unlaokily, my powers bwng Suittd tor a l»rg« stage, m ot»- 



172 I.O0E BEFORE YOU LEAF. 

powered my prsaent audience, that I iras taken out of all speaking 
parts, for feai of ^ital oonaequenceB. Nevertheless, my grace in pro- 
cessions soon raised so much jealousy against me, that in the autumn 
Master recommended me to one of the Minors in town, where, for 
twice as much salary, I was oeTcr expected to appear before the 
cnrtiun, but to make myself useful among the carpenters and scene- 
sfaifters. That Chiistmae, during the rehearsal of a Pantomime, four 
of us were set to catch an Hailequin, each to bold the comer of a 
blanket, and be ready 
for his jump through 
the scene. Alas! one 
gentleman brought his 
pot, and one his pipe, 
and the third an incU- 
nation for a snooze. 
Two were asleep, and 
one drtuning the last 
drops of stout &om the j 
pewter. I alone up- 1 
held my comer from the f 
boards, when tiie awful 1 
leap came on na, like a 
star-shoot. Z still see - 
the momentary gleam of a 
that strait, spangled, m 
fiah-ltke, head-long fi-1 
gure. Can, candle, bot- 
tle, pipes, all crashed 
beneath the heavy tum- 
bler. With a torreut 

of apologies, we scram- maiECTiBo to join ik t citch. 

bled up, in the dark, to raise the fallen hero ; bat there he lay, on his 
face, with legs and arms out spread, as we could feel, without sense, 
or sound, or motion, cold, stiff, and dead I For an instant all was 
horrid silence ; we were us breathless as he. I resolved to give myself 
up to justice, yet found voice in the boldness of innocence to diout 
" Help ! LightB ! All his bones are broken !" ' " And all yours duUi 
be, ye dogs!" cried a voice. We looked up; there stood one Harle- 
quin over us alive ; there lay another under us, without a chance of 
ever more peeping through the blanket of the dturk. That the speaker 
waa no ghost we were soon convinced, as his magic bat battered us. 
The truth was, he had throvrn at us the stuSed Harlequin used in 
flying ascents, to try our vigilance, before he risked his own neck. I 
fdt, however, that I might have been of a party who had killed a man. 
It was a judgment on* me for being in such a plac^ with any less 
excuse thaa that of acting Romeo. I took my wife and babe hack to 
Cheshire. We knelt at my father's feet, promising to serve in the 
diop ; fortnnately it was oue of his melting days ; he r^sed us to his 
uma,^we formed a tabUau geiKraie^sjii the cnrtain dropped. ' 



ODE 

TO THE ADVOCATES FOR THE REMOVAL OF 8M1THFIBLD MARKET. 

" SweejHng our flocks and herdi." — Doi'OLi;. 
O PHILANTHROPIC moil ! — 

For this address I need not make apology — 
Wlio aim at clearing out the Sraithfield pen. 
And plantiBg further off its vile Zoology — 

Permit me thus to tell, 

I like your efforts well. 
For routing that great nest of Hornithology ! 

Be not diiinay'd, although repulsed at first, 
And driven from their Horse, and Pig, and Lamb parts, 
Charge on ! — you shall upon their homworka burst, 
And carry all their BuU-^aik.a and their i^am-parts. 

Go on, yo wholesale drovers ! 
And drive away the Smithfield flocks and herds ! 

As wild as Tartar-Curds, 
That come so fat, and kicking, from their clovers. 
Off with them all ! — those restive brutes, that vex* 
Onr streets, and plunge, and lange, and butt, and battle ; 

And save the female sex 
From being cow'd — like IS — by the cattle ! 



Fancy,— when droves appear on 
Ihe hill of Holbom, roaring from its top, — 
Your ladies — ready, as they ewn, to drop. 
Taking tliemselvearto Thomson's with a T«ar-o> 

Or, in St. Martin's Lane, 
Scared by a Bullock, in a frisky vein, — 
Fancy the terror of your timid daughters, 

While ruihing souse 

Into a coffee-bouse, 
To find it—Slaughter's ! 

Or fancy thia :— 
Walking along the street, some stranger Miss, 
Her head with no audi thought of danger laden 
When suddenly 'tis "Aries Taurus Virgo ! " — 
You don't know Latin, I translate it ergo. 
Into your Areas a Bull throws the Maiden ! 



Think of some poor old crone 
Treated, just like a penny, with a tou ! 
At that vile spot now grown 
So generally known 
Ffxt making a Cow C^b 1 
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Nay, fancy your own selyea far off from stall, 
Or shed, or shop — and that an Ox infuriate 

Just pins you to the wall, 
Giving you a strong dose of Oxy-Muriate I 

Methinks I hear the neighbours that live round 

The Mai:ket-ground 
Thus make appeal unto their civic fellows— 
*' ''Tis well for you that live apart — unable 

To hear this brutal Babel, 
But ouijlrmdes are troubled with their bellotos.'^ 

" Folks that too freely sup 

Must e'en put up 
With their own troubles if they can t digest ; 

But we must needs regard 

The case as hard 
That others victuals should disturb our rest, 
That from our sleep your food should start and jump us ! 

We like, ourselves, a steak, 

But, Sirs, for pity's sake ! 
We don't want oxen at our doors to rump-tu / 

If we do doze — ^it really is too bad ! 
We constantly are roar d awake or rung. 

Through bullocks mad 
That run in all the ' Night Thoughts ' of our Young ! " 

Such are the woes of sleepers — now let^s take 
The woes of those that wish to keep a Wake ! 
Oh think ! when Wombwell gives his annual feasts. 
Think of these '* Bulls of Basan," far from mild ones ; 

Such fierce tame beasts. 
That nobody much cares to see the Wild ones ! 

Think of the Show woman, ** what shows a Dwarf," 

Seeing a red Cow come 

To swallow her Tom Thumb, 
And forc'd with broom of birch to keep her off! 

Think, too, of Messrs. Eichardson and Co., 
When looking at their public private boxes. 

To see in the back row 
Three live sheep's heads, a porker's, and an Ox's ! 
Think of their Orchestra, when two horns come 
Through, to accompany the double drum ! 



Or, in ite midst of murder and remoreee, 
Just when the Ghost is certain, 
A great rent in the curtain, 

And enter two toll skeletons — of Horses ! 

Great Philanthropies ! pray urge these topics ! 
Upon the Solemn Councils of ttie Nation, 
Get a Bill soon, and give, some noon. 
The Bulls, a Bull of Excommunication ! 



Let the old Fair have iur-play aa its right, 

And to each show and sight 
Ye shall be treated with a, Free List latitude ; 

To Richardson's Stage Dramas, 

Dio — and Cosmo— -ram as. 

Giants and Indians wild. 

Dwarf, Sea Bear, and Fat Child, 
And tliat most rare of Shows — a Show of Gratitude ! 



DRAWN FOR A SOLDIER. 

I WAS once— for a few honrs only — in the militia. I suspect I was 
in part answerable for my own mishap. There is a story in Joe 
MiUer of a man, who, being pretied to serve his Majesty on another 
element, pleaded his polite breeding, to the gang, as a good ground of 
exemption ; but was told that the crew being a set of sad unmannerly 
doge, a Chesterfield was the very character they wanted. The militia- 
men acted, I preenme, on tlfe same principle. Tlieir customary schedule 
was forwarded to me, at Brighton, to fill up, and in a moment of 
incautious hilarity — induced, perhaps, by the absence of all business or 
employment, escept pleasure— I wrote myself down in the descriptive 
column as " Quite a Gentleman." 

The consequence followed immediately. A precept, addressed by 
the High Constable of "Westminster to the Low ditto of the parish of 
St. M*****, and endorsed with my name, informed me that it had 
turned up in that involuntary lottery, the Ballot. 

At sight of the Orderly, who thought proper to deliver the docu- 
ment into no other hands than mine, my mother-in-law cried, and my 
wife fainted on the spot. They had no notion of any distinctions in 
military service — a soldier was a soldier — and they imi^ned that, on 
the very morrow, I might be ordered abroad to a fresh Waterloo. 
They were unfortunately ignorant of that benevolent provision which 
absolved the militia from going out of the kingdom — " except in case 
of an invasion." In vain I represented that we were " locals ;" they 
had heard of local diseases, and thought there might be wounds of the 
same description. In vain I exptuned that we were not troops of the 
line ; — they could see nothing to choose between being shot in a line, 
or in any other figure. I told them, next, that I was not obliged to 
"serve myself;" — but they answered, "'twas so much the harder I 
should he obliged to serve any one else." My being sent abroad, they 
eud, wotdd be the death of them ; for they had witnessed, at Rams' 



178 DRAWN FOH A SOLDIER, 

gate, the embarkation of tlie 'Walcheren expedition, and too well 
remembered " the misery of the soldiers* wives at seeing their husbands 
in transports !" ^ 

I told them that, at the very worst,, if I should be sent abroad, there 
was no reason why I |houId not return again ; but they both declared, 
they never did, and never would believe in those " Returns of the 
Killed and Wounded/* 

The discussion was in this stage when it was interrupted by another 
loud single knock at the door, a report equal in its effects on us to that 
of the memorable cannon-shot at Brussels ; and before we could recover 
ourselves, a strapping Serjeant entered the parlour with a huge bow, 
or rather n^n-bow, of party-coloured ribbons in his cap; He came, 
he said, to offer 9, substitute for me ; but I was prevented from reply 
by the indignant females asking him in the same breath, '' Who and 
what did he think could be a substitute for a son and a husband V 

The poor Serjeant looked foolish enough at this turn ; but he was 
still more abashed when the two anxious Ladieg began to cross- 
examine him on the length of his services abroad, and the number of 
liis wounds, the campaigns of the Militia-roan having been oosfined 
doubtless to Hounslow, and his bodily marks militant to the thrte 
stripes on his sleeve. Parrying these awkward questions he endea- 
voured to prevail upon me to see the proposed proxy, a fine young 
fellow, he assured me, of unusual stature ; but I told him it was quite 
an indiffeient point with me whether he was 6-feet-2 (a 2-feet-6, iin 
short whether he was as tall as the flag, or*^' under the standard." 

The truth is, I reflected that it was a time of profound peaee, that a 
civil war, or an invasion, was very unlikely ; and as for an occasioiial 
4rill, that I could make shift, like Lavater, to right-about-face. 

Accordingly I declined seeing the substitute, and dismissed the 
Serjeant wifli a note to the War-Secretary to this purport : — " Th^t I 
oonsidered myself dravm ; and expected therefore to be well quarter tk 
That, imd^r the circumstances of the country, it would probably be 
unnecessary for militi^-men ' to be mustarded ;' but that if his Majesty- 
did ' call me out^ I hoped I should ^ give him 8atisfa(^ion' " 

The females were far from being pleased with this biUet. They 
talked a great deal of moral suicide, wilful murder, and seeking thie 
bubble reputation in the cannon's mouth ; but I shall ever think th^t 
I took the proper course, for, after the lapse of a few hours, two m<Hre 
of the Generars red-coats, or General postmen, bfoiight roe ^ large 
packet sealed with the War-offic^ Seal, and superscribed *' Heni^ 
Harding ;'*'' by whieh I was officially absolved from serving on Horse, 
or on Foot, or on both together, then and thereafter. 

And why, I know noi— unless his Majesty doubted the handsome* 
pess of discharging mo in particular, without letting off the rest ; — bu^ 
so It was, tha^ in a short tim^ afterwards there issued a proclamation, 
by which the services of all militia-men were for the present di^>^[i8ed 
wit^,-^and we were left to pursue our several avocations,-^— of. course, 
all the tighter in our spirits for being disembodied^ 
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ODE FOK ST. CECILIA'S EVE. 



'■ Look onl for hjuiIIi." — Thi Pilot. 



O colli, dear Barney Into, come, 
P«nch forooe nigbt cut apara hii drum 

At well at pipes of Pan ! 
Forget not, Popkloi, your bMSOOn, 
Nor, Mi«Eer Brar, vour horn, at lOon 

At you can leave the Vaa t 
Blind Billj, biing' your violin ; 
MiM Crow, you're great in Cberry 

Ripe! 
And Chubb, your viol mutt drop in 
lit but to Soger Tommy't pipe. 

Ye butcbera, bring your bonei ~\, 
An organ would not be units ; 
If grinding Jipi hat ipouted hii, 

Lendyour's, good Mister Jones. 
Do, hurdy-gurdy Jenny,— do 
Keep lober for an hour or two, 
Muiic't charms to help to paint. 
And, Saody Gray, if you should not 
Vonr bagpipes bring — O tuneful Scot.' 
Conceive (he feelings of the Saint ! 

MUi SCromnKl iisnet an invite. 
For mutie, and turn-out to night 
In hononr of Cecilia's session ; 
But ere you ^o, one moment stop. 
And with al) kindness let me drop 
A bint to yon, and your profession ; 
Imprimit then : Pray keep within 
Tba boBBidt to which your tkiU wtt 

Let the one-handed lAaloae 
Trombone, 
DoB'l~-Bheuniatia i leiae the violia. 
Or Aifany match the horn I 



Don't ever to such rows give biilb, 
As if you had do end on earth, 
Eicept to " wake the lyre ■' 
Don't "stiikethe harp, pray nevcrdo, , 
Till others liHi)^ to strike it too, 
Perpetual harping'a apt to lire ; 
Oh I have heard such flab-and- 
sharpeis, 

I've blest the head 

Of good King Ned, 
For scragging all those old Welsli 
Harpers ! 

Pray, never, ere each tuneful doing,' 
Take a prodigious deal of wooing ; 
And then sit down to thruni the straiv. 
As if you'd never rise aeain — 
The least Cecilia-iike of things ; 
Remember that the Saint has wings. 
I've known Miss Strumniel pause an 

Ere she could " Plucli the Faiieii 

Flower," 
Yet without hesitation, she 
Plunged next into the *' Deep Deep 

Sea,* 

And when on the keys the doei begin. 

Such awful toroientB soon you share, 

Sbe really seems like Milton's " Sin,* 

Holding the keys of — you know 

Never tweak people's ears so toughly 
That uTchiibJike they (Wfi't V'h *»f 
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"Odear! Odear — youcoHthispIdying, 

Bill ob, it's playing very roughly 1 " 

Oft, in the ccitacy of pain, 

I've curs'd all ins( rumen lal workmen, 

Wish'dBroBdwoodThurteirdinalBne, 

And Kirke White's fute to every 

Kirk man — 
I really once delighted cpied 
" Clementi Collard " in Cheapside. 



Another word,— don't be aurpTis'd, 
Revered and ra^^d itreet Musicioni, 
You have been only halfbaptis'il. 
And each name proper, or improper. 
Is not the value of a copper, 
mi it has had the due additionB, 

Husky, Rusky, 

Ninny, Tinny, 

Hummel, Bummel, 

BowskI, Wo»aki, 
AH these are very good selectables ; 
But none of your plain pudding-and- 

Folk« that ara called the hardest names 

Are musie's most respeclablei. 

Ev'ry woman, ev'ry man. 

Look as foreign as you can. 

Don't cut your hair, or wash your 

Make ugly faces and begin .' - 

Each Dingy Orpheus gravely hears, 
And now to ihon they understand it ! 
Mi sCrowher scrannel throttle clears, 
Aq'I <tU the rest pre[)are to band it. 



. CECILIA S EVE, 

Each scraper ripe for coneettanle, 
Kozitid the hair of Roziname: 
Then all sound A, if they know which. 
That they ma; join likeblrdsin June i 
Jack Tar alone neglects to tune. 
Fur he's all over concert-pitch. 

A Utile prelude goes before. 
Like a knock andringat music's door. 
Each instrument gives in its name ; 
Then sitting In 
They all begin 
To play a musical round game. 
Scrapenberg, as 'the eldest hand, 
Leads a first fiddle to the band, 

A second follows suit ; 
Anon the ace of Horns comei plump 
On the two fiddles with a trump, 
' PuRindnrf plays a flute. 
This sort of musical revoke. 
The grave bassoon begins to smoke. 
And in rather grumpy kind 
Of lone be^ns lo speak its mind ; 
The double drum is neil lo mix. 
Playing the Devil on Two Slicks- 
Clamour, clamour. 
Hammer, hammer, 
While now and then a pipe is heard, 
Insisting lo put in a word. 
With all his shrilly best. 
So to allow the little minion 
Time to deliver his opinion. 
They lake a few bars rest. 

Well, little Pipe begins— with sole 
And small voice going thro' the hole. 

Beseeching, 

Preaching, 

Squealing, 

Appealing, 
Now as high as he can go. 
Now in language rather low, 
And having done — begins once more. 
Verbatim what he said before. 
This twiddling twaddling sets on lire 
. All the old insfrumenUI ire. 
And fiddles for explosion ripe. 
Put out the little squeaker's pipe ; 
This wakes bass'viol — and viol for that. 
Seizing on innocent little B flat. 
Shakes it like terrier shaking a rat — 

They all seem micbing malico ! 
To judge from a rumble unawares, 
Thedrumhashada pitch down stairs ; 
And the trumpet rash. 
By a violent crash. 
Seems splitting somebody's calico ! 
The viol too groans in deen distnesi. 
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At Ifhesaddeiilv gtew lick; 

And one rapid fiddieacU off expreii, — 

Hurrjmg", 

Scarry ing^, 

S[i uttering, 

Clattering', 
To Telch him a Doctor at Mutlc. 
Th'u tumult lets Ihe Haut-tray crying 
Beyond tlie Piano** pacifying. 

The cymbal 

Get! nimble, 

Munt nntngle. 
The band is becomiuE; moit matljal 

of bandi, 
When just in the middle, 
A qiiaiierly fiddle. 
Proposes a general sbalting of hands ! 
Quailing, 
Slialiing, 
Quivering, 
Shivering, 
Long bow— short bosv — each bow 

Some iilic filing, — so me like cawing ; 
At la«t these agitations ceue. 
And ihey all get 
The flageolet, 
To breathe " a piping time of peace.' 



Ah, too deceitful charm, 
like light'ning before death. 
For Scrapenberg to re«t liis arm, 
AniT PufBndorf get breath I 
Agiin without remorie oi piiVi 
They play ■ The Storming of a City," 
MiM S. herself compos'd and pluno'd 

it— 
When lo I at ihla rencn'd attack, 
Up jumps a little man in black,— 
•' Tbe very Devil cannot stand it I " 
And with that, 
Snatching hat, 

(Not hU OVFQ.) 

Off U floiVD, 
Thro" the door. 
In his black. 
To come back. 
Never, never, never morel 

Oh Music t praises thou bast had. ' 
From Dryiien and from Pope, 

For thy good notes, yet none I hope. 
But 1, e'er praised the bad, 
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Misi Stiummel on Cecilia's level ? 

One dren an angeldown from beaveu I 

The other scar'o away the Devil 1— 



REFLECTIONS ON WATER. 

"When lli8 butt is oul, wo will drink wmter; not » drop before.'' — TnpuT. 

I HATE Stephano's aTereiou to Water. I never take any hy tbxace 
into my mouUi, withont the proneness of oui Tritons and DolphinB of 
the FouDtain, — to spout it forth again. It is, on the palate, as iu tuba 
and hand-basins, egregiously waaby. It hath not for me, even what 
is called " au amiable weakneaa." For the sake only of quantity, not 
quality, do I sometimea adultei'ate my Cogniac or Geneva with the 
flimay fluid. Aquariua is not my sign ; at the praisea heaped on Sir 
Hugh Myddleton, for leading his trite streamlet up to London, — my 
lip curletli. Methinks if aucb a sloppy labour could at one time 
more tban another betray a misguided taste, it was in those days, when, 
we are told, — " The Giete Couduict, in Chepe, did runne fortb Wyrie," 
And then to hear talk withal of the New Bivei Head, — as if, foraootb, 
the weak current poured even from Ware unto London, were capable 
of that goodly beaded capital, tbo eapiU, of Stout Porter, or luaty Ale. 

The taste for aquatics is none of mine. I laugh at Cowes' — it 
should be Calves' — Regattas ; it passoth my understanding, to con- 
ceive the pleasure of contending with all your sail and aea, your might 
and main, for a prize cup of water. Gentle reader, if ever we two should 
encounter at good-men's feasts, aay not before me, that " your mouth 
waters," for fear of my compelled rejoinder, " The more pump you ! " 

I am told — Dk mthi — ^by Sir Lander Dick, that the great floods in 
Morayshire destroyed I 
know not how many Scot- 
tish bridges, — and I believe 
it. The element was always 
our Arcb-Enemy. Witness 
the Deluge, when the whole 
human-kind would have pe- 
rished, with water on the 
cbeet, hut for Noah's chest 
on the water. Drowning 
• — by some called Dying 
made Easy — is to my no- 
tions horrible. Concdve an 
unfortunate gentleman — not 
by any means thirsty— com- 
pelled to swill gulp after 
gulp of the vapid fluid, even 
to swelling, "as the wa- 
ter you know will swell a 
man." If I said I would 

rather be banged, it would j„ iBOB-minT 

be but the troth ; although 
*' Veritas lu Puteo" bath given me almost a disrelish for truth itsel£. 
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Excepting their imagin&ry Castaly, I slionld be gtoii to knoir what 
ptwt hath aung ever in the praiBe of TVater ? Of wine, many. " Tak 
Tint" Hdth the Scottish Burns j " 0, was ye at the Skerry f " — Bing- 
Mh another. The lofty Douglae, in commending Norrat, thua hinteth 
his cellar : " His Port I like. " Shakspcare discouraeth eloquently 
of both 03 " Bed and white," and addeth — " with sweet and cunning 
hand iaid on ;" — i. e, laid on in pipes. For Madeira, see Bowles of it ; 
And the Muse of Pringle luxuriateB in the Cape. Then is there also 
Mountain celebrated by Pope, — "The Shepherd loves the Tnountain," 
■ — ^to Moslem, forbidden draught ; yet which Mahomet wonid condn- 
kceaA to fetch himself, if it ^led in coming to hand. 8ack, too, — aa 
dear fo Oriental Sultanas aa his Malmsey to Clarence, — is by Byron 
touched on in his Corsair ; but then, through some Koran-scnipulons- 
hess perchance, they take it — ^in Water ! 

Praise there hath been of water; but, as became the subject, in 
prose; M. hath written a volttme, I am told, in its commendation, 
knd above all of its nutritive quality ; and truly to see it floating the 
Victory vrith all her armament and complement of guns, and men, one 
must confess there is some mpport in it— at least as an outward appli- 
cation ! but then iakeu internally, look at the wreck of the Eoyal 

The mention of Men-of-War, bringeth to mind, opportunely, 
certain marine reminiscences, pertinent to this subject; referring somt 
years backward, when, 
with other uniform than my 
present invariable sables, I 
was stationed at " ■ •, on 
the coast of Susse:c. Little 
M my present-tense habits, 
and occupations, savour of 
the past sea-service, — yet, 
reader, in the Navy List, 
amongst the Commanders, ; 
or years by-gone in the ] 
Ship's Books of H.M.8. 
Hyperion, presently lying ! 
in the sequestered harbour ; 
of Newhaven, thou wilt 
find occurring the surname 
of Hood ; anameassociatcd ' 
by friends, marine and 
tnechantc, with a contri- 
vance for expelling the old 
enemy, water, by a novel 

eonatruction of Ships' kunmnc bpirit). 

pumps. 

Stanchest of my sect— the Adam's- A le-Shunners—wert thon, old 
Samuel Spiller 1 in the muster-roll charactered an Able Seaman ; but 
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most notaUe ibr a Landsman's aveision to unmitigated Water, hard, 
or soft — afresh or salt I A petty Ofl&cer wert thou in that armed 
band verstu contraband, the Coast Blockade ; by some miscalled the 
Preventive Service, if service it be to prevent the influx of wholesome 
spirits. To do the smuggler bare justice, no seaman, Nelson-bred, 
payeth greater reverence, or obedience to that signal sentence,— 
^'England expects every man to (^ his duty!" than he. Thine, 
Spiller, was done to the uttermost. Spirits, legal or illegal, in tub 
or flask, or pewter measure, didst thou inexorably seize, and ganger- 
like try the depth thereof, — thy Royal Master, His Majesty, at 
f he latter end of the seizures, faring no better than thy own begotten 
sea>urchin, of whom, one day remarking that — "he took after his 
father," the young would-be Trinculo retorted, " Father never leaveth 
none to take." There were strange rumours afloat, and ashore — 
Samuel I of thy unprofitable vigilance. Many an illicit Child^ i. e. 
a small keg, hath been laid at thy door. Thou hadst a becoming 
respect for thy comrades, as brave men and true, who could stand 
fire, but the smugglers, I fear, were ranked a streak higher, as 
men who could stand treat. Still were thy misdeeds like much 
of thy own beverage — beyond proof. Even as those delinquent 
utterers of base notes, who swallow their own dangerous forgeries, 
so didst thou gulp down whatever might else have appeared against 
thee in evidence. There was no entrapping thee, like rat, or weazel, 
in that Gin, from which deriving a sea-peerage, thou wert commonly 
known — ^with no offence, I trust, to the Noble Vassal of Kensington — 
as Lord Hollands. 

It was by way of water-penance for one of these Cassio-like derelic- 
tions of mine Ancient, that one evening — ^the evening succeeding the 
Great Sea Tempest of 1814 — I gave him charge of a boat's crew, to 
bring in sundry fragmental relics of some shipwreckt Argosy, that 
were reported to be adrift in our offing. In two hours he returned, 
and like Yenator and Piscator, we immediately fell into dialogue, — 
Piscator, i. e. Spiller, " for fear of dripping the carpet," standing aloof, 
a vox et preterea nihil, in a dark entry. 

" Well, Spiller," — my phraseology was not then inoculated with 
the quaintness it hath since imbibed from after lecture — "Well, 
Spiller, what have you picked up ? " 

"A jib-boom, I think. Sir; a capital spar; and part of a Ship's 
stam. The ' Planter of Barbadies ' — ^famous place for rum. Sir ! ** 

" Was there any sea — are you wet ? " 

" Only up to my middle, Sir." 

" Very well — stow away the wreck, and go to your grog. Tell 
Bunce to give you all double allowance." 

" Thank yqur honour s honour ! " 

Tlie voice ceased : and a pair of ponderous sea-soles, vrith tramp 
audible as the marble foot of the Spectre in Giovanni, went hurrying 
down our main-hatchway. Certain misgivings of a discrepancy between 
the imputed drenching and the weather, an appeal askance of the rum 
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cask, joined with, a curiofiity perchance, to inspect the ship-fragments 
•—our flottsom and jettsom, led me soon afterwards below, and there, 
in the mess-room, sate mine o£Eicer, high and dry, with a huge tankard 
in his starboard hand. I made an obyious remark on it, and had an 
answer — ^for Michael Spiller was no adept in the Chesterfieldian refine- 
ments-— from the interior of the drinking-vessel — 

^^ Your Honour's right, and I ax your Honour's pardon. I wam't 
wet ! but I was very dry ! " 



A BLOW-UP. 



** Here we go up, up, up." — Thb Lay of the First MmtTmtt. 

Near Battle, Mr. Peter Baker 
Was Powder-maker, 
Not Alderman Flower's flour, — ^the white that puffs 
And primes and loads heads bald, or grey, or chowder, 
Figgins and Higgins, Pippins, Filby, — Crowder, 
Not vile apothecary's pounded stuffs. 
But something blacker, bloodier, and louder. 
Gun-powder I 

This stuff, as people know, is semper 
Eadem ; very hasty in its temper- 
Like Honour that resents the gentlest taps. 
Mere semblances of blows, however slight ; 
So powder fires, although you only p'rhaps 

Strike light. 
To make it therefore, is a ticklish business. 
And sometimes gives both head and heart a dizziness, 
For as all human flash and fimcy minders. 
Frequenting fights and Powder-works well know. 
There seldom is a mill without a blow, 
Sometimes upon the grinders. 
But then — ^the melancholy phrase to soften, 
Mr. B.'s mill transpired so very often ! 
And advertised — ^than all Price Currents louder, 
" Fragments look up— there is a rise in Powder," 
So frequently, it caused the neighbours' wonder, — 
And certain people had the inhumanity 
To lay it all to Mr. Baker's vanity. 
That he might have to say — ^^ That was my thunder ! ' 

One day — so goes the tale, * 

Whether, with iron hoof, 

Not sparkle-proof. 
Some ninny-hammer struck upon a nail,-— 
Whether some glow-worm of the Guy Faux stamp, 
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Crept in the buUding, with ITnsafety Lamp— * 
One day thid mill that had by water ground, 
Became a sort of windmill and blew round. 
With bounce that went in sound as far as Dover, it 
Sent half the workmen sprawling to the sky ; 
Besides some visitors who gained thereby, 
What they had asked — ^permission " to go over it ! ** 
Of course it was a very hard and high blow, 
And somewhat differed from what's called a flyblow. 
At Cowes' Regatta as I once observed, 
A pistol-shot made, twenty vessels start ; 
If such a sound could terrify oak^s heart. 
Think how this crash the human nerve unnerved. 
In fact, it was a very awful thing, — 
As people know that have been used to battle. 
In springing either mine or mill, you spring 

A precious rattle ! 
The dunniest heard it — poor old Mr. F. 
Doubted for once if ho was ever deaf ; 
Through Tunbridge town it caused most strange alarms, 

Mr. and Mrs. Fogg, 

Who lived liked cat and dog. 
Were shocked for once into each other''s arms. 
Miss M. the milliner — her fright so strong. 
Made a great gobble-stitch six inches long ; 
The veriest quakers quaked against their wish : 
The " Best of Sons" was taken unawares. 
And kick'd the " Best of Parents" down the stairs * 
The steadiest servant dropped the China dish ; 
A thousand started, though there was but one 
Fated to win, and that was Mister Dunn, 
Who struck convulsivelv, and hooked a fish ! 

Miss Wiggins, With some grass upon her fork, 
TossM it just like a. hay-maker at work ; 
Her sister not in any better case, 
. For taking wine, 

With nervous Mr. Pyne,^ 
He jerked his glass of Sherry in her fkce. 

Poor Mistress Davy, 
BobbM off her bran-new turban in the gravy ; 
AVhile Mr. Davy at the lower end, 
Preparing for a Goose a carver's labour, T 
Dartect his two-pronged weapon in his neighbour. 
As if for once he meant to help a friend. 



The nurse-niaid telling little " Jack-a-Norey," 
** Bo-peep" and " Blue-cap" at the house^s top, 
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Scteam'ii, and let Master JeTcmiali drop 

From a fourth atory ! 
Nor yet did matters any better go 
With Cook and Housemtud in the realms below ; 
Aa for the Laundreas, timid Martha Gunning, 
Expressing faintness and her fear by fits 
And starts, — she came at last but to her wits, 
By falling in the alo that John left running. 

Qrare Mr. Miles, the meekest of mankind, 
Struck all at once, deaf, stupid, dumb, and blind, 
Sat iu his chaise some moments like a corse. 

Then coming to his mind, 

Was shocked to find. 



Only a pair of shafts without a, horse. 

Out scrambled all the Misses from Miss Joy's ! 

I'roni Prospect House, for urchins small and big, 
irearing the awful noise, 
Out rushed a flood of boys, 

Floating &man in black, without a wig;— 

Some carried out one treasure, some another, — 
Some caught their tops and taws up in a hurry, 
Sonie saved Chambaud, some rescued lindley Murray,'-' 

But little Tiddy carried his big brother ! 



1 
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Sick of such terrors, 
The Tunbridge folks resolv'd that truth should dwell 
No longer secret in a Tunbridge Well, 
But to warn Baker of his dangerous errors ; 
Accordingly to bring the point to pass, 
They call'd a meeting of the broken glass, 
The shattered chimney pots, and scattered tiles. 

The damage of each part, 
And packed it in a cart, 
Drawn by the horse that ran from Mr. Miles ; 
While Doctor Babblethorpe, the worthy Rector, 
And Mr. Qammage, cutler to Qeorge Eex, 
And some few more, whose names would only vex, 
Went as a deputation to the Ex 
Powder-proprietor and Mill-director. 

Now Mr. Baker s dwelling-house had pleased 

Along with mill-materials to roam, 

And for a time the deputies were teased, 

To find the noisy gentleman at home ; 

At last they found him with undamaged skin, 

Safe at the Tunbridge Arms«— not out— but Inn. 

The worthy Rector, with uncommon zeal. 
Soon put his spoke in for the common weal— 
A grave old gentlemanly kind of Urban,— 
The piteous tale of Jeremiah moulded, 

And then unfolded, 
By way of climax, Mrs. Davy's turban ; 
He told how auctioneering Mr. Bidding 

Knock'd down a lot without a bidding, — 
How Mr. Miles, in fright, had giv'n his mare. 

The whip she wouldn't bear, — 
At Prospect House, how Doctor Gates, not Titus, 

Danced like Saint Vitus,— 
And Mr. Beak, thro' Powder's misbehaving. 

Cut off his nose whilst shaving; — 
When suddenly, with words that seem'd like swearing, 
Beyond a Licenser's belief or bearing — 
Broke in the stuttering, sputtering Mr. Gammage— 
Who is to pay us, Sir — he argued thus, 
'* For loss of cus-cus-cus-cus-cus-cus-cus — 
Cus-custom, and the dam-dam-dam-dam-damage ? 

Now many a person had been fairly puzzled 
By such assailants, and completely muzzled ; 
Baker^ however, was not dash'd with ease — 
But proved he practised after their own system. 



And with small ceremony Boon diBiiuss'd 'em, 
Putting these worda into their cars like fleas ; 
" If I do have a blow, well, where's the oddity ? 
I merely do as other tradesmen do. 

You, Sir,— and yon — and you ! 
I'm only pufiing off my own commodity ! 



THE WOODEN LEG. 

" Pcngrine and GiiiTitliil lieurd llie lound of thg gluinp uccnding the voodcn itiimM 
with tnch Telocitf, that tbey mt Gnl miaLook iL foi (be tppliduion of ilram-tdcki la tlie 
lieid of lo emply burcl." — PnuauHi Picklf. 

EvEB since the year 1799, 1 have had, in the coachman phrase, an 
off leg and a near one ; the right limb, thanks to a twelve-pounder, 
lies somewhere at Seringapatam, its twin-brother being at this moment 
imder a table at Brighton. In plain English, I have a wooden leg. 
B^ngtbua deptlvedof half of the implements for marching, I equitably 
retired, on half-pay, from a marching regiment, and embarked what 
remiuned of my body for the land of its nativity, literally fulfilling the 
description of man, "with one foot on sea and one on shore," in the 
Shakapearian song. 

A great deal has been said and sung of our wooden walls and hearts 
of oak, hut legs of ditto make but an inglorions figure on the ocean. 
JTo wresOer from Cornwall or Devonsliire ever received half so many 
foir bock-falls as I, the least roll of the vessel — and the equinoctial 
gales were in full blow — making me lose, I was going to say, my feet. 
I might have walked in a dead calm, and as a soldier accustomed to 
exercise, and moreover a foot soldier, and used to walking, I felt a 
great inclination to pace up and down the deck, but a gene»l protest 
from the cabins ptit an end to my promenade. As Lear recommends, 
my wooden hoof onght to have be^ " shod with felt." 
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At last the voyage ^ermiiuited, and in my eagomeosi to land, I got 
into a fishing-boat, i;^ioh put me ashore at Dungeness. Those who 
have enjoyed t^ ramble over its exten^ve shingle, will believe that I 
soon obtained abundance of exercise in walking with a wooden leg 
among its loose pebbles ; in fact, when I arrived at Lydd, I was, as 
the cricketers say, ^'stumped out." It was anything but one of 
Foote's farces. 

, The next morning saw me in sight of home, — as a provincial bard 
says— 

'^ But when home gleams upon the wanderer's eye, 
Quicken bis step»^ — he almost ieem9 to fly/' 

But I wish he had seen me doing my last half mile over Swingfield 
Hill. I found its deep sand anything but a quicksand, in spite of a 
distinct glimpse of the paternal roof. I am convinced, when " Fleet 
Camilla scours the plain," she does not do it with sand. At last I 
stood at the lodge-gate, which opened, and let me into a long avenue, 
the path of which had been newly gravelled, but not weU rolled ; 
accordingly, I cut' out considerable work for myself and the gardener, 
who, as he watched the holes I picked in his performance, seemed to 
looked on my advance much as Apollyon did on Pilgrim's Progress. 
By way of relief, I got upon the grass, but my wooden leg, though it 
was a black-leg, did not thrive much upon the turf. Arrived at the 
house door, filial anxiety caused me to forget to scrape and wipe, and 
I proceeded to make a fishy pattern of soles and dabs up the stair 
carpet. The good wife in the Scotch song say&-^ 

'His very foot has music in*t, 
As he comes up the stair.** 

If there was any music in mine, it was in the stump, which play^ a 
sort of " Dead March in Saul," up to the landing-plaee, where the 
sound and sight of my Bimam wood ooming to Dunsinane threw my 
poor mother into a Macbeth fit of horror, for the preparatory letter 
which should have broken my leg to her, had been lost on its passage. 
As for my father, I will not attempt to describe his transport, for I 
came upon him, 

^' Ab fools rush ip whore angels fear to tread ;" 

and Gabriel or Michael would not have escaped a volley for treading 
fm his gouty fpot. At the same moment, Margaret and Louisa, with 
sisterly impetuosity, threw themselves on my neck, and not being 
attentive to my ^^ outplay or loose leg," according to Sir Thomas 
Parkyn's ^' Instructions ibr Wrestling," the result was a ^^ hanging 
trippet." " A banging trippet is when you put your toe behind your 
adver8ary*s heel, on the same side, with a design to hook his leg up 
forwards, mkL throw him on his back." 

The reader will guess my satisfaction when night came, and allowed 
me to rid myself of my unlucky limb. Fatigued with my wallf 
through dry sand and wet gravel, exhausted by excessive emotion, and« 
maybe, a little flustered by dipping into the cup of welcome, I literally 
tumbled into bed, and was soon dreaming of running rac^ and leaping 
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foi wagers, gallopading, waiting, and other feats of a bipetl, when I 
was saddenly aroused by shrill soieams of " Thieves ! " and " Murder 1" 
with a more hoarse caU for " Frank ! Frank ! " There were burglars, 
in fact, in the house, who ^ere packing and proparing to elope with 
the family plate, without the consent of parents. It was natural for 
the lattqr to call « son and a soldier to fhe lesctie, hut son or wldin 
never oani« in time to start for the plate ; not that I wanted leaJ or 
courage, or arms, but I wanted that unlucky limb, and I 'groped 
about a full half hour in the dark, before I could lay my hand npon 
my leg. 

The next morning I took a solitary stroll before breakfast to look at 
the estate ; but during my absence abroad, some exchanges of land 
had taken place n'ith our neighbour. Sir Theophilus. The consequence 
was, in taking my wood through a wood of his, — but which had 
formerly been our own, — and going with my "best leg fbreroost," as 
a man in my pretUcament always does, I popped it into a man-trap. 
Thus my timber failed me at a pinch when it might really have stood 
my friend. Lnckily the trap was one of the humane sort ; — hut it 
was far from pleasant to stand in it for two liours calling out for 
Leg Bui. 

I. could give many more instances of scrapes, besides the perpetual 
hobble which my wooden leg brought me into, but I will mention 
only one. At the persuasion of my friends, a few years ago I stood 
for Bye, but the electors, perhaps, thought I only half stood for it, for 
they gave me nothing but split votes. It -was perhaps as well that J 
did not go into the House, for with two such odd legs I could never 
properly have "paired off." The election expenses, however, pressed 
heavily on my pocket, and to defray them, and all foi one Wooden 
Leg, I had to cut down some thousand loads of timber. 



THE GHOST. 

L VERY BERIOCS 



" I'll be jour itcond,"- 



In Middle Row, lome jean ago. 
There liTcd one Mr. Brovn ; 

And many folks considered him 
The etoutest man in town. 

But Brown and (tout will both wearout. 



At twenty pence a yard. 
Now widow B. in two abort w 



To titanumil her blvcks. 
With Mr. Street she soon was iweet j 

The tbinr thiii came about : 
She aiked him in at home, and then 

At church he asked her out I 
Assurance such as this the man 

In ashes could not itand ; 
So like a PhiEnii he roie np 

AguDBt the Hand in Hand. 
One dreary night the angry sprite 

Appeared before her ?iew ; 
It came a little afler one. 

But she wai afier two I 
" Oh Mr*. B., oh Mrs. B. ! 

Are these your sorrow's deeds, 
Already getting up a flame. 

To bum your widow's weeds ? 
" It's not so long since I hare led 

For aye the mortal scene ; 



My Memory — like Rogers's, 

Should still be bouna in green 1 
" Yet if my face you still retrace 

I almost hare a doubt — 
I'm like an old Forget- Me- Not. 

With all ihe leaves torn out ! 
■> To think that on that finger joint. 

Another pledge should cling ; 
Oh Bess ! upon my very soul. 

It struck like * Knock and Ring.' 
" A ton of maible on my breast 

Can't hinder my return ; 
Yourconduct.Ma'am,haa set my blood 

A-boiling in my um I 
" Remember, oh I remember, how 

The marriage rite did run, — 
If ever we one flesh should be, 

'Tis now — when I have none! 
"And you, Sir — once a bosom friend— 

Of peijured faith convict. 
As ghostly toe can give no blow 

Consider you are kick'd. 
" A hollow voice i» all I have. 

But this I tell yon plain, 
Marry come up!— you marTy Ma'am, 

And I'll come up again." 
More he had said, bnt chanticleer 

The spritely shade did shock 
With sudden crow, and off he went. 

Like fowliDg>piece at cock I 



A TALE OF THE GREAT PLAGUE. 

" T^i9 is one of Ibo pest diicrBlioin." — SiH HuoH Etjibb. 

About five or ms years afber tliat deplorable great Plague of London, 
there befel a circumetonce which, as it is not set forth in Defoe hie 
histoty of the pestilence, I shall ma,ke bold to write down herein, not 
only on account of the strangonese of the event, but also because it 
carries a moral pick-a-back, as a good story ought to do. 

It is a notoriously known fact, as collected &om the bills of mortality, 
that there died of the ph^e in the mere metropolis a matter of some 
hundreds of thoasands of human souls ; yet notwithstanding this most 
awful warning to evil doets, the land did nevertheless bring forth such 
a rank crop of ein and wickedness, that the like was never known 
before or after ; the city of London, especially, being overrun with 
hands of thieves and murtherers, against whom there was little or no 
check, the civical poUce having been utterly disbanded and disrupt 
during the ravines of the pestilence. Neither did men's minds turn for 
some time towards the mere safeguard of property, being still distracted 
with personal fears, for although the pest had, as it were, died of the 
excess of its own violence, yet from time tu time there arose flying 
nimonrs of fresh breakings out of the malady. The small-pox and the 
malign Ml t fever being the prolific parents of such like alarms. Accord- 
ingly many notable robberies and divers grievous murthers having been 
acted with impunity during the horrible orins of the pest, those which 
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had before been wicked were now hardened, and became a thousand 
times worse, till the city and the neighbourhood thereof seemed given 
in prey to devils, who had been loosened for a season from the ever- 
lasting fetters of the law. 

Now four of these desperadoes having met together at the Dolphin 
in Deptford, they laid a plot together to rob a certain lone mansion 
house which stood betwijct the Thames marshes and the Forest of 
Hainault, and which was left in the charge of only one man, the family 
being gone off to another mansion house in the county of Wiltdiire, 
for the sake of a more wholesome lUr. And the manner of the plot 
was this ; one of the villains going in a feigned voice was to knock at 
the front-door and beg piteously for a night's shelter, and then the door, 
being opened, the other knaves .were to rush in and bind the serving- 
man, or murther him, as might seem best, and so taking his keys they 
were to ransack the house, where they expected to find a good store of 
plate. Accordingly one Friday, at the dead of the night, they set 
forth, having for leader a fellow that was named Blackface, by reason 
of a vizard which he wore always on such errands, diverting th^nselves 
by the way with laying out each man his share of the booty in the 
manner that pleased him best, wine and the women of Lewkener's 
Lane coming in you may be sure for the main burthen of the song. 
At last they entered the fore-com*t of the house which they were to 
rob, and which was as silent as death, and as dark, excepting a 
glimmer from one window towards the top. Blackface then, as agreed 
upon, began to beat at the door, but being flushed with drink, instead 
of entreating for an entrance, he shouted out to the serving-man, bid- 
ding him with many terrible oaths to come dovm and to render up his 
keys, for that they were (iome to relieve him of his diarge. 

" In the name of God, my masters," cried the serving-man from the 
^mndow, " what do you want here ?" 

" We are come," returned Blackface, " to relieve you of your trusty 
so throw us down your keys." 

^' An that be all," said the serving-man, whose name was Adams, 
'^ wait but a little while and you shall have the keys and my pkoe to 
boot* Oome again but a few hours hence, and you shall find it^ dead» 
when you may do with me and my trust as you list." 

^^ Come, oome," cries Blackface, *' no preaching, but come down and 
op^i, or we will bring fire and faggot to the door." 

^^ Ye shidl not need," answered Adams, ^^ hearken only to what I 
say, and you shall have firee passage ; but I give you &ir warfiiag^ 
though I be but a single man, and without weapon, smd siek even unto 
death, yet shall your coming in cost you as many Uvm as ye bear 
amongst you, for within these walls there is a dismal giant that hath daia 
his thousands, even the plague.''^ At these dreary words the courage of 
the robbers was taken somewhat aback, but Blackface spirited them on, 
saying it was no doubt an invention to deter them from the spoil* 

'^ Ala0»" answered Adams, who overi^ard ^eir lugument, ^^ whli4 I 
say is the isolonn and sorrowful truth, and which I am speaking far 
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Um Urt timo, fei I BhaU luvet am to-morrow's bla«B9diuB< M for tb* 
door, I iriU open it to yon witk my own handa, b^waohing ya^ (» 
yooi own aakea to stand a little apart, and out of tli» tMnt of mj 
braath, whick is sure deatniction. There is one child herein a d«a4 
oorpee, as you aball behold if you have so much oounge, for it Ueth 
nnbuiUd in the halL So sapng he descended, and presently Sung 
open Uie haU door, the villains withdrawing a little baeltwaid, an4 
they saw veiily by the light of a nab wick which he eairjad, tW kt 
was 1^ only in a white sheet, and looking very pale and ghoat-lika^ 
vith a most dismal black oirele round each of hit eyes. 

" If ye disbelieve 
we still," he said, 
" look inwards when 
I dmw back from the 
ioor, and ye shall see 
what was a living abild 
this day, but is now 
» corpse hastening to 
corruption. Alas 1 in 
the midat of life v/e 
we in death : she was 
seised at play." With 
these words ho drew 
■side, and the robbers, 
iooking through the 
door, peroeived it was 
even ae he said, for 
the dead body of the 
child was lying on the 
hall table, with the 

mne black ring round tui canwta-un. 

its eyes, and dressed 

n brocade and riband as tboogh death had canied tt <^ ftWn'u 
ke said, in its holiday dethes. " Now," said Adams, af^ they had 
gazed awhile, " here be the keys," therewithal casting towMrdt them 
a huge bunch ; but the villains would now no more meddle with them 
than with so many aspics or fcorpions, looking on them iu truth as 
the very keys of death's door. Accordingly, after venting a few curses 
on their ill luck, they b^n to depart iu very ill humour, when Adams 
again called to them to hear his last words. 

"Now," said ho, "though ya came hither with robbery, and per- 
chance murder in your hearta, agunst me, yet as a true Chiiatian will 
I not only forgive your wicked intents, but advise you bow to shun 
that miserable end which my own life is coming to so very suddenly. 
Although your aonls have been saved from sin, yet, doubtless ye have 
not atood so long is Uiis infected aii without peril to the boalth of 
your bodies, wherefore, by the advice of a dying man, go straightway 
frsm this over to Laytonatone, where there be tan pits, and sit there 
oS 
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for a good hour amidst the atrong smell of the tan, and which hath 
more virtue as a remedy agtunet the infection of the plague, than even 
tobacco or the odour of drugs. Do this and live, for the poison is 
strong and subtle, and seioeth, ere one can be aware, on the aprings 
of life." Thereupon, he uttered a dismal groan, and began yelling 
so fearfully that the robbers with one accord took to Sight, and 
never stopped till they were come to Laytonstone, and into the 
tanner's Tory yard, where they sat down and stooped over the pit, 
snuffing up the odours with all the relish of men in whose nostrils it 
was as the breath of life. In which posture they had been sitting 
half on hour, when there entered several persons with a lantern, and 
which they took to be the tanner and his men, and to whom, therefore, 
they addressed themselves, begging pardon for their boldness, and 
entreating leave to continue awhile in the tan-yard to diwnfect them- 
selves of the plague ; biit they had hardly uttered these words, when 
lo ! each man was suddenly seized upon, and bound in a twinkling, 
the constables, for such they were, jeering them withal, and saying 
the plague had been too busy to come itself but had sent them a gal- 
lows and a halter instead, which wonld serve their turn. Where- 
upon, most of the rogues became vety chop-^illen, but Blackface swors 
he could die easy but for one thing upon his mind, and that was, what 
had become of the dead child and the man dying of the plague, both 
of which he had seen with his own eyes. Hereupon, the man with 
a lantern turned the light upon bis own face, which the rogues knew 
directly to be the countenance of Adams himself but without any of 
those black rings round the eyes, and for which ho explained he had 
been indebted to a little charcoal. " As for the dead child," he aud, 
"you must enquire, my masters, of the worshipful company of Barber 
Surgeons, and they wiU tell you of a certain waxen puppet of Hygeia, 
the Goddess of Health, which used to be carried at their pageants, 
and when it fell into disuse was purchased of them by my Lady Dame 
Ellinor Wood, for a plaything to her own children. So one head 
you see is worth four pair of hands, and your whole gang, tall, and 
strong knaves though you be, have been overmatched by one old man 
and a doll." 
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ODE TO MADAME HENGLER, 

PUtBVORE-HAKER TO TAUXHALt. 

Ob, Mre. Hengler ! — Madftme, — I heg pardon ; 
Starry Encbantrcss of the Surrey Garden ! 
Accept an Odo not meant as any scoff — 
The Bard were bold indeed at thee to quiz, 
Whose sqnibs are far more popular than his; 
Whose works are much more certain to go off. 

Qieat is thy &me, but not a silent &me ; 
With many a bang the public ear it courts ; 
And yet thy arrogance we never blame, 
But take thy merits from thy own reports. 
Thou hast indeed the moat indulgent backers,' 
Wc make no doubting, mishehoTing comments. 
Even in thy most bounceable of moments ; 
But lend our ears implicit to thy crackers ! — 
Strange helps to thy applause too are not missing, 

Thy Rockets nuse thee, 

And Serpents praise thee. 
As none beside are ever pnused — by hissing ! 



»» 
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Mistress of Hydropyrics, 
Of glittering Pindarics, Sapphics, Lyrics, 
Professor of a Fiery Necromancy, 
Oddly tbon charmest the politer sorts 

With midnight sports. 
Partaking very much QifmK ahd/an^ / 

What thoughts had shaken all 
In olden time at thy nocturnal ireVeU, — 

Each brimstone ball, 
They would have deem'd an eyfeball of the Devil's ! 
But now thy flaming Metebrs cause no fright ; 
A modem Hubert to the royal ear. 
Might whisper without fear, 
" My Lord, they say there were fivfe moons to-night ! 
Nor would it rftise one superstitious hoiidn 
To hear the whole description fairly out t — 
" One fixed — ^which t'other four whirl'd ^ound about 
With wond'rous ihotion." 



Such are the vmry oghte 
Thou workest, Queen of Fire, on earth and heaven, 
Between the hours of midnight and eleven. 
Turning our English to Arabian Nights, 
With m^ng mounts, and founts, and seething dragons, 

Blue stars and ipf^ite^ 

And blood-red light, 
And dazzling Wheels fit for Enchanters' waggons. 
Thrice lucky woman \ doing things that be 
With other folks past benefit of parson ; 
For burning, no Bum's Justice falls on thee, 
Altho' night after night the public see 
Thy Vauxhall palaces all end in Arson ! 

Sure thou wast never bora 
Like old Sir Hugh, with Water in thy head, 

NorlecturM night and mom 
Of sparks and flames to have an awful dre^. 
Allowed by a prophetic dam and site 

To play with fire* 
O didst thou never, in those dajrs gone by, 
Go carrying about— no schoolboy prouder— *► 
Instead of waxen doll a little Guv ; 
Or in thy pretty pyrotechnic vein, 
Up the parental pigtail lay a traiu^ 

To let off all his powder ? 
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Full of the wildfire of thy youth, 

Did''st never in plain truth. 
Plant whizzing Flowers in thy mother's pots, 
Turning the garden into powder plots ? 

Or give the cook, to fright her. 
Thy paper sausages well stuffed with nitre ? 
May, wert thou never guilty, now, of dropping 
A Ughted cracker by thy sister's Dear, 

So that she could not hear 

The question he was popping ? 

Go on, Madame ! Go on — be bright and busy. 
While hoax'd Astronomers look up and stare 
From tall observatories, dumb and dizzy. 
To gee a Squib in Cassiopeia's Chair ! 
A Serpent wriggling into Charles'^s "Wain ! 
A Roman Candle lighting the Great Bear 1 
A Rocket tangled in Diana's train, 
And Crackers stuck in Berenice's Hair I 

There is a King of Fire — ^Thou shouldst be Queen ! 
Methinks a good connexion might come from it ; 
Could'st thou not make him, in the garden scene, 
Set out per Rocket and return per Comet ; 

Then give him a hot treat 
Of Pyrotechnicals to sit and sup. 
Lord ! how the world would throng to eee him eat, 
He swallowing fire, while thou doSt throw it up ! 

On© solitary night — ^true is the story, 
Watching those forms that Fancy will create 
Within the bright confusion of the grate, 
I saw a dazzling countenance of glory ! 

Oh Dei gratias ! 

That fiery &cias 
Twas thine. Enchantress of the Surrey drove ; 

And ever since that night. 

In dark and bright. 
Thy face is registered within my state ! 

Long may that starry brow enjoy its rays ; 
May no untimely hloto its doom forestall ; 
But when old age prepares the friendly pall. 
When the last spark dP all thy sparks decavi, 
Tlim 4ie lamented by good people all, 

Like Goldsmith's Madam BlidM ! 



RHYME AND REASON. 

To the Editor of the Comie Annual. 

StB, 

In one of your Annuals yon have given insertion to " A Plan for 
Writing Blank Verse in Rhyme ;" but as I have seen no regular long 
poem conatmcted on its principles, I suppose the scheme did not take 
with the literary world. Under these rarcumstances I feel encouraged 
to bring fortrard a novelty of my own, and I cau only regret that such 
poets as Chaucer and Cottle, Spenser and Hayley, Milton and Pratt, 
Pope and Pye, B3'ron and Batterbee, should have died before it was 
invented. 

The great d^culty in verse is avowedly tbe rbyme. Dean Swift 
says somewhere in his letters, " that a rhyme is as hard to find with 
him as a guinea," — and we all know that guineas are proverbially 
scarce among poets. The merest versifier that ever attempted a 
Valence must have met with this Orson, some nntauieable savage 
syllable that refused to chime in with society. For instance, what 
poetical Fozhunter — a contributor to the Sporting Magazine — has not 
drawn all the covers of Beynard, Ceynaid, Deynard, Feynard, 
Qeynard, Heynard, Keynard, Leynaid, Meynaid, Neynard, Peynard, 
Qneynard, to find a rhyme for Reynard ! The spirit of the times is 
decidedly against Tithe; 
and I know of no tithe 
more oppressive than 
that poetical one, in 
heroic measure, which 
requires that every 
tenth syllable shall pay 

a sound in kind. How \ 

often the Poet goes up 
a line, only to be 

stopped at the end by I 

an impracticable rhyme, 

Uke a bull in a blind ' 

alley! I have an in- • 

genious medical friend, \ 

who might have been 
an eminent poet by this 
time, but the first lino 
he wrote ended in ipe- 
cacuanha, and with all HrrusiHb Trtm. 
his physical and mental 
power, he has never yet been able to find a rhyme for it. 

The plan I propose aims to obviate this hardship. My system is, to 
take the bull by the horns ; in short, to try at first what words will 
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chime, before you go farther and fare worse. To say nothing of other 
advantages, it will at least have one good effect, — and that is, to correct 
the erroneous notion of the would-be poets and poetesses of the present 
day, that the great end of poetry is rhyme. I beg leave to present a 
specimen of verse, which proves quite the reverse, and am, Sir, 

Your most obedient servant, 

John Deyden Grubb. 
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Rat-tat it went upon the lions chin, 

" That hat, I know it !" cried the joyful girl ; 

" Summer's it is, I know him by his knock. 

Comers like him are welcome as the day ! 

Lizzy ! go down and open the street-door. 

Busy I am to any one but him. 

Know him you must — ^he has been often here ; 

Show him up stairs, and tell him I'm alone.*' 

Quickly the maid went tripping down the stair ; 
Thickly the heart of Rose Matilda beat ; 
" Sure he has brought me tickets for the play— 
Drury — or Covent Garden — darling man ! — 
Kemble will play — or Kean who makes the soul 
Tremble ; in Richard or the frenzied Moor — 
Farren, the stay and prop of many a farce 
Barren beside— or Listen, Laughter's Child — 
Kelly the natural, to witness whom 
Jelly is nothing to the public's jam — 
Cooper, the sensible — and "Walter Knowles 
Super, in "William Tell — ^now rightly told. 
Better — perchance, from Andrews, brings a box, 
Letter of boxes for the Italian stage — 
Brocard ! Donzelli ! Taglioni ! Paul ! 
No card, — thank heaven — engages me to night I 
Feathers, of course, no turban, and no toque- 
Weather's against it, but I'll go in curls. 
Dearly I dote on white — my satin dress, 
JMerely one night — it won't be much the worse- 
Cupid — ^the New Ballet I long to see — 
Stupid ! why don't she go and ope the door 1" 

Glisten'd her eye as the impatient girl 
Listen'd, low bending o'er the topmost stair. 
Vainly, alas ! she listens and she bends. 
Plainly she hears this question and reply : 
" Axes your pardon. Sir, but what d^© want V 
" Taxes," says he, '' and shall not call again !" 



A FOXHUNTER 

Ib a jumble of puodoxes. He Bets forth clean though he conies out 
of a kennel, and retams home dirty. He cares not for cards, yet 
strivea to be always with the pack. He Iotbb fencing, but without 
carte or tierce ; and delights in a steeple chose, thongh he docs not 
follow the chuich. He is anything but litigious, yet is fond of a 
certun suit, and Ktains Scarlet. He keeps a running account with 
Horse, Dog, Fox, and Co., but objects to a check. As to cards, in 
choosing a pack he prefers Hunt's. In Theatricals, ho favours Miss 
Somerville, because hei namesake wrote the Chase, though he never 
read it. He is bo great Dancer, though he is fond of casting off 
twenty couple; and no great Painter, though he draws covers, 
and seeks for a bmsh. He ia no Mudcian, and yet is Fond of five 
bars. He despises Doctors, yet follows a course of bark. He pro- 
fesses to love his country, but is perpetually crossing it. He is fond of 
strong ale and beer, yet dislikes any purl. He is good-tempered, yet 
BO &r a Tartar as to prefer a saddle of Horse to a saddle of Mutton. 
He is somewhat rough and bearish himself but insists on good breeding 
in horses and dogs. He professes the Church Catechism, and counte- 
nances heathen dc^mu, by naming hia liounds after Jupiter and Juno, 



Hais and Diana. He cores not for violetB, but he doats on a good 
ecent. He aaya his Wife is a ^ew, but •bjects to destrofing a Ttzen. 
In PoUticB he inclines to Pitt, and runi after Fox. He is no milksop, 
but he loves to Tally. He protects Poultry, and preserves Foxes. He 
follows but one busipess, and yet has many pursuits. He pretends to 
bo knowing, but a dog leads him by the nose. He is as honest a 
fellow aa need be, yet his neck is cftener in danger than a thief's. He 
swears he can clear anything, but is beaten by a fog. He is no land- 
lord of houses, but is particular about fixtures. He studies " Summer- 
ing the Hunter," but goes Huntering in the Winter. He esteeins 
himself prosperous, and is always going to the dogs. He delights in 
the Hunter's Stakes, but takes care not to stake his hunter. He 
pruaes discretion, but would rather let the cat out of the bag than a 
fox. He docs not shine at a human conversauone, but is great among 
dogs giving tongue. To conclude, he runs as long as he can, and then 
goes to earth, and his Heir is in at hia death. But Ids Heir does not 
stand in his shoe*, for he never wore anything but boots. 



BAILEY BALLADS. 

To anticipate mistake, tbe above title refers not to Thomas Haynea 
~ot P. "W. N.— or even to any Publishers — ^but the original Old B^ley. 
It belongs to a set of Songs composed during the courtly leianre of what 
is technically called a Jnr}rinan in Waiting — that is, one of a eorju de 
rrierve, held in readiness to fill np the gaps which extraordinary mental 
exertion — or sedentary habits— or starvation, may make in the Council 
of Twelve. This wrong box it was once my fortune to get into. On 
the 5th of November, at the 6th hour, leaving my bed and the lozurions 
perusal of Taylor on Early Rising — I walked from a yellow fog into a 
black one, in my unwilling way to the New Court, which sweet herbs 
even could not sweeten, for the sole purpose of making criminals uncom- 
fortable. A neighbour, a retired sea Captain with a wooden leg, now 
literally a jury-mast, limped with me from Highbury Terrace on the 
same hanging errand — a personified Halter. Our legal drill Corporal 
was Serjeant Arabin, and when our muster roll without butter was 
over, before breakfast, the uninitiated can form no idea of the ludi- 
crousness of the excuses of the would-be Nonjurors, — aggravated by 
the solemnity of a previous oath, the delivery from a witness-box like 
a pulpit, and the professional gravity of the Court. One weakly old 
gentleman had been ordered by his physician to cat little, hut often, 
and apprehended even fatal consequences &om being locked up with 
an obstinate eleven; another conscientious demurrer desired time to 
make himself master of his duties, by consulting Jonathan Wild, 
Tidocq, Hardy Vaux, and Lazarillo de Tormes. But the number of 
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deaf men who objected the hardness of their hearing criminal cases 
was beyond belief. The Fublisheis of " Curtis on the Ear" and 
*' TlVright on the Ear" — (two popular surgical works, though rather 
suggestive of Pugilism) — ought to have stentorian agents in that 
Court. Defective on one side myself, I was literally ashamed to 
strike up singly in such a chorus of muffled double drums, and tacitly 
suffered my ears to he boxed with a common Jury. I heard, on the 
night hand, a Judge's charge — an arraignment and evidence to match, 
with great dexterity, but failing to catch the defence from the left 
hand, refused naturally to concur in any sinister verdict. The learned 
Serjeant, I presume, aa I was only half deaf, only half discharged 
me, — committing me to the relay-box, as a juror in Waiting, — and 
from which I vas relieved only by his successor, Sir Thomas Denman, 
and to justify my dullness, I made even his stupendous voice to repeat 
my dismissal twice over I 

It was during this compelled attendance that the project struck me 
of a Series of Lays of Larceny, combining Siu and Sentiment in that 
melo-dramatic mixture which is so congenial to the cholera morbid 
sensibility of the present age and stage. The following are merely 
specimens, but a hint from the Powers that be, — in the Strand, — will 
promptly produce a handsomo volume of the remainder, with a grate- 
ful Dedication to the learned Serjeant. 



LINES TO MARY. 

(ft |»0. 1, NEWSATE, FAVOURED BT MR. WQNTITC^) 



Mahy, I believ'd you true, 
And I was blest in so believing ; 
But till this hour I never knew — 
That you were taken up for thieving I 

Ok ! when I snatch'd a tender kisn, 
Or aome such trifle when I courted. 
You si^td, indeed, that love was blitS) 
But never owned you were transported ! 

But then to gaze on that £Eiir face — • 
It would have been an unfair feeling, 
To dream that you had pilfered lace— 
And Flints had suffer d from your stealiilf 1 

Or when my suit I first preferred. 

To bring your coldness to repentance, 

Before I hammer d out a word, 

How could I dream you'd heard a sentence ! 

Or when with all the warmth of youth 

1 strove to prove my love no fiction, 
How could I guess I urged a truth 
On one already past conviction ! 

How could I dream that ivory part. 

Your hand — where J have look'd and linger'd, 

Altho' it stole away my heart* 

Had been held up as one Ught-finger^d ! 

In melting verse your charms I drew^ 
The chamm in which my muse ddi|^MMPY 
Alas ! the lay* I thought was new, 
Spoke only what bad been indkud ! 

Oh ! when that form, a lovely one, 
Hung on the neck its arms had flown to, 
I little thoiu^t thftt you had run 
A chikpee octu»|^g on your own too. 

You said you pick'd me from the world. 

My vanity it now must shock it— 

And down at once my pride is hurl'd, 

You've pick'd me — and you've pick'd a pocket ! 



UN» TO MABT. 

Oh I when our lore had got >o br, 
The banns were read by Dr. Daly, 
Who asked if there was any bar — 
Why did not some one shout " Old Buley !" 

But, when you rob'd your flesh and boms 
In that pure white that angel garb is, 
Wlio could have thought you, Mary Jones, 
Among the Joans that link with Oarhiet ? 

And when the parson came to say, 

My goods were yours, if I had got any. 

And you should honour and obey, 

Who could have thought — " Bay of Botany." 

But, oh, — the worst of all your slips 
I did not till this day discover — 
That down in Deptford's prison ships. 
Oh, Mary ! you've a hulking lover ! 



" Lovo, vith 1 iritDen ! " 

He has shaT'd off his whiskers and hlacken'd hit brows. 
Wears a patch and a wig of false hair, — 
But it's him— Oh it's him 1 — we exchanged loTCn' tows, 
When I lived up in Cavendish Square. 

He had beautiful eyes, and his lips were the samei 
And his voice vraa as soft as a fiute — 
Like a Lord or a Marquis he look'd, whea ho esme, 
To make love in his mastei'a beet suit. 



If I lived for a thouBand long years from my birth, 
I shall never forget what he told ; 
How he lov'd me beyond the rich women of earth, 
"With their jewels and silver and gold ! 

When he kisa'd me and hade me adieu with a sigh, 
By the light of the sweetest of moons, 
Oh how little I dreamt I was bidding good-bye 
To my Missis's tea-pot and spoons ! 



No. III. 
" I'd be a Piuradj."— Riitiv. 
Ws met — 'twas in a moh— and I thought he had done me — 
I felt — I could not feel — for no watch was upon me ; 
He ran — the night was cold — and his pace was iinalter'd, 
I too longed much to pelt — hut my small-houed legs falter'd. 
I wore my bran new boots — and nnrivall'd their brightness, 
They fit me to a hiur — how I hated their tightness ! 
I call'd, but no one came, and my stride had a tether 
Oh tAou baet been the cause of this anguish, my leather ! 

And once agiun we met — and an old pal was near bim. 

He swore, a something low— hut 'twas no use to feat him ; 

I seized upon his arm, he was mine and mine only. 

And step^— as he deserv'd — to ceDs wretched and lonely : 

And there he will be tried — but I shall ne'er receive her. 

The watch that went too sure for an artful deceiver ; 

The world may thmk me gay, — heart and feet ache together, 

Ob thou bast been the caose of this anguish, my leather. 



^s^^-.. 



FBOH A PABISH CLERK IK BABBADOES TO 0N£ IN HAMFSBIiIE, 
niTH AN KMCLOBDSB. 

" Thon m»)-e«t conceiTe, nailer, with what concern I perceived iLc ej(» of tte Con- 
grrjiiition Gicd upon me." — MiMorai or P. P. 

Mr DEAR Jedjdiah, 

Hkhe I am safe and sound — well in body, and in fine voice for 
my calling — though thousanda and thousands of milee, I may eay, from 
the old living Threap-Cum-Toddle. Little did I think to be ever 
giving out the Psalms across the Atlantic, ot to be walking in the 
streets of Barbadoes, suiroimded by Blackanjoors, big and little ; some 
crying after me, "There him go — look at Massa Amen!" Poor 
African wretches ! I do hope, by my Lord Bishop's, asaistancc, to 
instruct many of them, and to teach them to have more respect for 
eccledastic dignitaries. 

Through a ludicrous clerical mischance, not fit for me to meation, 
we have preached but once since our arrival. Oh 1 Jedidiah, how 
different from the row of comely, sleek, and ruddy pltun English faces, 
that uaed to confront me in the Churchwarden's pew, at the oldserrice 
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ID HfiDta, — Mi. Perrym&n'a clean, ahining, bald head ; Mi. Timnan'a 
respectable powdered, and Mr. Cutlet's comely and well-combed caxon I 
' — Here, such a set of griniiing sooty fiues, tbat if I had been in an^ 
other place, I might hare fancied myself at a meeting of Master 
Chimney-sweeps on May-Day. Yon know, Jedidiah, how strange 
thoughts and things will haunt the mind, in spite of one's self, at times 
the least appropriate :-r-the line that follows *' The rose is red, the 
violet's Hue," in the old Talentine, I am ashamed to eay, came across 
me I know not how often. Then after service, no ffltting on a tomb- 
stone for a cheerful bit of chat with a neighbour — no invitation to 
dinner from the worshipful Churchwardens. The jabber of these 
Niggers is so outlandish or unintelligible, I can hardly say I am on 
^waking terms with any 
of our parishionem, except 
Mr. Pompey, the Govei^ 
nor's black, whose tripe 
to England have made his 
English not quite so full of 
Greek as the others. There 
is one thing, however, that 
is so great a dis^point- 
ment of my hopes and en- 
joyments, that I think, if 
I had foreseen it, I should 
not have come out, even 
at the Bishop's request. 
The song in the play-book 
says, you know, " While 
all Barbadoes bells do 

ring!"— butaias, Jedidiah, bmck ubbulhiI. " 

there is not a ring of bells 

in the whole island ! — You who remember, my fondness for that melo- 
dious pastime, indeed I may say my passion, for a Giandsire Peel of 
Triple Bob-Majors truly pulled, and the changes called hy myself; as 
when I belonged to the Great Tom Society of Hampshire Yonths, — 
may conceive my regret that, instead of coming here, I did not go oat 
to Swan Eiver — I am told they have a Peel there. 

I ^al) write a longer letter by the Nestor, Bird, which is the next 
ship. This comes by the Lively, Kidd, — only to bfurm you that I 
arrived here safe and well. Pray communicate the same, with my leva 
and duty, to my dear parents and relations, not forgetting Deborah 
and Darius ahPorkington, and Uriah at Pigsteod. The same to Mrs. 
Pugh, the openw, — Mr. Sexton, and the rest of my clerical friends. I 
have no commissions at present, except to beg that you will delivM th« 
enclosed, which I have written at Mr. Pompey's dictation, to his old 
block fellow servant, at number 45, Portland Place. AeJc for Agi^ 
nemnon down the area. If an opportunity should likewise offer of 
mentioning in any quarter tbat might reach administntion, the doUr 
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tntia state of out Baibftrian steeples, And Wfre^ pray don't omit ; and 
if^ ia tlie ineuL time, jon oonld Bend out even a set of imall handbells^ 
tt might proTa » paroohii^ aoqulsition as well u to me. 

Dear Jodidiah, 
Toot fiutbful Friend and fellow Clerk, 

Habakkok Obujifb, 

PS. — I send Pompey'a letter open, for yon to read—Yon will see 
wfaat a strange herd of block cattle I am among. 

^THE ENCXOSUBG.] 

Isay.Aggy!— , i. 

You remember me ? — Very well. — Runaway Pompey, some- 
body else. Me Govemor'a Pompey. Yon remember ? Me carry out 
Govemor'a piccaninny a walk. Very well. Massa Amen and me 
write this to say the news. Barbadoes all bustle. Nigger-mans do 
nothing but talkee talkee. [^Pompet/'i ri^ht, Jedidiah.'^ The Bishop 
is come. Missis Bishop. Miss Bishop — all the Bishops. Very well. 
The Bishop come in one ship, and him wigs come out in other ship. 
Bishop come one, two, three, weeks first. {_It'» too true, JedidiahJ] 
Him say no wig, no 
Bishop. Massa Amen, 
you remember, say so too. 
Very well. Massa Amen 
ask me every thing about 
nigger-man, where him 
baptizes in a water. £5o 
/ did.2 Me tell him in 
the sea, in the river, any 
wheres abouta. Yon re- 
member. Massa Amen 
ask at me agiun, who 
'ficiates. . Me tell him de 
Cayman, [ JVhal man, 
Jedidiak, could he mean 9^ 
Very wdL The day , 
before the other day i 
Bishop come to dinner 
with Governor and Gto- ; 
vemesB, up at the Big 
House. You remember, 

— Missia Bishop too. " bt udm hih tuhwh afirh." 

Missis Bishop set him 

turban afire at a caudle, and me put him out. \_WUh a kettU of BOiMinff 
water, JediditiA.] Pompey get nothing for that. Very well. 

I say, Aggy, — You know your Catechiara ? Massa Amen ask him 
at me and my wife, Black Juno, sometimes. Yon remember. Massa 
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Amen say, you give up a Devil I Tory well. Thfti Wm Biy, yon giw 
ap all work ? very well. Then him say agun. Black Jnno, yon giva 
np your Fompegi and vanities I Black Jono shake her head, and aa^ 
no. Haasa Amen say you must, and then my wife cry ever so much. 
[/t'( a fatty JedidtoA, the Uaekfemaie made thu ridieufoiu mittais.'] 

Very well. OovernoT come to you in three months to see the King. 
Pompey too. Yon remanber. Come for me to BlackwalL Me bri^ 
yon some of Qovemo^s mm. Black Juno say, tell Maaea Agamem- 
non, he mnst send some fashions, sometimes. You remembei ? Black 
Juno very smart. Him wish for a Bell Assembly. [Jedidia/t, to do /.^ 
Yon send him out, you remember % Very well. 

Massa Amen say write no more now. I say, pray one little word 
more for Agamemnon's wife. Give him good kiss from Pompey. 
{Jed^vAt wh^ a haoAenM meuaffe .'] Black Diana a kiss too. 
Tou remember ? Tcry well. No more. 



FRENCH AND ENGLISH. 

"Coodbciiren! Why own tie liltlo riiildren in Prance •p«»kPreocb!"—AoD«oK. 

I. Stratwe It wu to hear, 

Nerer go lo France I'll tell you what's a good'un, 

Unleai tou know the lingo, They call their leather queer. 

If you do, like me. And half their shoes are wooden. 
You will repent by jingo. 

Staring like a fool, l„ 
And silent as a munmy, 

There I ttnod alone. Signs I had to make, 



with a dummy ; For every little notion. 
Limbs all Koiog lilie 

ih A telegraph in motion, 

Chaises stand for chain. For wme 1 reel'd about, 

TJey clirisicn letter* Biiliei, To show my meaDiiig fully, 

They call their motheri marct. And made a pair of bomr. 

And all their ianghton _fiJ/ict ,- To ask for " beef and bully." 



ODR TILLAGE. 



Moo ! 1 cried for milk ; 
J irot my iweet ibiiigt tnu^cr, 
WhcD I hUscd Jeannellc, 
'Twas undersload fur li^^r. 
If 1 imnted bread, 
My janri I tot ft'-g-olnn'. 
And asked for ncw-ljid c^*. 
B/ cUppiog^ Uaadi and ciuwiiig 1 



in* 



h'd a ridet 



I'll tell TOO bow I got it ; 
On my (tick utride, 
I nade believe to trot it ; 



Tlien ilicir cub wat ilrange. 
It botod me every minute, 
Now heie'a a hog to clian(.'e, 
How many foioi are in it 1 



Never go to France, 
Unless }'nu kiiow the HoBo; 
It' you do, like me. 
You will repent, by jingo ( 
Starinfr like a fool. 
And lUent ai a mummy. 
There I stood alone, 
A nation with a dummy t 



OUR VILLAGE. 



" Sveet Anbnni, loVBlieal Tillage of the pUr," — CauMiuTa. ' 

t. baTB a great anxiety to tecome a topographer, and I do not know 
that I can make an eaffler commencement of the character, than hy 
attemp&g a description of our village. It will be found, as my friend 
the landlord over the way says, that " things are drawn mild." 

I live opposite the Green Man. I know that to be the Bign, in spite 
<i the piciuie, because I am told of the fact in large gilt letters, in three 
wveral ptaoes. The wholfr4ei^h portrait of " Vhomme verd" is rather 
impoeiag. He stands plnmp before you, in a sort of wrestling attitude, 
the legs standing distinctly apart, in a brace of decided boots, with dun 
(ops, joined to a pmr of creole-coloured leather breeches. The rest of 
lus dtesa is peculiar ; the coat, a two-flapper, green and brown, or, as . 
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thejr'uy at the tap, ha^-anAJialf ; a cocked hat on the half cock ; a 
short belt croBsing the breast like a fiat gas- pipe. The one hand stuck 
on the greeny-brown hip of my friend, in ibe other a gun with a barrel 
hke an entire butt, and the butt like a brewer's whole stock. On one 
side, looking up at the vanisbed visage of his roaster, ia all that remaimt 
of a liver- and- white pointer — seeming now to be some old dog from 
India, for bis white complexion is turned yeUow, and his liver is more 
than half gone ! 

The inn is really a very quiet, cozey, comfortable inn, though the 
landlord announces a fact in larger letteis, methinka, than his informa- 
tion warrants, viz., that he is " Licetited to deal in Forngn Winet and 
SpiriU." All innkeepers, I tniat, are so licensed j there is i 
to make so brazen a brag of this sinecure permit. 



I had written tbua far, when the tarnished gold letters of the Green 
Man seemed to be luddenly re-g^t ; and on looking upwards, I per- 
ceived that a sort of sky-light had bem opened in the clouds, giving 
entrance to a bright gleam of sunshine, which glowed with i^markable 
o^ct on a yellow post-cbwae in the stable-yard, and brought the ducks 
out beautifully white firom the black horse-pond. Tempted by the 
appearance of the wea- 
ther, I put down my pen, 
and strolled out for a 
quarter of an hour before 
dinner to inhale that lur, 
without which, like the 
chameleon, I cannot feed. 
On my return, I found, 
with some surprise, that 
mj papers were a good 
deal diiKompoged ; but, be- 
fore I had time for much 
wonder, my landlady en- 
tered with one of her most 
obliging curtseys, and ob- 
served that she had seen 
me writing in the morn- 
ing, and it had oocnrred 
to hex by ohanoe, that I 

might by possibility have "' iidt or ■' oiw mwwt" 

been writing a deeoription of tite TiUagn. I tsld her titat I faftd acttuB^ 
been engaged on that very ntbject. " If that is the case, of oonrse, %-, 
yon would begin, no doubt, about the Green Man, being m oloee by ; and - 
I dan say, yon wonid say something abont the sign, and tiie Green 
Man with Ids top hoots, aad his gnn, and his Indian livet^and-whUe 
pointer, though bis white to be sure is turned yellow, and his liver is 
more than half gone." " Yon are perfectly r^ht, Mrs. licdger," I 
•^lied, " and in one part of the deaaiptton, I think I have uBed almost 
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your own Yery wbrdt." ^^ Well, thai it cunoos, Bir," eoedftined Mn^ 
L., and physically, not arithmetically, casting up all her hands and 
eyes. [^ Moreoyer, what I mean to say, is this ; and I only say thai 
to save trouble. There's a young man lodges at the Green Grocer's 
oyer the way, who has writ an account of l^he village already to youf 
hand. The people about the place call him the Poet, but, anyhow, 
he studies a good deal, and writes beautiful ; and, as I said before, has 
made the whole village out of his own head. Now, it might save 
trouble, 8ir, if you was to write it out, and I am sure I have a copy, 
that, as far as the loan goes, is at your service. Sir." My curiosity 
induced me to take the offer ; and as tiie poem retdly forestalled what I 
had to say of the Hamlet, I took my landlady's advice and transcribed 
tt,-'-and here it is. . 

OUR VILLAGE.— BY A VILLAGER. 

OtTR Village, that's to say not. Miss Mitford's village, but our village 

of Bullock Smithy, 
Is come into by an avenue of trees, three oak pollards, two elders, and 

a withy ; 
And in the middle, there's a green of about not exceeding an acre and 

a half; 
It's common to all, and fed off by nineteen cows, six ponies, three 

horses, five asses, two foals, seven pigs, and a calf ! 
Besides a pond in the middle, as is held by a similar sort of common 

^ law lease. 
And contains twenty ducks, six drakes, three ganders, two dead dogs, 

four.drown'd kittens, and twelve geese. 
Of course the green's cropt very close, and does fEunous for bowling 

when the little village boys play at cricket ; 
Only some horse, or pig, or cow, or great jackass, is sure to come and 

stand right before the wicket. 
There's fifty-five private houses, let alone bams and workshops, and 

pig-styes, and poultry huts, and such-like sheds ; 
With plenty of public-houses — two Foxes, one Green Man, three Bunch 

of Grapes, one Crown, and six King's Heads. 
The Green Man is reckon'd the best, as the only one that for love or 

money can raise 
A postilion, a blue jacket, two deplorable lame white hones, and a 

ramshackled *^ neat post-chaise." 
Thenfu one paridi ofauich for all the people, whatsoever niay be their 

ranks in life or their degrees,) 
Bzoqpi one very dai^p, ninall, dark, freezing-cold, little Methodise 

chapel of Ease ; 
And doM by the ehuieh-yBrd, there's a 8t<m«-mason's ynrd, that whoa 

the time is seasonable 
Will famish wi^ afflictions sore and marUe ums and eherubim» very 

low and reasonable* 
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Tboate'n a e«ge, eomforlable enough ; Fve been in it ithh (M Jack 

Jeffirey and Tom Pike ; 
For the Qreen Man next door will send yon in ale, gin, or any thing 

else you like. 
I can't speak of the stocks, as nothing remuns of them but the upright 

post; 
But the pound is kept in repaira for the sake of Cob's horse, as is 

always there almost. 
There's a smithy of course, where that queer sort of a chap in his way. 

Old Joe Bradley, 
Perpetually hammers and stammers, for he stutters and shoes horses 

Tery badly. 
There's a shop of all sorts, that sells eveiy thing, kept by the widow of 

Mr. Task ; 
But when you go there it's ten to one she's out of every thing yoa 

ask. 
You'll know her house by the swarm of boys, like flies, about the old 

sugary cask: 
There are six empty houses, and not so well paper'd indde as out, ^ 
For bill-stickers won't beware, but sticks notices of sales and election 

placards all about. 
That's the Doctor's with a green door, where the garden pots in the 

windows is seen ; 
A weakly monthly rose that don't blow, and a dead geranium, and a 

tea-plant with five black leaves and one green. 
As for hoUyoaks at the cottage doors, and honeysuckles and jasmines, 

you may go and whistle ; 
But the Tailor s front garden grow two cabbages, a dock, a ha'porth of 

pennyroyal, two dandelions, and a thistle. 
There are three sniall orchards — Mr. Busby's the schoolmaster's is the 

chiefs 
With two pear-trees that don't bear ; one plum and an apple, that 

every year is stripped by a thief. 
There's another small day-school too, kept by the respectable Mrs. 

Gaby. 
A select establishment, for six little boys and one big, and four little 

girls and a baby ; 
There's a rectory, with pointed gables and strange odd chimneys that 

never smokes. 
For the rector don't live on his living like other Christian sort of folks ; 
There's a barber's, once a-week well filled with rough black<^bearded 

shock-headed churls, 
And a window with two feminine men's heads, and two masculine 

ladies in false curls ; 
There's a butcher's, and a carpenter's, and a plumbei^s, aadid a small 

green-grocer's, and a baker. 
But he won't bake on a Sunday, and there's a sexton that's a coal- 
merchant besides, and an undertaker; 
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And a toy-shop, bnt not a whole one, for a village can't oompiiie with 

the London shops ; 
One window sells drums, dotis, kites, carta, faatts, Clont's balls, and the 

other sella malt and hope. 
And Mis. Brois'n, in domestic economy not to be a bit behind her 

betters, 
Itets her house to a milliner, & wstchmsiker, a rat-catcher, a cobler, lives 

in it herself^ and it's the post-office for letters. 
Now Vvo gone through all the village— ay, from end to end, save 

and except one more house, 
Bnt I haven't come to that — and I hope I never shaU— and that's the 

Village Poor-House ! 



' ; THE SCRAPE-BOOK. 

"liocli'sdl!" 

' SoKB men eeem bom to be lucky. Happier than kings. Fortune's 
wheel has fi>t them no revolutions. Whatever they touch turns to 
gold,— their path is paved with the philosopher's stone. At games of 
chance they hjive no chance; but what is better, a cotainty. Iliejr 
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hold four suits of trumps. They get wind&Us, "vHihout a breotli 
stirring — as legacies. Prizes turn up for them in lotteries. On the 
turf, their horse — an outsider — always wins. They enjoy a whob 
season of benefits. At the very worst, in tr3dng to drown themselves, 
they dive on some treasute undiscovered since the l^anish Armada ; 
or tie their halter to a hook, that unseals a hoard in the ceiling. That's 
their luck. 

There is another kind of fortune, called ill-luck ; so ill, that you 
hope it will die ^— but it don't. That's my luck. 

Other people keep scrap-books ; but I, a scrape-book. It is theirs 
to insef t bon-mots, riddles, anecdotes, caricatures, &cetice of all kinds ; 
mine to record mischances, failures, accidents, disa^^Kuntments ; in 
short, as the betters say, I have always a bad book. "Witness a few 
extracts, bitter as extract of bark. 

April 1st. Married on this day : in the first week of the honeymoon, 
stumbled over my father-in-law's beehives ! He has 262 bees ; thanks 
to me, he is now able to check them. Some of the insects having an 
account against me, preferred to settle on my calf. Others swarmed on 
my hands. My bald head seemed a perfect humming-top! Two 
hundred and fifty-two stings — ^it should be '* stings — and arrows of 
outrageous fortune !" But that's my luck. Rushed bee^blind into 
the horse-pond, and torn otU by Tiger, the house dog. Staggered 
incontinent into the pig-sty, and collared by the sow — sus. per coll. 
for kicking her sucklings ; recommended oil for my wounds, and none 
but lamp ditto in the house ; relieved of the stings at last — ^what luck! 
by 252 operations. 

9th. Gave my adored Belinda a black, eye, in the open street, aiming 
at a lad who attempted to snatch her reticule. Belinda's part taken 
by a big rascal, as deaf as* a post, who wanted to fight me ^' for striking 
a woman." My luck again. 

12th. Purchased a mare, warranted so gentle that a lady might 
ride her, and, indeed, no animal could be quieter, except the leather 
one, formerly in the Show-room, at Exeter Change. Meant for the 
first time to ride with Belinda to the Park-^put my foot in the 
stirrup, and found myself on my own back instead of the mare's. 
Other men are thrown by their horses, but a saddle does it for me. 
Well, — ^nothing is so hard as my luck — ^unless it be the fourth flag or 
stone from the post at the north comer of Harley-Street. 

14th. Run down in a wherry by a coal-brig, off Greenwich, but 
providentially picked up by a steamer, that burst her boiler directly 
afterwards. Saved to be scalded 1-^But misfortunes with me never 
came single, from my very childhood. I remember when my little 
brothers and sisters tumbled down stairs, they always hitched halfway 
at the angle. My luck invariably turned the comer. It could not 
b^ar to bate me a single bump. 

17th. Had my eye picked out by a pavior who was oaAng his way, 
he did'^nt care where. Sent home in a hackney chariot thai upset. 
Paid Jaryis a sovereign fiur a shilling. My hu^ all over t 
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Ist of May. My flue on fire. Not a sweep to be had for love or 
money ! — Lucky enough _^ me — the parish enguie soon arrived, with 
all the charity school. Boys aro fond of playing — and indnlged thdr 
pTopenmty by playing into my beet drawing-room. Every friend I 
had dropped in to dinner. Nothing but Lacedemonian black broth. 
Others have pot-luck, but I have not even pint-luck — at leaat of the 
right sort. 

8th. Found, oa getting up, that the kitchen garden had been 
stripped by thieves, but bad the luck at night to catch some one in 
the garden, by waOting Into my own trap. Afrud to call out, for 
fear of being shot at by the gardener, who would have hit me to a dead 
certtunty — for such is my luck ! 

10th. Agricultural distress is a treat to mine. My old fiiend Bill 
— I must henceforth call him Oom-bill— has, this morning, laid his 
unfeeling wooden leg on my 
tendeiest toe, like a thresher. 
In spite of Dibdin, I don't 
believe that oak has any 
heart: or it would not be 
such a walking tread-mill I 

12th. Two pieces of "my 
usual." First knocked down 
by a mad buU. Secondly, 
picked up by a pick-pocket. 
Any body but me would 
have found one hoaeet hu- 
mane man out of a whole 
crowd ; but I am bom to 
suffer, whether done by ac- 
ddent or done by design. ; 
Luckilyfopigae And the pi^- 
pocket, I was able to iden- . 
tify him, bound over to pro- - 
Bccnte, and had the satis- < 
faction of exporting him to 

Botany bay. I suppose I » cowiisb m». 

performed well in a court of 

justice, for the next day — " Encore u» ooiip S" — I had a smnmons to 
serve with a Middlesex jury, at the Old Baitey, for a fortnight. 

14th. My number in the lottery has come up a capital pri«B. Luck 
at laet— if 1 had not lost the ticket. 
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A TRUE STORY, 



Whoe'er has seen upon the human face 
The yellow jaundice and the jaundice hlack, 
May form a notion of old Colonel Case 
With nigger Pompey waiting at his hack. 

Case,^ — as the case is, many time with folks 
From hot Bengal, Calcutta, or Bomhay, 
Had tint his tint as Scottish tongues would say 
And showed two cheeks as yellow as eggs^ yolks. 
Pompey, the chip of some old ebon block, 
In hue was like his master's stiff cravat, 
And might indeed have chumed akin to that^ 
Coming, aa he did, of an old hlack stock* 

Case wore the liver's livery that such 
Must wear, their past excesses to denote, " 
Like Greenwich pensioners that take too much, 
And then do penance in a yellow coat. 
Pompey's, a deep and permanent jet dye, , 
A stain of nature's staining— one of those 
We call fast colours — ^merely, I suppose, 
Because such colours never ^ otjly. 

Pray mark this difference of dark and sallow, 
Pompe/s black husk, and the old Colonel's yellow. 

The Colonel, once a pennyless beginner, 
From a long Indian rubber rose a winner. 
With plenty of pagodas in his pocket. 
And homeward turning his Hibernian thought, 
Deem'd Wickiow was the very place that ought 
To harbour one whose wick was in the socket. 

tJnhappily for Case*e scheme of quiet, 
Wicklow just then was in a pretty riot, 
A fact recorded in each day's diumals, 
Things, Case was not accustomed to peruse, 

Careless of news ; 
But Pompey always read these bloody journals, 
Full of Killmany and of Killmore work. 
The freaks of some O'Shaunessy's shillaly, 
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Of morning fraya bjr some O'Brien Burke, 
Or horrid nigbUy outrage by some Daly ; 
How scums deserving of the Devil's ladle, 
TTould fall upon the hormleBS bcuH and knock it, 
And if he found an infant in the cradle, 
Stern Eook wonld hardly hesitate to rock it ; 



In fact, he read of burner and of killer, 

And Irish ravages, day after day. 

Till, haunting in his dreams, he used to say, 

That " Pompey could not sleep on Pompey'i Pillar." 

Judge then the honor of the nigger's &ce 
To find — with such impresaiona of that dire land- 
That Case, — hia master, — was a packing case 

For Ireland I 
He saw in fearful reveries ariae, 
Pbantasmagoriaa of those dreadful men 
Whose fame associate with Irish plots is, 
Fitigeralds— Tones — 0'Connor»— Hares — and then 
" Those Emmett," not eo " little in his eyes " 

As Doctor Watts's 1 
He felt himself piked, roosted,— carr'd and hack'd, 
His big black burly body seemed in fact 
A pincushion for Terror's pins and needles,— 
Ob, how he wish'd himself beneath the sun 
Of A(nc— or in far Barbadoes — one 
Of Bishop Coleridge's new black beadles. 



FoU of ibis fright, 
Wiih broken peace and broken EngUA choking, 
As black as any raven and as croaking, 
Pom'pey rushed in upon his master^s ^ght, 
Plump'd on his knees, and clasp'd his ^Ue digits, 
Thus Stirring Curiosit/js sharp fidgets—* 
" O Massa ! — Massa ! — Colonel I — Ma^sa Case !^ 
Not go to Ireland !•— Ireland dam bad place ; 
Dem take our bloods— niem Irish — every drop— 
Oh why for Massa go so far a distance 
To have him life ? " ■■ Here Pompey made a stop, 
Putting an awful period to existence* 

" Not go to Ireland — not to Ireland, fellow. 

And murder'd — why should I be murder d. Sirrah ? " 

Cried Case, with anger^s tinge upon his yellow, — 

Pompey, for answer, pointing in a mirror 

The Colonel's saffron, and his own japan,-— 

" Well, what has that to do— quick — speak outright, boy ? '' 

*' O Massa" — (so the explanation ran) 

" Massa be killed — ^'cause Massa Orange Man^ 

And Pompey killed — ^'cause Pompey not a W/iite Boj ! " 




OMl'KV M ritXAlU 



THE SORROWS OF AN UNDERTAKER. 

To mention only b^ name the sorrows of &n Undertaker, will b« 
likclj' to nuse a smile on meet faces, — the mere words suggest a, 
solemn stalking parody of grief to the satiric fancy ; — but give a ^r 
hearing to my woes, and even the veriest mocker may learn to pity 
an Undertaker who kaa been unfortunate in all Uis uudertakingB. 

My Fatlier, a Fumislier and Performer in the funeral line, i\eed to 
say of me, — noticing some boyish levities— that " I should nt ^er do 
for an Undertaker," But the prediction was wrong — my Parent lied, 
and I did for him in the way of business. Having jo otlieraltcrnabTe, 
I took posseasion of a very fair stock and busineiis. I felt at first as if 
plunged in the Black Sea — and when I read my name upon the shop 
door, it threw a crape over my spirits, that I did not get rid of for 
some months. 

Then came the cares of business. The scandalous insinuated that 
the funerals were not so decorously performed as in Ifae time of the 
Late. I discharged my mutes, who were grown fat and jocular, and 
sought about for tiie lean and lank vtsoged kind. But these demure 
logues cheated and robbed me — plucked my feathers and pruned my 
scar&, and I was driven back again to my " merrie men," — whose 
only fiwlt was making a pleasure of their business. 

Soon after this, I made myself prominent in the parish, and obbtined 
a contract for Parochial Cunchology — or shells for the paupers. But 
this even, as I may say, broke down on its first tressels. Having as 
my first job to inter a workhouse female —jf) tat. 96— and wishing to 
gain the good opinion of the parish, I had made the airangemcnta 
with more than nsuol decency. The company were at the door. 
Placing myself at the head, widi my best burial &ce, and my slowest 
aolemnity of step, I set forward, and thanks to my professional deaf- 
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ness, — indnced by the constant hammeringr-I nerer perceived, till at 
tlie church gates, that the procesdon had not stirred &om the door of 
the faouBe. So good a joke was not lost npou my two Mates, who 
mode it an excuse for chuckling on after occaaons. But to me the 
consequence was serious. A notion arose amongst the poor that 
I was too prond to walk along with their remains, and the ferment 
ran so high, that I was finally compelled to give up my contract. 

go much for foot funerals. Now for coach work. The eztravagaot 
charges of the jobbers at last induced me to set up a Hearse and 
Mourning Coaches of my own, with sleek ebony long-tuled horaea 
to match. One of these— the finest of the set — ^had been sold to me 
under warranty of being sound and iree from vice; and so he was, 
bnt tiie dealer never told mo that he had been a charger at Astley's. 
Accordingly on his very 
first performance, in 
pasmng through Bow, 
. — at that time a kind 
of Fairy Land, — he 
thought proper, on 
hearing a showman's 
trumpet, to dance a 
cotillion in hia feathers ! 
There was nothing to 
be done but to travel 
on vrith three to the 
next stage, where I 
sold the capraer at a 
heavy loss, and to the 
infinite regret of my , 
merry mourners, with 
whom this exhibition 
Iiad made hun a great 
favourite. From this 
period |my business 
rapidly declined, till 

instead of five or six »'*™v "■">• 

demises, on an avemge, I put in only two defitncts and a half per 
week. 

In this extremity a " black job " was brought to me that promised 
to make amends for the rest. One fine morning a brace of executors 
walked into the shop, and handing to me the following extract of a 
will, politely requested that I would perform accordingly — and with 
the pleasing addition that I was to be regardless of the expense. The 
document ran thus : " Item, I will and desire that after death, my 
body be placed in a strong leaden coflin, the same to be afterwards 
enclosed in one of oak, and therein my remains to be conveyed hand- 
somely to the village of •"• in Norfolk, my birth-place ; there to lie, 
being duly watched, daring one night, in the Family mansion now 
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unoccupied, and on the morrow to be carried thence to the ehurch, 
the coffin being borne by the six oldest resident and decayed pa» 
rishioners, male or female, and for the same they shall receive seye- 
rally the siun of five pounds, to be pidd on or before the day of 
interment." 

It will be believed that I lost no time in preparing the last solid 
and costly receptacles for the late Lady Lambert ; and the unusual 
bulk of the deceased seemed in prospective to justify a bill of pro- 
p(»tionate magnitude. I was prodigal of plumes and scutcheons, of 
staves and scarfs, and mourning coaches ; and finally, raising a whole 
company of black cavalry, we set out by stages, short and sweet, 
for our destination. I had been prudent enough to send a letter before 
me to prepare the bearers, and imprudent enough to remit their fees 
in advance. But I had no misgivings. My men enjoyed the excur- 
sion, and so did I. We ate well, drank weU, slept well, and expected 
to be well paid for what was so well done. At the last stage it 
happened I had rather an intricate reckoning to arrange, by which 
means being detained a full hour behind the cavalcade, I did not 
reach the desired village till the whole party had estabHshed them- 
selves at the Dying Dolphin ; a fact I fiiBt ascertained from hearing 
the merriment of my two mutes in the parlour. Highly indignant 
at this breach of decorum, I rushed in on the o£fending couple ; and 
let the Undertaking Reader conceive my feelings, when the follo¥dng 
letter was put into my hands, explaining at once the good joke of the 
two felloYTS, or rather that of the whole village. 

^^ Sir, — We have sought out the six oldest of the pauper parishioners 
of ibis place, namely as follows : — 

Margaret Squires, aged 101, blind and bed-rid. 
Timothy Topping, aged 98, paralytic and bed-rid* 
Darius Watts, aged 95, with loss of both legs. 
Barbara Copp, 94 years, bom vrithout arms. 
Philip Gill, about 81, an Idiot. 
Mary Ridges, 79, afflicted with St. Vitus. 

Among whom we have distributed your Thirty Pounds according 
to desire, and for which they are very grateful. 

John Gills, ) Overseers " 

Sam. Rackstrow, J 

Such were the six bearers who were to carry Lady Lambert to 
tho church, and who could as soon have carried the church to Lady 
Lambert. To crown all, I rashly listened to the advice of my 
thoughtless mutes, and in an evil hour deposited the body without 
troubling any parishioner, old or young, on the subject. The con- 
sequence is, the Executors demur to my bill, because I have not 
acted up to the letter of my instructions. I have had to stand treat 
for a large party on the road, to sustain all the charges of the 
black cavalry, and am besides minus thirty pounds in charity, without 
even the merit of a charitable intention ! 



- THE CARELESSE NURSE MAY1>. 

I 6AWE a Mayd dtte on a Bank, 
Boguiled by Wooer foj^e and fond ; 
And whilea Hia flatteiynge Vowes She diaak. 
Her NuiselyBge alipt within a Fond ! 

AU Xhren Tide thsy Talkde and Ki*t, 
For She waa feyre and He waa Kinde ; 
The Snnne went down hefoie She wist 
Another Sonne had eett behinde ! 

"With angiie Hands and frownynge Browe, 
That deemd Her owne the Uichine's Slnne, 
She plackt Him out, but he was nowe 
Past being Whipt for fiillynge in. 

She then beginnea to wayle the Ladde 
With Shrikes that Echo anawerde round— 
O ! feolishe Mayd to be soe sadde 
The Momeute that her Care was drownd ! 



TO FANNY. 

J bciDg, bom to flutter f" — S^ili'd Glc 



Is tliia jour faith, then, Fanny! 

What, 10 chat itilh everj Dun 
I'm the one, than, but of manj. 

Not or many, but the One ! 

Last night jou aQul'd on all. Ma'am, 
That appear'd in scariet dress ; 

And your Regimental Ball, Ma'am, 
Look'd a little tike a Men. 

I thought that of the Sogers 
(Ai the Scotch Bay) one might do. 

And Ibat 1, alight Eongn Rogers, 
Wu the cboMa nan and Uue. 

But 'Sblood ! your eye wai btwy 

With that ragamuffiB mob ; — 

Colonel BttddeU— Colonel DIezv— 

- And LieutenttBt-Colond Cobf). 



General Joblin, General Jodkin, 

Colonels— Kelly, Felly, with 

Majors— Slorgeon, Tmffle, Bodkin, 

And the Quarter-master Smith. 



Major Chowdrum — Major Bye- 
Captain Tawney — Captain Fawncy, 
Captain Any -one — but I ! 

Deuce take it! when the regiment 
You so praised, I only thought 

That yon loT'd it in mbridgawnt, 
But t now ui better tu^t ! ) 

1 went, M loTuig man goef. 
To admire thee in quadrilles ; 

But Pan, Ton danea ^ndangoei 
With jiist any fop that wills I 

^2 
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I went with notes befoie us, I am, I don't conceal it. 
On the lay of Love to touch ; BuL I am a little hurt ; 

But with all tbe Corps in chorus. You're a Fan, and I must feet it. 
Oh ! it is indeed too much I fit Tor nothing but n Flirl ! 

You once — ere you contracted I dreamt Ih? smileti of t>eanty 
For the Army-~4eeiii'd my own i^ On myself alone did fall ; 

But now you laugh with ell the Staff, But alas ! " Cou Fan Tutii ! " 
And I may sign alone !-~ It Is thus. Fan, thus will all \ 

I know not how it chances. You have taken quite a mob in 
When my passion ever dares. Of new military flames ;— 

But the warmer my advances, "^^Jf "'*■''*' make a 6oe Round Robin 
Then the cooler are your airs. If I gave you all Ibcir names ! 



THE FANCY FAIR. 



" It bearclb tlie nune of \aiAiy Fair, beams the town where it ii kepi la ' ligfalar 
than ranity (' and also became all tbat la there Bold, or that eometh thither, i> naity." 

"I named Ihii placo Boothia."— Captun Robb. 

" A Fancy Fair," aaid my friend L., in his usual quiunt style, " is 
a (ait subject for fancy ; take up your pen and try. For instance, 
there was one held at the Mansion House. Conceive a shambling 
shock-headed clodpole, familiar with the wakes of Bow, Bamet, and 
Bartlemy, elbowing his awkward way into the Egyptian Hall, his 
round eyes and mouth all-agapc in the ludicrous expectation of seeing 
tho Lord Mayor standing on his very "Worshipful head, the I^ady 
Mayoress lifting a hundred weight by her Right Honourable hair, the 
Sword-Bearer swallowing his blade of state, the Recorder conjuring 
ribands from his loomed and eloquent mouth, and the Senior Alder- 
man with a pMnted York-and-Lancaster'face, dancing a tarahand a 
la Pierrot ! Ot fancy Jolterhead at the fait of the Surrey Zoologi- 
cal, foicisg Mb clumsy destructive course thiough groups of female 



fesMonableB, like a hog in a tulip bed, with the eqnaUf laughable inten- 
tion of inspecting long 
horns and short horns, 
prime beasts aod htm 
stock ; of handling the 
porkers and conghing 
the colts. Nay, ima- 
gine our bnmpkiD at . 
the great Fancy Fair 
of all, blundering up 
to a stall kept by a 
Royal Duchess, and in- 
quiring porsoveringly 
for a gilt gingerbread 
King and Queen — a 
long-promised fairing 
to brother Bill at : 
Leighton Buzzard ! " 

Little did L. dream 
during this flourish of 
fancy, that his whim- 
sical fiction had been * momd of ratr. 
forestalled by fact ; and a deep shade of vexation pnssed over his 
features while he perused the following hints from Hants, as con- 
veyed in a bond Jide letter to the Editor of the Comic Annnid. 

HoNNORD Sun, 

Dont no if you Be a Hamehire man, or a man atacht to tlie 
fancy, but as Both such myself, have took the libberty to write about 
what is no joke. Of coarse allude to being Hoaxt up to Lonnon, to 
sea a fair no fair at all and About as much fancy as you mite fancy on 
the pint of a pin. — > 

Have folleid the Fancy, ever dnce cnmming of Age, and bean to 
every Puglistical fite, from the Qoim Chicking down to the fite last 
weak. Have bated Buls drawd Baggers, and Kild rats myself 
mecning to say with my bono Dogs. Ought to ho wot Fancy his. 
Self prays is no re-comendation But have bean at every Fair Waik or 
Revvie in England. Ought to no then wot a Fare is. 

Has for the Lonnon job — could Sea nothin like Fancy and nothing 
like fore. Only a Toy shop out of Town with a gals skool looking 
after it, vrithout a Guwemess and all oglein like Wjnkin. Lots of 
the fare sects but no thimbel rig, no priking in the garter no nothing. 
Am blest if our bone little Fare down at Goes Grean dont lick it all to 
Styx. Bulheating, Baggerdrawing, Cuggleplaying, Rastlin, s. Sopped 
pigtale, a Mane of Cox Jackasreocing jumpin in Sox and a Grand 
Sire Peal of Trouble Bobs puld by the ColUge youths by way of givin 
a Bella Life to the hole. Call that Fancy. Too Wild Best Shoes, 
fore theaters besides a Horseplay a Dwarft a She Giant a fat Child a 
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pitae ox fire cairiboo savidgeB a Iturned Pigg an Altnny Witii «ite 
HarcB a real See Murmad a Fix Eater and lota of Pnndiea and JnAdis. 
Call that a Fare. 

Kow for Lonnon. Xo Sanderaea — no Bicbudsena no wnmirilb 
menageris no backy boxie to shy for — no Incky Boxia. No poatA 
makin no jugling or Dancing. Prest one ynng laidy In mge chekks 
and trowBera Terry civelly For a bit of a caper on the tite rop — Btrt 
miss got on the hi rop, and oalld for a coneetohhle. Askt annother 
in a ridding habhit for the favu of a little hoisemnnahip and got 
kicked ont of her Booth. Oooa Oieaa for ray mnnny 1 Saw a yang 
laidy there that awallerd a Sord Mid Traoit too Partickler to jump thiew 



a hoop. Dntcheaaes look dull after that at a Fate. Vorry dignUted, 
but Prefer the "Wax Wuik, as a Show. Dont sea anny think in watch 
Pappera cnt out by Countiases that have been bom with all their 
hanna and legs — not Miss Biffins. 

Muat aay one thing for Gooa Grean. Never got my pockit pict 
xcept af Lonnon— am sorry to say lost my Reader and Ticket and 
every Dump I had let alone a ringle BOvian. And lost the best 
part of that beaidea to a Yung Laidy that newer gave change. 
Oieeniah enuf aays you for my Tim of Day but I was gammnna 
by the baggidge to bye five i^iiUin Kb Cushina. Wiah Charrity 
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had Btayd at Hoam ! The ould Mare got a coald by waiting ontnde- 
And the five Chanity pinoushine hadn't Bran enuf in their hole 
boddya to make her a Mash. 

Am told the Hoa- 
pittle don't clear auny 
grate proffits after all 
is dim and Like ennff. 
A Fare should be a 
Fare and fokee at Boom 
oght to do as Room 
does. Have a notion 
Feeressis that keep 
Booths wood take moor 
Munny if they wasn't 
abuv living the dubble 
drums and speakin 
trumpets and gongs. 
Theres nothiu like goin 
the hole Hog ! 

Shall be happy, sur, 
to sea You at Qoos 
Green next Fare and 
pint out the Differ- 
ence. Maybe in Flur- 
tashnn, and Match - 
maeking and getting 
off Dorters along with 
the dolls we ai a littel 

cut out, but for Ginuen Fancy and Fun and Fair Phiy its a mear 
Qreen Qoos to Goos Gbeen. 

Remain Sur, 

Your humbel tu command, 

Jacob Giles. 

t.S. Think Tallintins day wood be a Good fixter for next Fancy 
Fare. Sbant say why. Sniff sumthiug of the kind going on amnng 
our hone Gals — ^PoUy as just begd a sak of bran and she dont keap 
rabits. Fincushius and nothin else. Tothei day cum across a large 
Watchpohit and suspect Mrs. G is at the Bottom of it. No chumin 
butter no paokin cgs no sctten Hens and crammin Tnrkis — AQ 
sniping ribbina folding pappcr bowid up satten and spUtting hole 
tnisses of straw. Am blest if its for litterin down Horris. Dont no 
how its all to bo got to markit at Lonnon, the nine Gala and all "xcept 
its by a Fichfurd Yau. 



POEMS, BY A POOR GENTLEMAN. 



Poetry and poverty begin ■with the same letter, and, in more 
respects than one, are " as like each other as two Fa."— Nine tailots 
are the making of a man, but not bo the nine Muses. Their votaries 
are notoriously only water-drinkers, eating mutton cold, and dwelling 
in attics. Look at the miserable lives and deaths recorded of the poets. 
" Butler," says Mr, DTsraeli, " lived in a cellar, and Goldsmith in a 
Deserted Tillage. Savage ran wild,— Chattcrtoa was carried on St. 
Augustine's Back like a young gipsy; and his half-starved Rowley 
always siud heigho, when he heard of gammon and spinach. Gray's 
days were ode-ious, and Gay's giwety was fabulous. Falconet was 
shipwrecked. Homer was a blind beggar, and Pope nuaed a subscrip- 
tion for him, and went snacks. Crabbe found himself in the poor- 
house, Spenser couldn't afford a great-coat, and Milton was led up and 
down by his daughters, to save the expense of a dc^." 
•« It seems all but impossible to be a poet, in easy circnmstuices. 
Pope has shown how verses are written by Ladies of Quality — and 
what execrable rhymes Sir Richard Blackmore composed in his chariot. 
In a hay-cart he might have sung like a Bums. 
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As the editors of magazines and anmials (save one) well know, the 
truly poetical contributions which can be iaecrted, are not tliose which 
come post free, in rose-coloured tinted paper, scented with musk, and 
sealed with fancy wax. The real article arrives by post, unpaid, sealed 
with roBin, or possibly with a dab of pitch or cobbler's wax, bearing 
the impresMon of a halfpenny, or more frequently of a button, — the 
paper is dingy, and scant — the hand-writiag has evidently come to the 
author by nature — there are trips in the spelling, and Priscinn is a 
little Bcratch'd or so — but a rill of the true Castalian runs through the 
whole composition, though its fountain-head was a broken tea-cup, 
instead of a silver atandish. A few years ago I used to be favoured 
with numerous poems for insertion, which bore the signature of Fitz- 
Norman ; the crest on the seal bad probably descended from the Con- 
qnest, and the packets were invariably delivered by a Patagonian 
footman in green 'and 
gold. The author was 
evidently rich, andthc 
Yerses were as palpably 
poor; they were de- 
clined, with the usual 
answer to correspond- 
ents who do not answer, 
and the communications 
ceased — as I thought 
for ever, but I was de- 
(Seived ; a few days back 
one of the dirtiest and 
raggedest of street ur- 
chins delivered a soiled 
whity brown packet, 
closed with » wafer, 
which bore the impress 
of a thimble. The 
paper had more the 
odour of tobacco than 

of rose leaves, and the " toub very huuslk BravinT." 

writing appeared to 

have been perpetrated with a skewer dipped in coffee-gnmnds ; but 
the old signature of Fitz-Norman had the honour to be my " very 
humble servant " at the foot of the letter. It was too certain that he 
had fallen from affluence to indigence, but the adversity which had 
wrought such a change upon the writing implements, had, as usual, 
improved his poetry. The neat ctowquill never traced on the superfine 
Bath paper any thing so unaffected as the following: — 
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STANZAS. 

WRITTBN UlTOKR TBI FKAR OF BAILIFFS. 

Alas ! of all the noxious things 
That wait upon the poor, 

Most crael is that Felon-Fear 
Tliat haunts the " Debtor's Door ! 

Saint Sepulchre's begins to toll, 
Thp Sheriffs seek the cell :— 

So I expect their officers, 
And tremble at the bell ! 

I look for heer^ and yet I quake 
With fright at every tap ; 

And dread a douhh-knoekf for oh ! 
I've not a single rc^ ! 



»f 



SONNET. 

WUTttN IH A WORKHOUSE. 

Oh, bleteed ease ! no mote of heaven I ask : 
Tho overseer is gone— -that vandal elf — 
And hemp, nnpick'd, may go and hang itself, 

While I, untask'd, exoept with Cowper s Task, 

In blessed literary leisure bask, 

And lose the workhouse, saving in the works 
Of Goldsmiths, Johnsons, Sheridans, and Burkes ; 

Eat prose and drhok of the Castalian flask ; 

The themes of Locke, the anecdotes of Spence,' 
The humorous of Gay, the Grave of Blair — 

Unlearned toil, unletter d labours hence ! 
But, hark ! I hear the master on the stair — 

And Thomson s Castle, that of Indolence, 
Must be to me a castle in the air. 



SONNET.— A SOMNAMBULIST. 
" A change came o'er the spirit of my dieam.'' — Byron. 

Methought — ^for Fancy is the strangest gadder 
When sleep all homely mundane ties hath riven — 

Methought that I ascended Jacob's ladder. 
With heartfelt hope of getting up to Heaven : 
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Some bell, I kn^W not whence, Was souncBng set^n 

When I set foot upon that long one-pair ; 

And still I climbed When it had chimed eleven, 

Nor yet of landing-place became aware ; 

Step after step in endless flight seem'd there ; 
But on, with steadfast hope, I struggled still, 

To gain that blessed haven &om all care, 

Where tears are wiped, and hearts forget their ill, 

When, lo ! I wakened on a sadder stair- 
Tramp — tramp — tramp — ^tramp— upon the Brixton Mill ! 



PUaiTlVE LINES ON PAWNINO MY WATCH. 

" Aamm poi-a-bile : '*— Gold biles the'pot.— FaiE Tr4!I81ation. 

FarbwblIi then, my golden repeater, 
We're come to my Uncle's old shop ; 

And hunger won't be a dumb-waiter, 
The Cerberus growls for a sop ! , 

To quit thee, my comrade diurnal, 
My feelings will certainly scotch ; 

But oh ! there's a riot internal. 

And Famine calls out for the Watch ! 

Oh ! hunger's a terrible trial, 

I really must have a relief, — 
So here goes the plate of your dial 

To fetch me some Williams's beef ! 

As famisVd as any lost seaman, 

I've fasted for many a dawn, 
And now must play chess with the Demon, 

And give it a check with 9»pawn. 

I've fasted, since dining at Buncle'^s, 
Two days with true Perceval zeal — 

And now must make up at my Uncle's, 
By getting a dv/plicate meaL 

No Peachum it is, or young Lockit, 
That rifles my fob with a snatch ; 

Alas ! I must pick my own pocket. 
And make gravy-soup of my watch ! 
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So long I bftve wanderM a staiver, 
I'm getting as keen aa a hawk ; 

Time's long hand miut take up a carver. 
His short baud la7 bold of a fork. 



Right heavy and aad the event is, 
But oh J it is Poveriy'8 crime ; 

I've been such a Brovrnrigg's Apprentice, 
I thna must bo " out of my Time." 

Alas ! vfhen in Brook Street the upper 
In comfort I lived between walls, 

Tve gone to a dance for my supper ;— 
But now I must go to Three Balls ! 

Folks talk about dressing for dinner, 
But I have for dinner undrest ; 

Since Christmas, as I am a sinner, 
I've eaten a suit of my best 

I haven't a rag or a mammock' 
To fetch me a chop or a steak ; 

I wish that the coats of my stomach 
Were such as my Uncle would take ! 
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When dishes were ready wiih garnish 

My watch used to warn with a chime*- 
But now my repeater must famish 

The dinner in lieu of the time ! 

My craving will have no denials, 

I can't fob it off, if you stay, 
So go,— and the old Seven Dials 

Must tell me the time of the day. 

Your chimes I shall never more hear 'em. 

To part is a Tic Douloureux ! 
But Tempus has his edaz rerum, ' 

And I have my Feeding-Time too ! 

Farewell then, my golden repeater, 

We're come to my Uncle'*s old shop-« " 
And Hunger won t be a dumb-waiter. 

The Cerberus growls for a sop ! 



THE LIFE OF ZIMMERMANN 

(by himself). 



" This, this, is solitude." — Lord Byron. 



I WAS bom, I may almost say, an orphan : my Father died three 
months before I saw the light, and my Mother thi^ hours after — ^thus 
I was leffe in the whole world alone, and an only child, for I had 
neither Brothers nor Sisters ; much of my after-passion for solitude 
might be ascribed to this cause, for I believe our tendencies date them- 
selves from a much earlier age, or, rather, youth, than is generally 
imagined. It was remarked that I could go alone at nine months, 
and I have had an aptitude to going alone all the rest of my life. The 
first words I learnt to say, were " I by myself, I " — or thou— -or he— 
or she-^or it — ^but I was a long time before I could pronounce any 
personals in the plural; my little games and habits were equally 
singular. I was fond of pla3ring at Solitary or at Patience, or another 
game of cards of my own invention, namely, whist, with three 
dummies. Of books, my favourite was Robinson Crusoe, especially 
the first part, for I was not fond of the intrusion of Friday, and thought 
the natives really were Savages to spoil such a solitude. At ten years 
of age I was happily placed with the Rev. Mr. Steinkopff, a vndower, 
who took in only the limited number of six pupils, and had only me 
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to begin with : here I enjoyed myself very mueh, leai^ning in a first 
and last class in school hours, and pla3dQg in play time at hoop, and 
other pretty games not requiring partners. My playg^und was, in 
short, a garden of Eden, and I did not even sigh for an Eve, but, like 
Paradise, it was too happy to last. I was removed from Mr. Stein- 
kopfiTs to the University of Gottingen, and at. once the eyes of six 
hundred pupils, and the pupils of twelve hundred eyes, ^eem fastened 
upon me : I felt like an owl forced into day-light ; often and often I 
shamm'd ill, as an excuse for confining myself to my chamber, but some 
o£&cious would-be friends, insisting on coming to sit with me, as they 
said, to enliven my solitude, I was forced as a last resource to do that 
which subjected* me, on the principle of Howarii's Prison Discipline, 
to solitary confinement. But even this pleasure did not last ; the 
heads of the College found out that solitaiy confinement was no punish- 
ment, and put another student in the same cell ; in this extremity I had 
no alternative but to endeavour to make him a convert to my principles, 
and in some days I sucoeeded in convincing him of the individual 
independence of 4man, the solid pleasures of solitude^ and the hollow 
one of society, — in short, he so warmly adopted my views, that in a 
transport of sympathy we swore an eternal friendship, and agreed to 
separate for ever, and keep ourselves to ourselves as much as possible. 
To this end we formed with our blanket a scfben across our cell, and 
that we might not even in thought associate with each other, he 
soliloquised only in French, of which I was ignorant, and I in English, 
to which he was equally a stranger.. Under this system my wishes 
were gratified, for I think I felt more intensely lonely than I ever 
remember when more strictly alone. Of course this condition had a 
conclusion ; we were brought out again unwillingly into the common 
world, and the firm of Zimmermann, Nobody, and Co., was compelled 
to admit — six Jiundred partners. — In this extremity, my fellow prisoner 
Zingleman and myself had recourse to the persuadbns of oraio^y. "We 
preached solitude, and got quite a congregation, and of the six hundred 
hearers, fbur hundred at least became converts to our Unitarian doctrine; 
every one of these disciples strove to fly to the most obscure recesses, 
and the little cemetery of the College had always a plenty of those 
who were trying to make themselves soaree. This of course was 
afflicting ; as in the game of puss in a comer, it was difficult to get a 
comer unoccupied to be alone in ; the defections and desertions from 
the College were consequently numerous, and for a long time the state 
gazette contained daily advertisements for missing gentlemen, with a 
description of their persons and habits, and invariably concluding with 
this sentence : ^^ of a melancholy turn, — calls himself a Zimmermanian, 
and affects solitude." In h>ct^ as Schiller's Robbers begot Robbers, so 
did my solitude beget solitudinarians, but with this differoice, that 
the dramatist's disciples frequented the Highways, and mine ^e 
Byeways ! 

The consequence was what might have been expected, which I had 
fbreaeen, and ardently desired. I was expelled from the Univetsity 
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of Oottingen. This waa perhaps the triumph ef my life, A gmii 
diimer was got up by Zingleman in my honour, at which move than 
three hundred were present, but in tacit homage to my principles, they 
never spoke nor held any communication with each other, and at a 
concerted signal the toast of ^' Zimmermann and Solitude" was drunk, 
by dumb show, in appropriate solemn silence. I was much affected 
by this tribute, and left with tears in my eyes, to think, with such 
sentiments, how many of us might be thrown together again. Being 
thus left to myself, like a vessel with only one hand on board, I wa« 
at liberty to steer my own course, and accordingly took a lodging at 
Number One, in Wilderness Street, that held out the inviting proe* 
pect of a single room to let for a single man. In this congenial mias^ 
tion I composed that my great work on Solitude, and here I think it 
necessary to warn the reader against many spurious books, calling 
themselves ^^ Companions to Zimmermann's Solitude," as if solitude 
could have society. Alas, from this work I may date the decline 
which my presentiment tells me will terminate in my death. My 
book, though written against populousness, became so popular, that i^ 
author, though in love with loneliness, could never be alone. Striving 
to fly from the face of man, I could never escape it, nor that c^ woman 
and child into the bargain. When I stirred abroad mobs surrounded me, 
and cried, *^ Here is the Solitary !" — when I staid at home I was equally 
crowded; all iiie public societies of Gottingen thought proper to come 
up to me with addresses, and not even by deputation. Flight was my 
only resource, but it did not avail, for I could not fly from myself. 
Wherever I went Zimmermann and Solitude had got before me, and 
their votaries assembled to meet me. In vain I travelled throughout 
the European and Asiatic continent : with an enthusiasm and persever- 
ance of which only Germans are capable, some of my countryinen 
were sure to haunt me, and really showed by the distance they 
journeyed, that they were ready to go all lengths with me and my doc- 
trine. Some of these Pilgrims even brought their wives and children 
along with them, in search of my solitude ; and were so unreasonable 
even as to murmur at my taking the inside of a coach, or the cabin 
of a packet-boat to myself. 

From these persecutions I was released by what some persons would 
can an unfortunate accident, a vessel in which I sailed from Leghorn, 
going down at sea 'with all hands excepting my own pair, which hap- 
pened to have grappled a hen-coop. There was no sail in sight, nor 
any land to be seen — ^nothing but sea and sky ; and from the midst of 
the watery expanse it was perhaps the first and only glimpse I ever 
had of real and perfect solitude, yet so inconsistent is human nature, 
I could not really and perfectly enter into its enjoyment. I was 
picked up at length by a British brig of war ; and, schooled by the 
past, had the presence of mind to conceal my name, and to adopt the 
English one of Grundy. Under this nom de ffuerre, but really a name 
of peace, I enjoyed comparative quiet, interrupted only by the perti- 
nacious attendance of an unconscious countryman, who, noticing my 



340 THE IITE 07 ZIHMERMAKK. 

very retired habits, endeavoured by ddly lectures from my own 'work, 
to make me a convert to my own principles. In short, he bo wore 
me out, that at last, to get rid of hia importunities, I told him in con- 
fidence that I was the author himself. But the reaiilt was any thing 
but T^at I expected ; and here I must blush again for the inconsis- 
tency of human nature. While Winkells knew me only as Gmndy, 
he p^unted nothing but the -chamiB of Solitude, and exhorted me to 
detach myself from society; but no sooner did he learn that I was 

Zimmermann, than he insisted on my going to Lady C 's rout and 

hia own conveizatione. In fact, he wanted tu make me, instead of a 
Lion of the Desart, a Lion of the Menagerie. How I tesented such 
a propotdtion may Ite supposed, as well as his offer to procure for me 
the first vacancy that happened in the situation of Hermit at Lord 
P ■ 's Hermitage ; being, as he was pleased to say, not only able to 
bear solitude, but well-bred and well-informed, and fit to receive company. 
The efiect of this unfortunate disclosure was to make me leave Eng- 
land, for fear of meeting with the fkte of a man nr an ox that ventures to 
quit the common herd. I should immediately have been declared mad, 
and mobbed into lunacy, and then put into solitary confinement, with a 
keeper always with mc, as a person beside himself, and not fit to be 
left alone for a moment. As such a fate would have been worse to 
me than death, I immediately left London, and am now living anony- 
mously in an uninhabited house,— prudence forbids me to say where. 
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THE PORTRAIT : ; 

^BIKG AN APOLOay FOB NOT HASINO AN ATTBMFT ON MY OWN LIFE. 



The late inimitable Charles Mathews, in one of his amusing enter* 
tainments, used to tell a story of a certain innkeeper, who inade it a 
rule of his house, to allow a candle to a guest, only on condition of his 
ordering a pint of wine. Whereupon Ihe guest contends, on Hie reci^ 
proeity system, for a light for every half-bottle, and ^lally drinks 
himself into a general illumination. 

Somediing of the above principle seems to have obtained in the 
case of a Portrait and a Memoir, which in literary practice have been 
usually dependent on each other — a likeness and a life,— a candle and 
a pint of wine. The mere act of sitting, probably suggests the idea of 
hatching ; at least an author has seldom nested in a painter's chair, 
without coming out afterwards with a brood of Reminiscences, and 
accordingly, no sooner was my e£&gy about to be presented to the 
Public, than I found myself called upon by my Publisher, with a 
finished proof of the engraving in one hand, and a request for an 
account of myself in the other. He evidently supposed, as a matter 
of course, that I had my auto-biography in the bottle, and that the 
time was come to un-cork and pour it out with a Head. 

To be candid, no portrait, perhaps, ever stood more in need of such 
an accompaniment. The figure opposite has certainly the look of one 
of those practical jokes whereof the original is oftener suspected than 
really culpable. It might pass for the sign of " The Grave Maurice." 
The author of Elia has declared that he once sat as substitute for a 
whole series of British Admirals,^ and a physiognomist might reason- 
ably suspect that in wantonness or weariness, instead of giving my 
head I had procured myself to be painted by proxy. For who, that 
calls himself stranger, could ever suppose that such a pale, pensive, 
peaking, sentimental, sonneteering countenance— with a wry mouth as 
as if it always laughed on its wrong side— belonged bona fide to the 
Editor of the Comic — a Professor of the Pantagruelian Philosophy, 
hinted at in the preface to the present work ? What unknown who 
reckons himself decidedly serious, would recognise the head and front 
of my ^^ offending," in a visage not at all too hilarious for a frontispiece 
to the Evangelical Magazine ! In point of fact the owner has been 
taken sundry times, ere now, for a Methodist Minister, and a pious 
torn has been attributed to his hair — ^lucus a non lucendo — ^from its 
having no turn in it at aU.f In like manner my literary contempo- 
raries who have cared to remark on my personals, have agreed in 
ascribing to me a melancholy bias; thus an authority in tibe New 

* He perhapt took the hint from Dibdio, -who lays down the rale in his Sea Songs, 
that'a NaTal Hero onght to be a Lion in battle, but afterwards a Lamb. 

t On a march to Berlin, with the 19th Prassian In&ntry, I could ncTsr succeed in 
ptsti^g myself off as anything but the Regimental Chaplain. 

R 
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Monthly Magazine has described me as *' a grave anti-piin-like-look.- 
ing person," whilst another — in the Book of Oema — declares that 
" my countenance is moft gttiVS than metty," and inaiBts, therefore, 
ttwt I an of H pnMvo haUt, and " ban nsTM Il^beA bMrdly l> 
company or in rhyme." Ag^nst such an inference, howexer, I solemnly 
protest, and if ii be the fault of my features^ I do aoi mind telling 
my &ce to its face Utat it inanuatee a false Hood, and giostlf luatv^ 
presents a person notorious amongat friends for laughing at stranga 
times and odd places, and in particular wfacn he hs« the wont of tlu 
rubber. For it is no comfort loi the lose of points, by hU theory, ta 
i>e upon thorns. And truly what can be moie nnphiloBophica], tlMB 
to Mt ruefully as well as whistfully, with your facs incoDnst^tly 
playing at longs and your hand at Bhorts,."-gettJng hypped aa w^ 
as pipped, — " talking of Hoyle," as ibe dty kdy swd, " but looking 
tike wmeuar," and betraying ss keen a sense of tiie profit Nfid loM, aa 
if ilie pack had turned you into a pedlar. 



But I am digresnng t and turning my baohi ai Iiwd Oastlereaf^k 
would have swd, on my face. The pcwt^t, Hiea^ w geniluS-^" w 
ill-favoured thing, Sir," aa Touchstone says, "but mine e*ft." For its 
ijuarrel with the rules of Larateir Ibere is j»ecedeni. I lemetnber 
seeing on Sir Thomas Lawrence's eaad, ab nnfinlebed head of Hfi 
WilberfarcS) so very merry, so rosy, so good-fellowish, that nothibg 
less Ibui tim Life aiad Coneepfwdenee rteantly published ebald ban 
persuaded me that he was r^ly a swious t^iMelKr. A taern^ 
therefore, would be thi3 Kkdiest tiling to ConviBCe tbe World tfitt 
the phfsingBomy prefixed to this number, ie actually tlood'a Owb >^ 
indeed a few of the earlier eliaptere would suffice to clear up ^» 
mystery, by provirig that my faCe id otily anew^ing in the ^rmAtiTat 
the friendlj' inquiry of the Poet of all circles—'" Has sonow ttgr 
young days shaded ?" — and telling the boacst truth of etae ef tb#M 
rickety constitutions which, according to UadibtHi seeaa 

" aa if intended 

For lAtbltig eliG bat ta M iilend«il.^ 

To confess the truth, my vanity pricked up its eats a little at the 
proportion of my Public^er. There is sconething vastly flattering in. 
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Ito Mai of iip^W fi vil ti b ^ the hatf oir quarter of a century, muting it up 
with your personal experience^ and then serving it out as your own 
Sifeisad Times* On easting a restrospective glance however across 
KKmory's Waste^ ii appeared so literally a waste that vanity herself 
shiafik firom the eneldsure act, as an unpronMng speculation. Had I 
fionseen indeed iKmie five-and-thirty years ago, that such a demand 
W«tfld%6 made npoii me, I might have laid myself out on purpose, as 
Dr. Watts recommends, so as " to give of every day some good account 
at last." I would have lived like a Frenchman, for effect, and made 
my life' a loic^ dress reheaisal of the future biography. I would have 
vvdtiTated incidents " pour servir," laid traps for adventures, and 
iBftflllrttied my memory like Rogers's, by a brilliant series of Tableaux. 
The earlier of my Seven Stages should have been more Wonder Phe- 
nomenon Comet and Balloon-like, and have been timed to a more 
titidoksilver pace than they have travelled ; in short, my Life, accord- 
ing to the tradeemaa's promise, should have been ^' fully equal to 
h&HffokeJ^ But, ahe ! in the absence of such a Scottish second-sight, 
my whole course of existence up to the present moment would hardly 
ftodrii materials for one of those *'bald biographies" that content the 
iM gentl^nanly pages of Sylvanus Urban. Lamb, on being applied to 
for a Memoir d himself, made answer that it would go into an epigram ; 
tmd 1 really believe that I could compress my own into that baker's 
doKen of littes ttHtd a sonnet. Montgomery, indeed, has forestalled 
'tte greatOT part of it, in his striking poem on the *' Common Lot,^ 
but in prose, tiobody could ever make anjrthing of it, except Mr, 
Cteorge Robins. The lives of literary men are proverbially barren of 
interest, and mine, instead of forming an exception to the general rule, 
would bear the application of the following words of Sir Walter Scott, 
much better than the career of their illustrious author. ^' There is no 
man known at all in literature, who may not have more to tell of his 
private life than I have. I have surmounted no dif&culties either of 
birth or education, nor have I been favoured by any particular advan- 
tages, and my life has been as void of incidents of importance as that 
of the weary knife-grinder — ' Story ! God bless you, I have none to 
tell, sir.' " 

Thus my birth was neither so humble that, like John Jones, I have 
been obliged amongst my lays to lay the cloth, and to court the cook 
aftd the muses at the same time ; nor yet so lofty, that, with a certain 
lady of title, I could not write without letting myself down. Then, 
for education, though on the one hand I have not taken my degree, 
with Blucher ; yet, on the other, I have not been rusticated, at the 
Open Air SckM»l, like tiie Poet of Helpstone. As for incidents of 
importance, I remember none, except being drawn for a soldier, which 
was a hoax, and having the opportunity of giving a casting vote on a 
great parochial question, only I diduH attend. I have never been 
even third in a duel, or crossed in love. The stream of time has 
flowed on with me very like that of the New River, which everybody 
knows has so little romance about it, that its Head has never troubled 

b2 
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118 with a Tale» My own sioiy then, to possess any interest, tnnsfe 
be a fib. 

Truly given, with its egotism and its banennass, it would look too 
like the chalked advertisements on a dead wall. Moreover, Pope has 
read a lesson to self-importance in the Memoirs of P. P., the Parish 
Clerk, who was only notable after all amongst his neighbours as a 
swallower of loaches. Even in such practical whims and oddities I 
am deficient,— for instance, eschewing razors, or bolting clasp-knives, 
riding on painted ponies, sleeping for weeks, fasting for months, de- 
vouring raw tripe, and similar eccentricities, which have entitled 
sundry knaves, quacks, boobies, and brutes, to a brief biography in tiie 
Wonderful Magazme. And, in the absence of these distinctions, I am 
equally deficient in any spiritual pretensions. I have had none of 
those experiences which render the lives of saintlings, not yet in their 
teens, worth their own weight in paper and print, and consequentiy 
my personal history, as a Tract, would read as flat as the Pilgrim's 
Progress without the Giants, the Lions, and the grand single combat 
with the Devil.. 

To conclude my life,—" upon my life,**— is not wortii giving, or 
taking. The principal just suffices for me to live upon ; and of course, 
would afford little interest to any one else. Besides, I have a bad 
memory ; and a personal history would assuredly be but a middling 
one, of which I have forgotten the beginning and cannot foresee the 
end. I must, therefore, respectfully decline giving my life to the 
world— at least till I have done with it— but to soften the refusal, I 
am willing, instead of a written character of myself^ to set down all 
that I can recall of other authors, and, accordingly, tiie next number 
will contain the first instalment of 

MY LITERARY REMINISCENCES. 



THE COMPASS, WITH VARIATIONS. 



*'' The Needles have sometimes been fatal to Mariners/' — ^Picture of Islb or Wight. 



Okb close of day — ^"twas in the bay 

Of Naples, bay of glory I 

While light was hanging crowns of 

gold 
On mountains high and hoary, 
A gallant bark got under weigh. 
And with her ssols my story. 

For Lej^honi she was bound direct. 
With wine and oil for cargo, 
Her crew of men some nine or ten. 
The captain's name was lago ; 
A good and gallant bark she was, 
X.a Donna (call'd) del Lago. 



Bronzed mariners were her's to view» 
With brown cheeks, clear or muddj^t 
Dark, shining eyes, and coal-black hair, 
Meet heads for painter's study ; 
But 'midst their tan there stood one 

man. 
Whose dieek was fair and ruddy ; 

His brow was high, a loiUer brow 
Ne'er shone in song or sonnet. 
His hair a little scant, and when 
He dofF'd his cap or bonnet. 
One saw that Grey had gone beyon4 
A premiership upon U ! 



J 
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uir, 



Hii e;e — a pusenffier was he. 

The cabin he had hired it, — 

HU eye vnagxey, and when he look'd 

Around, the protpect fired it— 

A fine poetic light, as if 

The Appe-Nine intpirad it. 



Hia fnme waa atouti id height aim at 
Sii feet — well made and portly ; 
Of dress and manner just to give 
A eketcb, but ver; shortly, 
His order aeem'd a composite 
Of matic with the courtly. 



He ate and qoaf d, and jolted and 

laugh'd, 
And chatted with the Mamen, 
And oflxn tuk'd their akill and aak'd 
" What weather is't to be, man?" 
No demoDttration there appear'd 
That he was any demon. 

No sort of lign there wai that he 
Could raise a stormy rumpiu, 
Lilie Proipero malce breezes blow. 
And rocks and billotrs thump u*^— 
But little we supposed what be 
Could with the needle compass I 



SooD came a storm— the sea at first 
Seem'd lying almost fallow — 
Whenlol fml crash, with billowy dash. 
From clouds of black and yellow. 
Came such a gale, as blows but once 
A cent'ry, like the aloe ! 



Our Btomacbi we had just prepared 

To vest a small amount in ; 

When, gush 1 a flood of brine came 

The akylight— quite a fountain. 
And right on end the table reai'd. 
Just Uke the Table Mountain. 



Down rush'd the soup, down gush'd 

the wine. 
Each roll, its T6le repeating, 
Roll'd down — the round of beef de- 

dar'd 
For parting — not for mealing I 
Off flew the fowls, and all the game 
Was "too far gone for eating f' 

Down kmfe and fork — down went the 

The lamb too broke its tether ; 
Down mustard went — each condi- 

Salt— pepper— all together I 

Down every thing, liie craft that seek 

The Downs ui stormy weather. 
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Down plunged tbe IMj of tbe Lake, 
Her timbcra seem'd to ae»er ; 
Down, down, a dreary deny down, 
Such lurch she bad gone never i 
She almost leeiu'd about to take 
A bed of down for ever 1 



Down »tmk ttrt HW of Uoodjr haif 
HiB crimgoQ light B cletTer 
To each red rover of a wave : 
To eye of fancy- weaver, 
Neptune, the God, teem'd loBfing in 
A raging icarlet fever I 



Down dropt the capte 
Thus robb'd of all ita m.». 
He thought be saw tbe Evil One 
Beiide Vesuviim aluicea, 
Pliiying at dice foraoul and ahip, 
And throwing Sink and Deuce*. 



nether jaw, Sore, sore afrud, each napiat pray'd 
\. To Saint and Viixio loary ) 

But one there waa that (tood composed 
Amid the waves' vi^ary i 
At staunch as rock, a true game cock 
'Mid cMdu of Mother Gary 1 



Down fell the steward on his face, 
To all the Saints commending ; 
And candles to the Virgin vow'd. 
As save-alla 'gainst bis ending. 
Down fell the mate, he thought hiafate. 
Check-mate, was close impending! 

Down fell the cook — the cabin boy, 
Their beads with fervour telling. 
While alps of serge, with inowy verge. 
Above the yards came veiling. 
Downfell thecion, anaoutbeirkneet 
Sbudder'd at ^ach white swelling ! 



His ruddy cheek retain 'd its streak,' 
No danger seem'd to shrink him j 
His step still bold, — of mortal mould 
The crew could hardly think him : 
The Lady of the Lake, he seem'd 
To know, could never eink him. 

Relax'd at last the rarious gale 
Quite out of breath with raaing ; 
The boiling flood in milder mood. 
With geDtier billows chasing j 
From stem to stern, with Irequent turn, 
Taa Sixanger took to pacing. 



And as he walk'd to self he talked. 
Some ancient ditty thrumming, 
in under tone, as not alone — 
Now whisiling, and now humming — 
" You're welcome, Charlie," " Cow- 

denknowes," 
" Renmore," or Cauipbella' Coming," 



Down went the wind, down weal the 

Fear quitted the most finical ; 
The Saints, I wot, were soon forgt>t, 
And Hope was at tbe pinnacle : 
When rose on high, a frigbtfiil cry— 
" Tbe DoTil's in tbe binnacle !" 
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" The Saints be near," the helmiinaii 

cried. 
Hi* Toice wltli quite a falter^ 
"Steadf'e mf helm, but ever; loolc 
The awdla luiaa to altar ; 
Ood only knowB where China lieB, 
Jamaica, or Gibraltar I " 

The captain itared ajhaqt at mate, 

Tlie pilot at th' apprentice ; 

No Ibncj of the Oerman Sea 

Of Flotisn the event ii : 

Bat whBD they at the compaiB look'd. 

It ieen'd aqn compaes nenti*. 

Now Dotth, now south, now cast, now 

The waverinK point wai ihalien, 
'Tiraa pait (he whole philMopfay 
or Newton, or of 3>eon ; 
Never by campaie, (ill that hour 
Such latitudes veie taken ! 

With foarfnl ipaaah, each after eaeh 
Took tunia In the iBspeciioR t 
Thej found no gun— no iron-^nane 

To vary its direptiop ; 

Tt ...pn^H . 



Farewell to nivea, farewell their lives, 
4nd all their househqjd riches j 
Oh I while ihey thought of girl or boy. 
And dear di^ineatic niches. 
All down the aide which holds the 
heart, 

That nsedlf Miiiq then ititebfi. 



With deep amaxe, the Stranger gaz'd 
To see thetn so irhiteTliTer'tT: 
And walkM abaft the binnacle. 
To know at what they ahiver'd ; 
But when ke stood beside the sard, 
St. Josen how it quUer'd I 



The nervous flngper of a sot 
Ne'er sho»>d a plainer tremor t 
To every brain it seeai'd too plain. 
There liood th' Infenisl Schenier I 

JUiJt'd broirn apd blue etich Yisgjje 

grew. 
Just like a pullet'* j^zEard i 
Msanvrhile the capt^n's wandering 

vri(, 
from tacking like hd izzard. 
Bore down in lhi$ plain course at 

last, 
" It's Michael Scott— the Wicard t" 

A iHtile p»«t o'er th« ruddy ftoe. 
"To see the poles so falter 
Tip puzzled, friends, as much as you, 
Pgr with no fiends I palter ; 
Michael I'm not— alttioiia-n a Beott-r- 
Uy christiaD aane li WafteT'" 



And bow'd to Hih io ir)iom the Noilfa 
Hai lodged U« mnin titir«ctia» 1 
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SUMMER—A WINTER ECLOGUE. 



A Btck Parlour at OambenrelU Sylvanas is leated at the ln«akfiMit»table« and 
greeteth his friend Civis. 

Syl.— A good morrow to you, friend Civis, and a hearty welcome ! 
•—How hath sleep dealt with you through the night ? 

Civ.'— Purely indeed, and with rare pastoral dreams. I have done 
nothing but walk through pleasant groves, or sit me down under 
shady boughs, the whole livelong night. A foretaste, my friend, oi 
the rural delights yet to come, in strolling with you, amongst the 
dainty shades of this your verdant retreat. How have I yearned 
all through the month of June, to be a Jack'i-the-Green again amidst 
your leaves here I You know my prospect in town. 

Syl.-— Aye^ truly ; I did once spend, or rather misspend a whole 
week there in the dog-days. You looked out opposite on a scorching 
brick front of six stories, with a south aspect — ^studded with I know 
not how many badges of Assurance from fire, and not without need — 
for the shop windows below seemed all a-blaze with geranium-coloured 
silks, at that time the mode, and flamme d'enfer. The left-hand shop, 
next door, was all red, likewise, with regiments of lobsters, in their 
new uniforms ; beyond that, a terrible flaring Bed Lion, newly done 
np with paint. At the next door, a vender of red morocco pocket- 
books — my eyes were in a scarlet fever, the whole time of my 
sojourning. 

Civ. — ^A true picture, I confess. We are, indeed, a little strong in 
the warm tints ; but they give the more zest to your suburban verdure. 
All the way down overnight, I thought only of the two tall elm trees 
beside your gate, and which have always been to my city cities as 
refreshing as a pair of green spectacles. Surely of aUl spots I have 
seen, Camberwell is the greenest, as the poet says, that ever laid hold 
of Memory^s waist. 

Syl. — It hath been greener aforetime. But I pray you sit down 
and fall to.— Shall I help you to some of this relishmg sidted fish ? 

Civ.— By your good leave, Sylvanus, I will first draw up these 
blinds. My bedroom, you know, looks out only to the road, and I 
am longing to help my eyes, to a little of what, as a citizen, I may 
truly odl the green fat of nature. 

Syl.— Nay, Civis — I pray you let the blinds alone. The roUs are 
getting cold. This ham is excellently well cured, and the eggs are 
new-laid. Come, take a seat. 

Civ. — I beseech your patience for one moment. There i^'the Uind 
is up. What a brave flood of sunshine— and what a glorious blue 
sky !— What a rare dainty day to roam abroad in, dallying with the 
Dryads ! — But what do I behold I Oh, my Sylvanus, the Dryads are 
stripped of their green kirtles— stark naked 1 The trees are all bare, 
Qod help me ! as bare as the ^^ otamies in Surgeops' Hall I " 



J 



suionB. S4A 

Sti.— Ton would talw no fbrewuning— I bade yon not pnll up the 
'Uind. It was my intent to have bioken the truth to yon, after you 
had made a full meal; but now 
you must to breaikfast wltb 
■what appetite you may ! 

CiT. — Ab I hope to Bee Para^ 
dise— theie ia not a, green bough 
between this and Peckham ! 

Syl. — No, tiuly, not a twig I 
I would not adviae any forlorn 
BabeB to die in our woods, for 
Cook Robin would be pain- 
fully peiplext to provide thran 
with a pall. Alaal were a 
Bntterfiy to be born in oni 
bowers, there is not a leaf to 
swaddle it in. 

CiT. — Miserable man that I ^^^^ ^^ ^^ ^^^^ 

am, to have come down so late, 

or rather that irinter Bhonldbave arrived thus early ! Ungenial climate ! 
natamely Boreas ! 

Syl. — Blame not Boreas, noi wintei neither. Boiling heat had 
mote part than freezing 
pdnt in this havoc. To 
lliink that even Bummer 
now-a-days should go 
by steam! 

Civ. — You speak in 
Sphynxian riddles ! 
my Sylvanne, tell me in 
plain English prose what 
has become of the green 
emetalds of the forest ? 

Syl. — Destroyed in 
one day by a swarm 
of locusts. Not the 
looostooESoriptuie, such 
aa were eaten by St. 
John in the vilderaeeB, 
bnt a new speciee. I 
cai^it one in the fact, 
on the very elm tree yon 
wot of^ and which it had 
stripped to the bone, 
saving one bongh. 

Civ. — I am glad, * ""' "*"*''■ 

with aU my heart, that you have him secure, for 1 delight to gaze on the 
-™j_g of natnie, even of the deetmctiYe kincU. You ghEtU ehovc me 



3P0ur new looust. Of boane you thfurtei a pin through Ae body, tttA 
fijBed it down to a eork after the nannef of the entomelogieti, 

Syl. — No, truly ; for it knocked me down aft^r the mjumer of the 
pugilist9» ftnd 80 made its eae^p^* 

Civ.— How! be they ao huge, then? To my fanc^, tl^^temn 
more lik^ fl3ang dragons than locusts. 

Srii.'^It is true, notwithstanding. Q^me nf Ulumn "whiA I have 
seen, measured nearly six feet in length ; others, that w«e yemger, 
from three to fiye. One of these last, the Minip^i, olr nasAi fry, I 
likewisf took captive, though not without some shrewd kiddng and 
bitbig, and striking with its fo^et- paws. 

Cjv.^-^The smallest of animals will do so to eseape from bondage. 
I take for granted you knocked him on the kead» for tha snke of 
peace. 

SYt.'^-^No, indeed. . I had not the heart ; the visage was ao s^iMiigtly 
human, — ape or monkey eould not look more like a man in tha face. 
And then it cried and whined for all the world like a mere boy. 

Civ. — It would have been a kind of petty murder to alay him. I 
do not think I could commit Monkeycide myself. They look, as Lady 
Macbeth says, so like our Fathers. To kill an ape woald plant tiia 
whole stings of an apiary in my conscience. I pray you go ^ with 
the description. 

Syl.*— Willingly, and according to the system of the great Lfa^iflrat. 
Antennse or horns he had nono, thus difiPering from the eommon loeost, 
but in lieu thereof, sundry bunches and tufts of ooane ved hair; «ye8 
brown, aAd tending inwards towards the proboscis ta snont. I^va 
fore-legs or arms terminating in ten palpi or feelers, and tha aame 
number ^ toes or claws on the hinder feet. On graqihig tranens, or 
the trunk, it was cased in a loose skin resembling corduroy, the offxn^ 
being most curiously fnmisbed with sundry bags or pMuhes, into 
which, like the provident pellean, it stuffed the forage it bad edkotod 
from the trees* 

Civ.^ — ^With submisilon, Sylvanus, to your hMet judgment, 1 
should have taken this same Locust, from your des^ption, to have 
been actually a mere hnman boy. 

Sy^, — Between ourselves, he was — though of what 4Bfttlon of 
parentage I know not* To use bis own heaihetdsk jai^on, 1m waa 
doin^ '' a morning (ake on the picking lay for a cove wot add a tea- 
crib m the monkery/' 

Civ.. — A strange gibberish, but I do remember that Feter ^Ime WM 
Boy waa wont to diii^urse in the same uncouth Is^ion* Poor saviiga 
of the woods I I do feel for his pitiful estate ; but what eould mofa 
him to pluck off aB the green emeralds of the Forest ? 

Syl. — ^To make sham Hyson and mock Souehong. Even in Jime 
you would have deemed it was November, there were so many ragged 
Guys collecting gunpowder. Oh, Civis, thou hast no notion -ortho 
tea-trade that hath been carried on in these parts. Many timea 
I have bey«ved mys^ to be 4weffing in Ganton, and ilmt fny 



Mne TU Hmn, Xbriw I liave owigfai mymlf marvalUog at the 
buge feet of Mrs. S., and have groped behind my nape for the national 
pigtail. 

CiT.— Sylvanus, spare me. I have but one gnen wefk in the yeiti, 
and here it ia all blotted ont of the calendar. I piay you do Rot jest 
with me. What hath become of the leavei of yon »yfiuaDie ? 

Syl.— Plucked ^yy a Blackamoor, who preferred it to the clinibtug of 
ibimneya. 

Cir. — And yonder Ashes, which I could mourn lor in itfpmpmta 
sackcloth ? 

SvL. — Stripped by the select young gentlemen of Seaaca-house, who 
left the politer braochee of education for the pujpo«e. Soholaia, yoa 
know, will play truant gratis, and these had the 0{^rtunity of pw- 
forming it at twopence the hour. One Saturday tiiey did tuni thajf 
half holiday into a whole one, and were found by the geographical 
mastet picking Chineae Pekoe and Fadre on the doq fan^tw Hid 
willows of Peckham Rye. 

Crr.— Oh, my Sylvanus, such then is the cause of the dMoIatton I 
survey. To think that I may have myself hdped to swallow tbfl 
verdure ttiat I should now ba ntting onder. That the fpxm Draidiml 
leaves, instead of clothing the Dryads, should be assisting in ths 
sweeping of my own Kidderminster carpets 1 

Syl. — Verily so it is. The great god Pan U dend, wi Ppt wiU 
itaga in his stead. 

Giv. — Such a misfortnne was never before read in A tea-onp I Ob, 
my Sylvanue, what is to become of patriotism or love of th« «otiat^, 
vh«B tlte belt port of the country is turned to grouts ? 

9nM — I have beoid by way of imnour, that Histresi Sbakerlj' of 
Mu villi^, •ttnbutes her 
palsy to a dash of aspen in 
lur Britiri) Onigot indead 
there he shnwd doubts 
abroad whether the great 
Pnjeotar hath been at all 
rafbrming by twnuag ovn 
ft new lasf. Mi. Faiiday, 
tka notalde dimnist, hath 
^oni •eletnnly on his affi- 
davit, tiiattiw tea is strongly 
Mset^al, iwving always 
Mtadvpan bis ttoniaeh as 
tea and turn out. 

Civ. — Of a verity it 
ought to be tested by the 
dolors. 

Stl.— They have tested * """'^ phojector. 

it, and tasted it to boot. Dr. Budd, the Pennyroyal Professor of 
Botany, hath jaaked it with the isnkM of poiaons, ;^er experiment- 



ing iti destrnotive Tirtnes on select tea parties of hia leUtions aal 
friends. 

OiT.— And I doubt 
not Dr. Budd, of the 
some Royal College, 
hath added a confim^ 
tion to this chiistening. 

Sn. — You know 
the proverb, Doctoia' 
opiniona do not keep 
Btep, or match together, 
better than theii hoisea. 
Dr. Badd hath given 
this beverage with 
cteam of taitat and 
sngar of lead to con- 
sumptives, and hath 
satined himself moraUf 
and physically that 
phthimc does not begin 
with tea. 

Civ—Dt. Bndd is 
an ass ! Oh, my Syl- 
vanus, I am fflck at 

heart I Only two days ilm kiioh. 

dnce I did purchase a 

delectable book of poems, called " Foliage," purposely to read under 
yoni trees, but how can I enjoy it, when the very foliage of nature is, 
as the booksellers eay, out of print 1 ^" Bare min'd quires where Ute 
the sweet birds snng." 

Stl. — My friend, take comfort. This tea-tiay wSl sot be brought 
np another year, for the counterfeit herb hath all been srized, and con- 
demned to be burnt in the yard of the Excise. 

ClT.^I am glad on't, for it will be, as the French say, "a fen~de- 
joie ; " and verily all the little singing-birda ought to collect on the 
chimney-pots to chaunt a Tea Deum. In the mean time I most Ixmow 
' Job''s patience under my boils, though they be of the size of kettles, 
and have boiled away my summer at a gallop. Possibly you may 
have fewer locusts another season ; but by way of precaution, the next 
time I come down by the stage I shall attend to an old stage direotirat 
in Macbeth, namely, "Enter the army with th^ green bon|^ is 
tlieit hands." 



PAIR'D NOT MATCH'D. 

Ov vedded blis 8be hu, ia brier. 

Bards uDg amiBE, Commaiid in Chief, 

I cannot make a vmg of it ; And I'm but Aidenieonip of it ; 

For I am imdl. For I am gmal), 

Hy nife U tall. And ahe U tall. 

And thaf ■ the thoit and long of it ; And that's the short and long of it \ 

When we debate She gires to me 

It i* n)7 fate The weakest tea, 

To alwajrs haTe the wrong of it ; And takes the whole SouchoDg of it ; 

For I wn amall For I am email, 

And she ia tall, And ahe ia tall, ' 

And llia^a the abort and long; of it I And that's the thort and long of it ; 

And when I speak She'll sometinies grip 

H; icnce is weak. My baggy whip. 

But hers— she nakei a gongofit ; And make me feel the thong of it; 

For I am small. For I am small. 

And she Is tall. And the U tall. 

And that's the abort and long of it ; And that's the short and long of it I 
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Agdiut mf life I M>metimea think 

She'U take a knife, 111 take to drink. 

Or fork, and datt the prong of it ; And bector when I'm strong of it ; 
For 1 am email. For I am tmai\, 

And the u tall, And she is ta11,1 

And that's the short and long of it ! And that's the ihort and long of it ! 



For I an small, 
. . And she ia tall, 

I'd make a g».y d&ig ilbntr of it : And thafk the tliott and long of it ! 



THE DUEL. 

ra Klap nf Brentford anMll[ttg mt «< noHgif." 



Who foU in loTC with LmjyS 
And BO did Mr. Clay. 

To see her ride from Hammeramitb, 

Bj all it wai allow'd. 
Such fair ouUidea are seldom teen. 

Such AngeU on a Cloud. 

Said Mr. Bray to Mr. Clay, 

You choose to rival me. 
And court Miaa Bell, but there your 

No thoroughfare shall be. 



You may repent your love ; 
I who have shot a pigeon match. 
Can shoot a turtle dove. 

So praj^ before you woo her more. 
Consider what you do ; 

If you pop aught to Lacy Bell, — 
1*11 pop it into you. 



Said Mr. Clay to Mr, Bray, 
YaUt threats 1 quite explode ; 

One who has be«n a volunteer. 
Knows how to prime and load. 

And BO I say to you unless 

Your passion quiet keeps, 
I who have shot and hit bulls' eyes. 

May chauceto bit a sheep's. 

Now gold is oft for silver changed, 

And that for copper red ; 
But these two went away to give 

Each other change for lead. 

But first they sought a frienil a-piece. 
This pleasant tboughc to give— 

When they were dead, they thus 
Ehould have 
Two seconds still to live. 



To measure out the ground 
The seconds then forbore, 

And having taken oue rash step. 
They took a dozen more. 






AgtdDrt the deadly It. _. 
B7 pntUng in the pnme of death 

Aguiutthe prime of life. ^M Mr. B., I do Bgree— 

Bnt think of Honoor'i Conria [ 

Now m wa> ready for the foei> If ne go off without a ahot. 

But when thejr took their ttaodi. There will be itiaDKe report*. 
Fear made them tremble 80 they found 

They both were shaking hands. gat look, the morrang now U bright, ' 
Though cloudy it begun ; 

Said Mr. C. to Mr. B., ^^1 ^^' ** ''"'^ above, as if 

Here one of ui m^ M, We had call'd out the tan ? 
And like Sl Paul's Cathedral now. 

Be doom'd to have a ball. g^, ;„!„ the harmless wr. 

' Tbdt bullets they did send ; 

I do confMB I did attach And may all other duels have 

Misconduct to your name ; Hiat upshot in the end ! 
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THE ROPE DANCER. 

AN EXTRAVAGANZA, — AFtER RA6BLAIS. 



I AM going, my masters, to tell you a strange romantic, aye necro* 
mantic, sort of story — and yet every monosyllable of it is as tru6 
as the Legend of Dumpsius. If you should think otherwise, I cannoi 
help it. All I can say is, you are not ezperte credo, or expert at 
believing. 

You must know, then, that on a certain day, of a certain year, cer- 
tain officers went on certain information, to a certain house, in a cer- 
tain court, in a certain city, to take . up a certain Italian for a certain 
orinde. What gross fools are they who say there is nothing certain 
in . this world ! However, in they went, with a crash and a dash, 
and a grip and a grapple, and if they did not take him by the scruff 
of the neck, like a dog, there is no truth' in St. Winifred's Well. 
He made no resistance, not so much as a left-hander, though he was 
by trade a smasher. . As for any verbal defence, he never so much 
as attempted to lay a Ue, much less to hatch one. There he was, 
caught in the very thing, act and fact, as poor a devil as need be to 
be making money. He was as dead as any die he had about him : . as 
sure of a gallows and a rope, as if he had paid for them down on 
the nail of before-hand. Oh, ye city Croesuses, what think ye of a 
man having his quantum suffocate of twisted hemp for making money ! 
For my own part, if I was to swing for saying so, I'd cry out like a 
Stentor, that one of God's images ought not to be made worm's meat 
of for only washing the King's face. 'Twould be a very hard-boiled 
case, and yet, 'fore Gog and Magog, so it was. For gilding a brass 
&rthing he was to change twelve stone of good human flesh to a 
clod of clay; to change a jolly, laughing, smiling, grinning, crying, 
wondering, staring, face-making face for a mere caput mortuum ; to 
change prime tripe, delicate cow-heel, succulent trotters, for a mouthful 
of dust ; to change a garret for a grave ; to change a neckcloth for 
a halter. Zounds ! what a deal of change for a bad half sovereign ! 
Well, there he was, caught like a rat, and going for a tit-bit to 
the furr'd Law-Cats, and without so much as giving a squeak for 
his life. The counterfeits were on him, so he had nothing to 
utter. I verily believe, if you had found him in twice as many melt- 
ing pots, and crucibles, and dies, and white or brown gravy to boot, 
he could not have coined an excuse. As I said before, he was found 
with the mould upwi hiniy and that, as the sexton of St. Sepulchre will 
tell you, IB as good as a burial to you any day of your life. He 
was legally dead, and could not look, like other men, upon the sun 
as his 8un-in-law, so he wisely shook hands with himself, and bade 
good bye to himself, and did not attempt with his tongue to lick the 
eab of guilt into a child of grace. All he asked, was to be allowed 
to take with him a little reptile, or insect of some sort that he had 

s 
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broogbt orer from ItaJjr, belilce to be a BoUce to his captifi^ ; fix 
Baion Trenck, you know, made ^ bon-cMiiinria of a piison nt, and 
HoDsieur F., in the Bastile, as you know equally, nuule a long-stand- 
ing friend of a daddy-long-legs. Wo live in a world of vdiimB. We 
eat them, and drink tiiena, and conit ^hrau, and- iiiaiTy.;U>e}n,_yiJv, . 
thorn to bed and board with as, and why not to priKa T So Tmu 
begged for bis whim to keep him company, and as it wu a noall 
gentle-looking whim, neither so fierce as ft lion, nor eo hngi as an 
^phant, and moreover as it was a whim no ways dangerous to Chmdi 
or State, he was allowed to take it with him in a little box, whidi ha 
carried in his boeom. 

Now, if curioeity should itch to know what his whim was like, bt 
it be known, once for all, that it was like nether a toad, nor a tpidw, 
nor R Tiper, nor & snail, nor a black beetle, nor a newt, but eomeUnag 
between the size of & crocodile imd & cricket. And as for the laamiei 
of its going, it either flew, or swam, or hopped, or crawled, or lay still 
like an oyster, for the Newgate Calendar does not say which. Why 
it was not a monkey, or a tortoise, or a marmot, Tenia being an 
Itdian, you must a^ of the Foreign Secretary at the Court of the 
King of the Beggtus. 

May I transmigrate— when Brahma passes my soul into the paridi 
of St. Brute — may I transmigrate, I say, into a bntcher'B dau^tu'a 
pet-lamb, if it was not 
a piteous sight to see 
Xonio gomg off be- 
tween the two law ter- 
riers to have an hour's 
weuing of that last 
cravat, which never 
goes to a laundress^ but 
always bangs upon a 
tine of its own. It 
must be owned, that 
he had his whim, but 
for all the whims that 
ever were whimmed I 
wouldn't have had his 
crick i' the neck. Let 
me, I say, stand on 
terra flrma; I'm con- ' 
tent with the look-out 
I have of life without 
coveting a bird's-eye 
view. Old Haman, 
when he was forty 

cubits high, had not a ' ''^"' ^>"''"'"'"='^' 

better prospect of this world than I have from the ground floor. PMt 
Tonio ! It was a sorry eight ; and if I didn't pity him, from my toal, 
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Oay I be aa hour behind time fat seeing the next h&nging boat, nnd 
all through getting, by uistftke, into a blundeibui. A blondeibus, 
injr muters, is the wrong omnibus. 

Well, law took its ooune as vsasH, that is to sajr like a grey honnd 
aftdr a hare. Tony ttos pnt up, Bo-ho'd, run after, run over, run 
before, turned, tumbled and mumbled, scud and scut, and gripped by 
the jugulars. But that^s a scurvy simile to another I have, lapped up 
in pancakes, so give the calendar a shove backwards, and suppose it 
Shrovetide, and poor Tony stuck up in dock by way of a shy-cock for 
the law limbs to shy at. You never saw such pelting in your life ; 
no, not even when St. Swithin took it into her wateiy head to rain ' 
cats and dogs ! First, the Foreman of the Qrand Jury jerked a true 
bill at him, that took effect on his bead. Thereupon ^e Clerk of Ai- 
rftigns pitched a heavy indictment in his very teeth, so that it shivered 
into thirteen separate counts. Then the Council for the Crown heaved 
a hrisf of forty folios into the pit of hia stomach ; anon opening a 
masked battery, ho threw in sworn witnesses in a volley like bomb- 
diells, and when they exploded there flew out from them two melting 
pots, four moulds, nine bulls, and seven-and-twenty hogs, and every 
hog of them weighed in evidence upwards of ninety stone. Finally, 
tlie Chief Pitcher himself pitched at him his great wig, and his ftir 
gown, and hia gold chain, and hia mace, and his great inkstand, aUd 
the King's crown, and the lion and the unicorn, every thing in short 
he titMdi catch up, and then, taking both hands, he heaved at him tbA 
Statutes at Large ; not content with which he took next to pelt him 
with pwrs of missiles at once. For instance, a horse and a hurdle, a 
gallows and a halter, 
a shovel-bat and a con- 
demned sermon, a last 
dying speech and an elm 
ooffln, and, last of aU, 
may I die of the pip the 
nexttimel eat oranges, 
if he lUdn't cast at 
hitn the whole steeple 
of St. Sepulchre, death- 
bell and all, as if it hod 
been only a snow-balt. throwing the libso 

Never waa St. Ste- 
phen ao pelted. No wonder in the world, that under such a hug6 
heap of rubbish, he became utterly dumbfounded, bamboozled, oh- 
fbsc^ted, mizmazed, epifflicated, flummockst, and flabbergasted ; Bering 
which the Chief Pitcher, as nsual, inquired whether he had the infi- 
Aiteiimal of » word to say ^intt bdttg strangled into a blackamoor, 
with the very eyes of his head giving notice to quit. What matter 
IhM tony had a bramble in hia mind, that ben reaMua like black- 
bwriet, and ripe ones too ; as for exEunple, that a tight rope round the 
gdllM is very bad for the health, and part^culMly when one's health 

83 
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requires to take pills, or even boluses, three times a day ? I day, he 
might have given a thousand such reasonable reasons against hanging, 
but the very momentous minute of opening his mouth, the^ Chief 
Pitcher pitched into it a proHigious great bung, as dab and apt and 
cleverly as if he had played at nothing else but diuck-farthing and 
pitch-in-the-hole ever since he was fourteen. So the mummy of silence 
being preserved, the Merlinising began, and hey presto ! before you 
could say Herman Boaz, the big wig was turned into a black cap ! 
After that you may tell the world that our Judges are no conjurors. 
Thus the trial ended, and Tony's sentence, as taken in the hieroglyphi- 
cal short-hand, ran thus : , namely, ^' that he was to be sent on a Black 
Monday to the Deaf and Dumb School that is kept in a coffin." 

All this time, mark you, he had the whim ynth. him in the dock, 
and to look at it now and then seemed his only comfort in life,— rhow 
it whisked and frisked, and looked about it, and fed heartily, as if there 
had been no such thing as law or law-cafcs in the blessed world ; aiid 
when Tony went back, like a volume of felony, to be bound in st<Hie, 
the whim still went with him to his cell, and from his cell to the press- 
room, and from the press-room to the debtor's door, and from the 
debtor s door to death's door itself, which opens on the scaffi>ld, as you 
turn oflF to the right hand or the left, in your way to nobody knows 
where. To take such a whim of a reptile with one to the gallows, 
seems whimsical enough; but the Emperor Adrian, if you read the 
classics, had such a vagabondish, blandish, little animal, his a n imula 
vagula blandula, to be with him on his death-bed. 

Well, Friday came, and Saturday, and Sunday, and Sunday'^s night ; 
he was posting to eternity with four bolters. I will bet the. whole 
national debt he would have given eighteen-peuce a mile, and half-4- 
crown to the boy, to have been posting on any other road. All the 
favour the law allowed him was to have an Ordinary at eight instead 
of an ordinary at one, a very ordinary favour to a man who was about 
to leave ofif (Uning. But the devil ought to have his due, and so should 
the Lord Mayor and the Sheriffis. As they had neglected Tony a 
little, by not being with the other gossips at his christening, to usher him 
into this world, they attended very ceremoniously to show him out of 
it, each in his gilt coach ; and, with regard to the coachmen, the foot- 
men, and even the very horses themselves, they were all Malthusians. 
Of course the Recorder brought the hanging-warrant, and if you 
would know what the hanging- warrant was like, it was like a map of 
Cheshire with the Mersey left out. 

I forgot to tell you, that before it came to this pass, the Ordinary 
came oftentimes to the cell where Tony was, to pray, besides whom there 
was an Extraordinary, who examined him on his points of faith. And 
the points of faith were these ; namely, whether he believed the moon 
to be of green cheese, and as to the size of the mites thereon. Secondly, 
if he believed the puppet-play of Punch and Judy to be a type of the 
fall of Nineveh ; and, thirdly, concerning the lions in Pilgrim's Pro- 
gress, whether they were bred at Mr. Wombwell's or Mr. Cross's, or 
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at the Tower of London. To all of which Tony giving decidedly 
serous answers, he was pronounced fit to die, and quite ' prepared to 
have his neck stretched, as long as the throttle of a claret-bottle when 
the wine is ropy. 

Accordingly, on the morning of Monday, Time laid his long hand 
upon Tony's collar, and gave him eight distinct hints that his hour 
was come for being omithologised by sentence of the great Law Bird, 
genus Black-cap, into jail bird, genus Wryneck. Never was there 
such mobbing to see a hanging. Half the Londoners that morning 
went without their breakfasts to be in time for the Old Bailey. Trot, 
trot, trot, canter and full gallop ; away through Piccadilly ; push on 
there, in the Strand, hey down Holbom Hill, with a yoicks in Cheap- 
side, and a hark forward in Newgate Street, and a tally ho ! in West 
Smithfield. They all meant to be in at the death. Never was there 
such a race, to see a man whose race was run losing it by a neck. 
And the order of the running was thus : — ^The Royal Humane Society 
got in first at the Drop, and had an excellent front row. The Society 
for Preventing Cruelty to Animals was a good second ; and may I die, 
if the Law Life Assurance hadn't the assurance to come third. Next 
came the Philanthropic Society, with the Society of Good Samaritans 
barely a lei^h behind ; and then the Society for Promoting Christian 
Knowledge, neck and neck with the London Benevolent Society ; all 
racing till they panted again, to see Tony put out of breath. You 
never saw such a chevy ! Luckily there was no Anniversary at St. 
Paulas, so the Sons of the Clergy cantered in with all the children of 
all the parishes that had any charity, to see an execution put in for 
the debt of Nature. Also the Medical Society came to see one die by 
the New Dropsy ; and all the Knights of the Garter, with their orders, 
it being a collar-day^ wherefore they wore their garters according to the 
fiishion of Miss Bailey; and all the Foreign Ambassadors. Seeing 
which, Tony put on a good face, and walked stoutly up the ladder, 
saying softly to himself, "the eyes of Europe are upon you." All 
being ready, with the Ordinary on the right hand, and the Extraor- 
dinary on the left, and the Great Constrictor a little behind, Tony 
(who had his whim with him) was asked how he felt himself, and how 
his father and mother did, and all his little brothers and sisters ; to 
which he answered thankfully, that they were all very well, and that 
for his own part, he felt very comfortable, and died in the faith of St. 
Vitus. Now the faith of St. Vitus is not exactly the faith of the 
Church of England, nor, in faith, do I well know what faith it is ; but 
the Ordinary took no objection to it, for he was a man in favour of 
universal toleration, remembering the saying of the heathen Priest of 
Apollo to the Bishop of Magnum Bonum, ^' You have your thology, 
and let me have m^hology." So the Ordinary held his peace, but 
the Extraordinary would fain have argued the point regularly and me- 
thodically, according to the dogmatical manner of Cerberus, namely, 
in a discourse with three heads ; and if he had once begun to spin the 
triple yam of controversy, prosyversy, and viceversy into a cable, there 



S62 THB ROPB PANOBB. 

is BO 8a3riBg on oath whether the other rope might have beeii imi to 
this day. Seeing, therefore, how matters stood. Master StiaiigBlKtar 
pushed in, with an elbowimr manner, and beean beffeimr pardon of Tony 
for the pak he was about to perfo.^, who forga^^ Um very i«»du/, 
requeeting him moreover to shake hands, and by Gog and Magog, such 
a diake was never shaked since the Shakers became a sect ! 

At the first grapple of their fingers, the Stranguhitor pulled away 
his hand with a jerk, as if a bear's palm had been palmed upon bim 
instead of a human paw. Then, after making a frightful face, be 
gave a mighty great spring or vault upwards, a deal higher than the 
gallows, when, on coming down, he alighted with his legs a-straddk 
upon the beam, where he kept posturing for some five minutes ; bow 
rowing with his arms and legs, like a fish, now hanging with his he#d 
downwards, first by one leg and then by the other, then by one hand, 
and then again by his chin ; you never saw a rope-dancer or tumbler 
of them all, at Bartlemjr^a or Astley's, more nimble. Then coming 
down to the stage with a bound, he threw three summersets for- 
ward, and then three backwards, as quick as thought. Anon, after 
standing for a minute in the first position, he fell a-dancing with all 
his might and main, and as fast as he could lift his feet, like a boar 
upon a hotted floor. Never was such a spring danced round about 
the gallows-tree ; Gilderoy was a fool to him. You may guess how 
the Lord Mayor and Sheriffs, and the Ordinary and Extraordinary, 
stared at such a caper, till their eyes grew as big as owls' i and stiU 
more when they saw Tony, after making a round O of his mouth, foil to 
bouncing and bounding like another Oscar Byrne ! Shade of Holbexn, 
what a Dance of Death ! Only think of Jack Ketch and the condemned 
dancing face to face on the drop, now poussetting, now setting to eaeh 
other, now allemanding, now waltzing, and then. Father of Vestris, 
what a tableau! Tony figuring, opera-fashion, on one leg, with 
Cheshire poising on tip-toe on the calf of the other ! As for his whhn, 
it was jerked out of the box at the first frisk, and had enough to do, 
you may be sure, to scuttle out of the way of the skipping and 
hppping ; as it was, the poor reptile got more kicks than ha^penoe. 

In the meantime the Humanes, and the Samaritans, and the Bene- 
volents, and the rest of the mob, did not stand and look on quite as 
mum as if it had been an overbrimming Quaker's meeting, with a 
collection afterwards at the door for the Deaf and Dun^b. TMy 
chuckled, and crowed, and laughed till they brayed again ; and xo^xt^ 
and bellowed, and shouted, and shrieked like hyeanas in hysteiio^* 
" Huzza ! huzzaw 1 Go it Jack ! That's your sort ! encore— anoore*^ 
anker^ — ^ancoore, — bravo — brawvo — bravoo— brawvoo I Well d<aie 
Tony-— To^y for ever — Tony for my money ! — keep it up ! It's better 
than dancing upon nothing." If Laporte had been there, who knoii^ 
what offer he might have made them ; far TagUoni here^ newt 
danced so — that is to say, gratis, and without nmsie* On tl>ey ^igg^d, 
however, without let or stint, and may I hang mf bat up foff eter, if 
the same whim did not suddenly +- ' " -* janitoii tr h«id 
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gaoleT, Kowaver unfit for daoomg, BeMng that one of his lege waa nude 
of tti« ssme flesh as my oak table. Timbei or not, he halanced on it 
fbi B whole nkinnte, while the othei foot's gieat toe, far ftbove his hip, 
pointed exactly at the dock of St. S^uldue, and then swinging lus 
tame like a honaontal windmill, he span off into a whirlwind of 
pirouettes that made one giddy to look at. That done, he struck in 
between the othei two with a real step, and they immediately began 
to work out a dancing sum in the role of three, which requires only 
one fignre, namely, a figure of dgbt. Souffle, shuffle, in and out, the 
three Kirk AUoway witches could not have footed it bettw. In fact, 
there was no resisting it. The whim took the very Ordinary himself, 
though less bfuaterously at first, by reason of the gravity of his calling, 
wherefore, taking a graceful grip with either hand of his cassock, he 
.<aly glided off, to b^n with, into the minaet de la conr. However, 
asHhe dancing grew more fast and furious, he gradually danced, in 
^te of himself, having been classically bred, into the College Horn- 
pipe, and I defy any one to say they ever saw it better danced, or 
more briskly by the very Doctors of Oxford and Cambridge. Mother 
of Ahnack'e, what a quadrille 1 What a ball I The three Fates, though 
winders of thread, and apinsters in ordinary, bad never aeen such a 
Ootton ball ! It was the strangest capricdo, the rarest mad morrice 
that ever was danced ; 
one minute a ma- 
nuka, then a polo- 
naise, then a gallopade, 
then a fimdango, then 
a bolero, then a sara- 
band, then a . guara- 
din, then a High- 
twdflin^I Sometimes 
the Strangulator, by 
help of the halter 
iriiteh ho waved this 
way and that, seemed ' 
executing the shawl 
danee ; men, he dou- 
ble-shuffled like Dusty 
Bob. OBsminuteTony 

qipeaiedaa measuring * HlGla,l^o fliwo. 

Ua steps with a duchess dowager of the time of Louis the Fourteenth ; 
Ae next he was snapping bis fingers with Maggie Lauder to the tune 
<xt Tx^oAgorvm. You fiuacied one minute, that the Ordinary was 
dabcmg a pas muI, to the music of Haydn's slow movement, and before 
joa omld say Jack Robinsoo (now Eul of Ripon) he started off into as 
({ntesqns abotlesqne as ever was flung, and floundered, and flounced, and 
kvVDcfld, and aliuSed, and scuffled, and draggled, and wi^le-waggled, 
Atttbled, gambolled, scrambled, and skimbte-skambled by Orimaldi 
Ik^ Mother Qoose. Blessed were they who were bom to behold it. 
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though but firom the mother's arms. It was worth goiag five miles 
to see, the first mile trundling a ooach-wheel, the second picking up 
eggs, the third hopping on one 1^, the fourth backwards, and the SSh. 
jumped in a sack. If any man think otherwise, may he dance a 
country dance, that is to say, in a ten-acre meadow, with a mohawk- 
ing bully of a bull for a partner. 

The whim next seized the Extraordinary, and he danced like a dancing 
Fakir. He jumped, and thumped, and twirled, and whirled, and so did 
the rest, till the great drops rolled down their foreheads, for it was in 
the very middle of the dog-days, and verily if Sirius did not become 
a dancing dog it was not for want of masters. The clock struck nine, 
and still they were at it, cross hands, down the middle, and back 
again — ^'twas a mercy the bolt held. Chassez-croisez, dos-a-dos ! — ^it 
was getting on for ten, and yet they never yet called a fresh set ! high 
time, my masters, for authority to interfere ; but the Head of the 
Corporation had no sooner set the foot of the corporation on the scaf- 
fold, than the whole of the corporation gave way to the whim, and 
was carried off with a swagger into the medley, as if it had been the 
great ball at Easter. There, I say, was the Mayor of London, scarlet 
cloak, and fur, and gold chain and all, capering like a climbing boy 
on the first of May. If you had seen that morris danced, 'tis long 
odds, Londoners, you would not have known your own Ma/r ^m a 
Hobbyhorse. 

The Sherifis came next, and they gave in to the same whim and 
danced, and so did three Phrenologisfts who were in waiting to take 
a cast of the skull, and another old woman who had got upon the 
scaffold to be stroked on the neck for a wen. Though her dancing 
day was over, she hobbled her best, and so did a Jew who came up to 
haggle for the criminal's clothes, and likewise an amateur in hangings, 
who meant to bid high for a piece of the rope. These all danced, and 
God knows how many more might have joined the corps de ballet, 
but for a certain leap that was leaped by the Lord Mayor, and 
which knocked the whim on the head. Now the Lord Mayor^s 
weight in the city, in mere flesh, was a matter of sixteen stone (on 
the 10th of November a little more), and hia gold chain was seventy- 
five pounds, as good Troy weight as if Priam had weighed it himself. 
He had besides in his pocket, two hundred and fifty thousand pounds 
in gold, ninety-five thousand pounds in silver, and five thousand seven 
hundred pounds in copper ; moreover in his fob was an old family 
watch, formerly the clock of St. Dunstan, equal to ninety-five pounds 
and a half. Lastly, he carried on his person a huge bunch of keys, 
house keys, warehouse keys, shop keys, cellar ke3rs, and particularly 
wine-cellar keys, cupboard keys, and espedally pantry keys, and 
above all the Master Key of the city, which at any old iron shop 
would have been reckoned at a hundred pounds. Only think, my 
masters, when such a corporate body jumped, only think, I say, with 
what a confounding, astounding, crashing, smashing, flattening, pan- 
cake-making sole of a foot it would come down on any reptile c^ort 
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of A crocodile. No wonder, then, that Tony's whim was completely 
atomieed, obliterated, and annihilated, which it woe so ntterly, that if 
you were to search on the gallowa to-moirow, with a soluT microscope 
to help yon, I don't heliere, on my aonl, that you wonld find the least 
article or particle of the cuticle of 
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" Tho Eagllih Qirden."— M»«ow. 

The cold transparent ham is on my forh — 

It hardly nuns — and hark the bell ! — ding-dingle — 
Away ! Three thousand feet at gravel work. 

Mocking a Vanxhall shower ! — Married and Sngle 
Cmdi — rush ; — Soak'd Silks with wet white Satin mingle, 

Hengler ! Madame ! round whom all bright spaika lurk. 
Calls audibly on Mr. and Mis. Ftingle 

To stody the Sublime, &c.^-(Yide Burke) 
All Noses are uptnm'd ! — Whish — ish ! — On high 

The rocket rushes — ^trails— just steals in right — 
Then dooope and melts in babbles of blue light — 

And Darkness reigns — Then balls flare up and die — 
Wheels whix — smack crackers— eeipents twist— and then 

Back to the cold transpaient ham again ! 
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My dear, do pull the heO, 
And pull it well. 
And Bend those noisy cUldien all up stairs, 
Now pUying here like bears — 
Yon George, and William, go into the grounds, 
Charles, James, and Bob are there, — and take your string. 

Drive horses, or fly kites, or any thing. 
You're quite enough to play at hare and hounds, — 
You little May, and Caroline, and Poll, 

Take each yarn doll, 
And go, my dears, into the two-back pur, 
Your sister Margaret's there — 
Harriet and Grace, thank God, are both at school, 
At far off Ponty Pool — 
I want to read, but really can't g»t on- 
Let the four twins, Mark, Matthew,' Luke, and John, 
Go — to their nursery — go — I never can 
Enjoy my Malthus among such a elan ! 

Oh Mr. Malthua, I agree 
In every thing I read with thee 1 
The world's too fiill, thsN is bo doubt, 
And wants a deal c^ thinning out,^ 
IVs plaiB~«a pkin as Harrow's Ste^t— ' 
And I agree with some thus br. 
Who say the Qnem's too popular. 
That is, — she has too many people. 
There are too many of all trades. 
Too many bakers. 



^J 
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Too many qrery'tluBg-niaken, 
But not too many undetta|[;en,— 

Too muiy boys, — 
Too many hobby-de-hoys,— • 
Too many gitia, men, widows, wivM, and mwds,— 
There ia a dreadful aurplug to demolieh. 
And yet some Wronghead*, 
With tliick not long headi, 
Poor metaphyrioiauB I 
Sign petitions 
Capital punishment to abolish ; 
And in the foce of ceiuuaea SKch rut WW 
New hospitals contriva, 
For keejung life alive, 



Laying fint stones, the dolts ! instead of last ones !— 
Others, again, in the same contrariety. 
Deem that of all Humane 3oia«ty 

They really deserve ^anks. 
Because the two banks of the S«ip«ntint, 

By their deugn, 

Are Saving Banks. 
Oh I were it given but to we to weed 

The human breed. 
And root out here and there some eumhering slf. 
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I think I could go through it. 
And really do it - 
With profit to the world and to myself, — 
For instance, the unkind among the Editors, 
My debtors, those I mean to say 
Who cannot or who will not pay, 

And all my creditors. 
These, for my own sake, I'd destroy ; 
But for the world's, and every one's, 
I'd hoe up Mrs. G — ^'s two sons. 
And Mrs. B — ^'s big little boy, 
Call'd only by herself an " only joy." 
As Mr. Irving'*s chapel 's not too full, 
Himself alone Fd pull — 
But for the peace of years that have to run, 
I'd make the Lord Mayor's a perpetual station. 
And put a period to rotation, 
By rooting up all Aldermen but one, — 
These are but hints what good might thus be done ! 
But ah ! I fear the public good 
Is little by the public understood,— 
For instance— if with flint, and steel, and tinder. 
Great Swing, for once a philanthropic man. 
Proposed to throw a light upon thy plan, 
No doubt some busy fool would hinder 
His burning all the Foundling to a cinder. 

Or, if the Lord Mayor, on an Easter Monday, 

That wine and bun-day, 
Proposed to poison all the little Blue-coats, 
Before they died by bit or sup, 
Some meddling Marplot would blow up, 

Just at the moment critical, 

The economy political 
Of saving their fresh yellow plush and new coats. 

Equally 'twould be undone. 
Suppose the Bishop of London, 
On that great day 
In June or May, 
When all the large small family of charity, 

Brown, black, or carrotty, 
Walk in their dusty parish shoes. 
In too, too many two-and-twos, 
To sing together till they scare the walls 

Of old St. Paul's, 
Sitting in red, grey, green, blue, drab, and white, 
Some say a gratifying sight. 
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Tfao' I think sad — but that 'e a schiem— 

To witness so much pauperism- 
Suppose, I say, the Bishop then, to make 
In this poor overcrowded woild more room. 

Proposed to shake 
Down that immense extinguisher, the dome — 
Some hnmnne Martin in the charity Gal-wKy 

I fear would come and interfere. 

Save beadle, brat, and overseer. 

To walk back in their parish shoes, 

In too, too many two-and-twos, 
Islington — Wapping — or Fall Mall wajr ! 

Thus, people hatch'd from goose's egg, 

FooUbIiIj tliink a pest, a plague. 

And in its Atco their doors all shnt, 

On hinges oil'd with cajeput — 

Drugging themselves witb drama well spiced and cloren, 

And turning pale as linen rags 

At hoisting up of yellow flags, 
While you and I are crying *' Orange Boven !" 
Vrhj should we let precautions so absorb us. 
Or trouble shipping with a quarantine — 
When if I understand the thing yon mean. 
We ought to import the Cholera Morbus ! 



A GOOD DIRECTION. 



A CEBiABf fltatlMrua, whoae yellow oheek 
PiocliuBwd ba had not been in living quite 

An Anohorite — 
Indeed, he scarcely ever knew k Well day ; 
At laet, by friends' advice, waa led to seek 
A surgeon of great not»— named Abeifeldie. 
A very famous Author upon Diet, 
Who, better starrM than Alcheroiata of old, 
By dint of tunung mercury to gold, 
^kd Bottled at hia country house in quiet. 

Our Patient, after some impatient rambles 
Thro^ Enfield roads, and Enfield lanea of biaUUM, 
At last, to make inquiry had tbe nout, — 
" Here, my good man, 
Just tell me if you can, 
Fray which ig Mr. Aberfeldie's house ?" 
The man thus stopp'd — perusing for a while 
The yellow viuge of the man of bile, 
At last made answer, with a broadilh grin : 
" Why, turn to ri^ht— and left — and right agin. 
The rMd's diMot— yon eannot fiul to go it." 

" But itop t my worthy fellow I — one word more — 
From oth«T honMi how am I to know it I " 

<* How I— wlky yftull see Mm piUan at the door ! " 



?7l 



THE PLEASURES OF SPORTINO. 

Thb «oiuuUer of Johnson^ Dictionary under tlw Urn ot Spatt, or 
Sporting, frould be led into a great mistake by the Dootoi't definitiM. 
The word, ■with the great Lexicographer, aignifie* nothing hut IHrw- 
eion. Amusement, Play : — but I ehall submit to the reader, vlth a few 
facta, whether it has not a more leriouB connexion, or to apeak tachni- 
cally, whether it should be Play or Pay.— 

'VIThen I woe a young man, nanng a good deal or ready money, and 
little wit, — I went upon the Tuif. I began cautiously, and •• I 
thought, knowingly. I studied the stud-book, and learnt the fM.- 
giee of eTery new oolb— yet Bomehow, between un and dam, continu- 
ally losing " the pony." Jdy first experiment was at Newmarket. By 
way of securing a leading 
article, I backed the 
Dnke of Leedt, but the 
race came off, and tbe 
Duke was not placed. 
I asked eagoriy who was 
Snt, and was told Forth. 
The winner was a alow 
but strong horse, and I ! 
was informed had got in i 
front by being a latUr. ' 
This was a putzle, but 
I paid for my Biddlea- 
worth, and prepared for 
the Derby. By good 
luck I selected an excel* 
lent colt to stand upon — 
he had been tri^ — it 

was a booked tiling — „ ,, 

but the day before the ' "^^ """^ "*' * """'■ 

Derby there wu a bmlf wash, and the Laimdreea hung her wet KfiW 
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on hia linet. I paid again. I took advice about the Oaks, and instead 
of backing a sing^ hoisa, made my stand, like Duciow, upon four at 
once. No luck. Terror did not start — Fury came loaiing to the 
poet— Belle was told out, and Comet was taii'd off. I paid again— 
and began dabbling in the Sweepstakes, and burning my fingers with 
the Matches. Amongst others, ^a bet ofiered that I ooneeived was 
peculiarif tempting, 20,000 to SO against Post Obit — a bad horse 
indeed, yet such od»i8 seemed unjustifiable, even agunst " an outsider." 
But I soon found my mistake. The outsider was in reality an iusder, 
— filling the stomachs of somebody's hounds. — Fay i^un ! I resolved 
however to retaliate, and the opporttmity presented itself. I had been 
confidently informed that Centipede had not a leg to stand on, and 
accordingly lud against him as thick as it would stick. The following 
was the report of the race : * Centipede jumped off at a tremendous 
pace, — bad it all bis own way — and justified his name by coming in 
a hundred feet in (rout.* — Pay again ! These " hollow" matters how- 
ever fretted me little, save in pocket. They were won easy, and lost 
to match — but the " near things" were unbearable. To lose only by 
half a head, — a few inches of horse-flesh ! I remember two oocaaoos 
when G)ira£fe won by " a neck," and Elephant by " a nose." I was 
almost .tempted to blow out my brains by the nose, and to bang myself 
by the neck ! 

. On one of those doubtfol occasions, when it is difficult to name the 
winner, I thought I could determine the point, from some peculiar 
advantage of situation, and ofiered to back my opinion. I laid that 
CobUer bad won, and it was taken ; bnt a mgnal bom a friend decided 
me that Iwas wrong, and by way of hedge, I ofiered to lay that 
Tinker was the first horse, l^is was taken like the other, and the. 
Judges declared a dead rob — I mean to say a dead heat. — Pay agaip ! 
A likelier chance next offered. There was a di^enoe of opinion, 
whether Bohea would start for the Cup, and his noble owner, had 
privately and positively assured me that he would. I therefore betted 
freely that he would run for the Phte, and he walked over ! — Pay 
agiun ! 14. B. I found 
when it was too late, 
that I should not have 
paid in this case, but I 
did. 

The Great St. Leger 
was stilt in reserve. 
Somewhat desperate, 
I betted round, in sums .. 
of the same shape, and 
my best winner became 
fint favourite at the 

stut. Never shall I , , ^ 

forget the wght ! I saw 
Um wm^ in ten lengths a-head of everything — hollow I hollow ! . I 
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had no voice to shout with, and it was fortunate. Man and lioree 
went, OS usual, after the race, to be weighed, and were put into the 
scale. They rose a little in our eyes, and sunk proportionably in our 
estimation. Eoguery was sniffed — the Jockey Club was appealed to, 
and it gave the states to the second hoise. All bets went with the 
stakes, and so — Pay again ! 

It was time to cut the turf — and I was in a mood for burning it 
too. I was done by Heath, but the impression on my fortune was 
not in the finished style. 
I now turned my at- 
tention to aquatics, and 
having been unfortunate 
at the One Tun, tried 
tny luck in a vessel of 
twenty. I became a 
member of a Yacht 
Club, made matches 
which I lost — and siuled ^ 
for a Cup at the Cowes' ' 
7t^;atta, but carried away 
nothing but iny own . 
bowsprit. Other boats 
showed more speed, but 
mine most bottom; for 
after the match it upset, 
and I was picked up by 

a party of fishermen, * p*hty of eLtavac. 

who spared my life and took all I had, by way of teaching me, that 
a preserving is not a saving. — Pay again ! 

It was time to dispose of Tlie Lucky Lass. I left her to the mate, 
with peremptory orders to make a sale of her ; — an instruction he ful- 
filled by making all the sail on her he could, and disposing of her — 
by contract — to a rock, while he was threading the Needles. In the 
meantime I betook myself to the chase. Sir W. W. had just cut his 
pack, and I undertook to deal with the dogs : — but I found dog's meat 
a dear item, though my friends killed my hunters for me, and I 
boii'd my own horses. The subscribers, moreover, were not punctual, 
and whatever difTerences fell out, I was obliged to make them 
up. — Pay ag^n ! At last I happened to have a dispute with a 
brother Nimrod as to the capability of his Brown and mine, and 
we agreed to decide their respective rates, as church rates, by a 
Steeple Chase. The wager was heavy. I rode for the wrong steeple 
— leapt a dozen gates— and succeeded in clearing my own pocket. — 
Pay again ! 

It was now necessary to retrench. I gave up hunting the 
county, lest the county should repay it in kind, for I was now 
getting into its debt. I lud down ray horses and took up a gun, 
leased a shooting-box, and rented a manor, somewhat too &r nort^ 
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for me, for after a few moTes, I aacertamod thftt the game had 
been drawn before I took to it It was usele«s therefore to try to 

beat the dogs, for want of birde, began to point at biitteifliea. 

My friendB, however, 
looked for giouse, so I 
bought them and ptud 
the carriage. — Pay 
agunl 

Other experiments I 
moat abridge. I found 
Pugilistic Sporting, as 
usual — good with both 
hands at receiriag:— 
at Cooking the " in- 
goes"weTefar exceeded 
by the " out-goes :" — 
and at (he gaining table, 
that it was Tcry diffi- 
cult to pay my way — 
partioulaily in coming 

back. In rfiort I leam- „ _ „ 

ed pages of meanings mivnn isdxduippointer. 

at school without trouble, — bnt the ugnification of that one word, 
Sporting, in manhood has been a long, and an uncomfortable lenoo, 
and I have still an unconquerable reliedi of its bitterness, in 8|dte of 
the considerate attentions of my Friends :— 

" From Sport to Sport they hurry me 
To banish my regret. 
And when they win a imile from me 
They think that I forget" 



THERE'S NO ROMANCE IN THAT ! 



" So while I fondlf inuglDsd we wen deceiving m; nUtioni, ud flitlered mjwitf that 
I ahoold outwit uid iaecoK them all ; behold, m^ hepu ire to be crushed at once, by mj 
umt'i content aal approtntion, end I un myaelf the oolj dupe. But heie, Sii-, — lien ii 
tbepiclont" — Lvdu Liirasiia. 



Odati or old, O daTs of Knightt, 

Of tourneys and of luti, 

When love iras balL'd and valour 

■talk'd 
On high heroic Btilta — 
Where ars ye gone ?— adventure* 

The voitd geU Ume and flat.— 
We've oothing now but New Police — 
There's no Romance in that! 

I wish I ne'er had leam'd to read. 
Or Radoliffe Imw to write i 
That Scott had been a boor on Tweed, 
And Lewis clintMt'd quite ! 
Would I lud never drunk lo deep 
Of dear Mus Porter'i vat ; 
1 odIj torn to life, and weep — 
lliere'B no Roroanc* in that I 



No Banditi lurk— no tuTbau'd Turk 
To Tunis bean me off — 

Except my mother's cough, — 

No Bleeding Spectre haunts the 

No shape, — but owl or bat, 

Come flitting aftermoth or mouse, — 

There's no Romance in that ! 



I have not an; grief profound, 
Or secretB to confess, 
My story would not fetch a pound 
For A. It. Newman's prcM ; 
Instead oF looking tbin and pale, 
I'm orowing red and fat. 
As if J lived on beeF and ale — 
There's no Romance in that! 
t2 
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THERE S DO ROUAKCE IN THAT. 



It's verj hard, by land or *ek 

Some strange event I court, 

But nothing ever cornea to me 

That'a vorth a pea's report i 

It really made my temper chafe. 

Each cout that I wai at, 

Ivow'd, and mil'd.and came home 

There's no Romance in that f 

The oalv time I had a chance 
At Brighton one fine day, 
My chestnut mare began to piance. 
Took fright, and ran away ; 
Alaa! DO Captain of the Tenth 



To 






A Butcher caught the rein at length,- 
There'sno Romance in tliat! 



Love — even love — goes smoothly on 

A rulway sort of track — 

No flinty sire, no jealoui Don! 

No hearts upon the rack i 

No Folydore, no Theodore— 

Hii ugly name is Mat. 

Plain Matthew Pratt and nothing 

There's no Rommce in that I 

He is not dark, he is not tall,— 

Hi a forehead's rather low. 

He is not pensive— not at all. 

But smiles his teeth to show ; 

He comes from Wales and yet in size 

Is really but a sprat ; 

With Eandy hair and ^vish eyes — 

There's no Romance in tnat ! 



And commonly in brown ; 

His collar he will not discard. 

Or give up his cravat. 

Lord Byron-like — he's not a Bard~- 

Tfaere's'no Romance in that! 



He B rather bald, his eight is weak. 

He's deaf in either drum ; 

Without a lisp he cannot speak. 

But then— hes worth a plum. 

He talks of stocks and three per cents. 

By way of private chal, . 

Or Spanish Bonds, and shares, and 

There's no Romance in that 1 



Di Tanti— or Crudel, 

Tom Bowling, or GodMve the King, 

Di niacei— AU'i well ; 

He Icnowi no more about a roice 



There's no Romance in that ! 

Of tight guitar I cannot boast. 

He never serenades ; 

He writei, and sends it by the post. 

He doesn't bribe the maids : 

No stealth, no hempen ladder — no ! 

He comes with loud raMat, 

That itailles half of Bedford Row— 

There's no Romance in that 1 
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He coEoes at nine in time to choose 

His coSee — just two cups, 

And talks with Pa about the news. 

Repeats debater, and sups. 

John helps him with bis coat aright, 

And Jenltias hands his hat ; 

Mj loTCT bows, and says good nigh t— 

There's no Romance in that I 

I've long had Pa's and Ma's consent, 

My aunt she quite approves. 

My Brother wishes joy from Kent, 

None try to thwart our loves i 

On Tuesday reverend Mr. Mace 

Will make me Mrs. Pratt, 

Of Number Twenty, Susses Place— 

There's no Romance in that I 



THE ABSTRACTION. 

" draws hooey forth thai diirea men msd."- T.nn Rookh. 

Ths speakers were close under the bow-window of the inn, and as 
the aasb was open, Curiowty herself could not help overheating their 
conversation. So I laid down Mrs. Opie's " Illustrations of Lying,"— 
which I had fonnd lying in the inn window, — and took a glance at tho 
partners in the dialogue. 

One of them was much older than the other, and much taller; hn 
d to have grown like quick-set. The other was thtck-set. 

" I tell you, Thomas," said Quickset, " you are a flat. Before you've 
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been a d&y in London, they'll bare the teeth ont «f yoUr veiy heid. 
As for me, I've been there twice, and know what's what. Take my 
advice : never tell the truth on no account. Questions is only asked by 
way of pnmping ; and you ought always to put 'em on a wrong scent." 

" But aunt is to send her man to meet me at the Old Bailey," said 
Thickset, " aqd to show me to her house. Now if a strange man says 
to me, ' young man, are you Jacob Giles,' — an't I to tell him ? " 

" By no manner of means," answered Quickset ; " say you are qaito 
another man. No one but a flat would tell his name to a stnmger 
about London. You see how I answered them last night abont what 
was in the waggon. Brooms, says I, nothing else. A flat would have 
told them there was the honey-pots underneath ; but I've been to 
London before, and know a thing or two." 

" London must be a desperate place," said Thickset. 

" Mortall" siud Qnickset, "fobs and pockets are nothing! Your 
watch is hardly safe if you carried it in your inside, and as for money" — 

" I'm almost sorry I left Berkshire," said Thickset. 

" Poo — poo," said Quickset, " don't be afeard. Fll look after ye ; 
cheat me, and they've only one more to cheat. Only mind my advice. 
Don't say anything of your own head, and don't object to anything / 
say. If I say black's white, don't contradict. Afark that. Say 
everything as I say." 

" 1 understand what you mean," said Thickset ; and with this lesson 
in his shock head, he 
began to busy himself 
about the waggon, while 
his comrade went to the 
stable for the horses. 
At last Old Ball 
emerged from the stable- 
door with the head of 
Old Dumpling resting 
on his crupper; when a 
yell rose from the rear of 
the waggon, that startled 
even Number 55, at the 
Bush Inn, at Staines, 
and brought the company 
mnnittgfrom the remotest 
box in its retired tea- 
garden. 

" In the name of every- 
thing," said the landlord, 
" what's the matter?" 

" It's gone — all gone, 
by goles!" cried Thick- ' ™ o*"""*- 

set, with a bewildered look at Quickset, as if doubtful whe^ier ht 
ought not to have said it was ttot gone. 



THB ABSTRAOnON. 379 

*^ You don't meftn to My the honey-pots 1" said Quickset, with 
some alarm, and letting go the bridle of Old Ball, who yery quietly 
led Old Dumpling back again into the stable ; ^^ you don't mean to 
say the honey-pots V 

*^ I d<mH mean to say the h<mey-pots/' said Thickset, literally fol- 
lowing the instructions he had received. 

^* What made you screech oiit then?" said Quickset, appealing to 
Thickset 

^' What made me screech out then ?" said Thickset, appealing to 
Quickset, and determined to say as he said. 

" The fellow's drunk,'' said the landlord; ♦* the ale's got into his 
head," 

^^ Ale, — what ale has he had ?" inquired Quickset, rather anxiously. 

*^ Ale, — ^what ale have I had?" echoed Thickset, looking sober with 
all his might. 

^^ He's not dmnk," shouted Quickset ; ^^ there's something the 
matter." 

*^ I'm not drunk ; there U something the matter," bellowed Thickset, 
and with his fore-finger he pointed to the waggon. 

^' Ton don't mean to say the honey," said Quickset, his Toice falling. 

^^ I don't mean to say the honey," said Thickset, his caution rising. 

The gesture of Thickset, however, had conveyed some vague notion 
c^ danger to his companion. With the agility of a cat he climbed on 
the waggon, and with the super-human activity of a demon, soon 
pitched down every bundle of besoms. There is a proverb that ** new 
brooms sweep clean," and they certainly seemed to have swept erery 
particle of honey clean out of the waggon. 

Quickset was thunderstruck ; he stood gazing at the empty vehicle 
in silence ; while his himds wandered wildly tlm>ugh his hair, as if in 
search of the absent combs. 

When he found words at last, they were no part of the Litany. 
Words, however, did not suffice to vent his passion ; and he began to 
stamp and dance about, till the mud of the stable-yard flew round like 
anything you like. 

^' A plague take him and his honey-pots, too," said the chamber- 
maid, as she looked at a new pattern on her best gingham. 

" It's no matter," said Quickset, " I won't lose it. The house must 
stand the damage. Mr. Bush, I diall look to you for the money." 

" He shall look to you for the money," da-ci^o'd Thickset. 

*' You may look tUl doomsday," sidd the landk>rd. " It's all your 
own fault ; I thought nobody would steal brooms. If you had told 
me there was honey, I would have put the waggon under lock 
and key." 

" Why, there woi honey," said Quickset and Thickset. 
" I don't know that," said Mr. Bush, " you said last night in the 
kitchen there was nothing but brooms." 

** I heard him," said John Ostler ; " I'll take my oath to his very 
words!" 
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" And So will 1," rom'ii the chambeimiud, glancing at her damaged 
gown, 

" What of that?" said Quickset ; " I know 1 eiud there was nothing 
hut brooms." 

" I know," said Thickset,'" I'm poeitive, he Btud there was nothing 
but brooms." 

" He confesses it himself," said the landlady. 

" And his own man speaks agin him," eaii the chambennald. 

" I saw the waggon come in, and it didn't seem to have any honey 
in it," s^d the head wiuter. 

" May be the flies have eaten it," s^d the postilion. 

" I've seen two chaps the very moral of tbem two at the bar of the 
Old Bailey," said Boots. 

" It's a swindle, it is," stud the landlady, "and Mr. Bush shan't pay 
a &rthing." 

" They deserve tossing in a blanket," said the chamberm^d. 

" Duck 'em in the horsepond," shouted John Ostler. 

" I think," wliispered Thickset, " they are making themselves up 
for mischief ! " 

There was no time to be h>st. Quickset again lugged Old Ball and 
Old Dumpling from the stable, while his companion tossed the brooms 
into the waggon. As soon as possible they drove out of the unlucky 
yard, and as they passed under the arch, I heard for the last time the 
voice of Thickset : 

" You've been to London before, and to be sure know best ; but 
somehow, to my mind, the telling the untruth don't seem to answer." 

The only reply was a thwack, like the report of a pistol, on the 
crupper of each of the horses. The poor animals broke directly into 
something like a cantor ; and as the waggon turned a comer of the 
street, I shutdown the sash, and resumed my "Illustrations of Lying." 



A WATERLOO BALLAD. 



To Waterloo, with tad ado. 
And man; a eigh and (man, 

Amancat ths dead, came Patty Head, 
To look for Peler Stone. 



"Into our town a leijeant came, " Theytaughthirahowtotnrnhiatoes, 
With ribuida all ao fine. And stand as atifT bb starch ; 

A'^uiiting in hii cap— 4JaB ! 1 thought that it waa love and May, 
Hia bow «n1ialed mine I But It waa love and March 1 



i. WATBStOO BALLAD. 



" A *ofty March indeed to leare 
The friends ha might have kep', — 

No Mardi of Intellect it was. 
But quite a foolish etep. 

" O prithee tell, good seetinel. 

If hereabout he lies ? 
I want a corpse inth reddish hair, 

And very sweet blue eyes," 



" he laid, " among ihe dead. 
And pick out which you like." 

And soon she pick'd out Peter Stone, 

Half turned into a cone ; 
A cannon was his bolster, and 

His mattrass was a hone. 



" O Peter Stone, O PoUr Stone, 
Lord here has been a skriomagel 

What have they done to your poor 
breast 
That used to hold my Image ?' 

" O Patty Head, O Patty Head, 
You're come to mj last kissing ; 

Before I'm set in the Gazette 
As wounded, dead, and missing! 

" Alas I a splinter of a shell 
Right in my atomach sticks; 

French mortars don't agree so well 
With stomachs as French bricks. 

" This very night a merry dance 

At Brussels wu to be ;-— 
Instead of opening a liall, 

A ball has open'd me. 



. . _. " Neit thing a lancer, with his lance. 

And well it aoes fulfil it ; — Began to thrust away ; 

1 wish mine hadn't come so straight, J call d for quarter, but, alas ! 

But been a 'crooked billet.' It was not Quarter-day. 

" He ran his spear right through my 



" And then there came a cuirassier 
And cut me ou the cheat ;— 

He liad no pity in his heart, 
far hv had lint d hit brttui. 



Just here above the joint :— 
O Patty dear, it was no joke, 
Although it bail a poinb 



« Wth lou of blood I fkinkd Off, 

Ai dead u women do— 
But loon by cbarging; oTer me, 

Tbe Coldtlrtam brougbt me to. 

" With kicks and cull, and bUli and 

I ibrob and acbe all otgt ; [blowi, 

I'm quite coniioc'd the field of Mars 

li not a field of clover ! 

" O why did I a loldier turn 

For any royal Guclph ? 
1 might have been a butcher, and 

In buiineia for m7«elf ! 

" O why did I the boaoty take 
(And here be ganp'd (or breath] 

My gblUingaworth oHiBt is nail'd 
Upm the door of death I 



" Without t coffin I ahaU lio 
And ileep my ileep eternal t 

Not ev'n a thtU — my only chance 
Of being made a Kernel! 

O Fatty dear, our wedding belli 
Will never ring at Cbester ! 
Here 1 must lie in Honour's bed. 
That ian't worth a tetter! 

" Farewell, my regimental matei , 
With whom 1 uaed to dreeil 

My corps ii changed, and I am now. 
In quite another meu. 

" Farewell, my Fatty dear, I have 

No dying coniolationB, 
Except, when I am dead, youll go 

And see th' lUuminatioiia.'' 



MILLER REDIVIVUS. 

" He ii btcoms «lre»dy a verj- promiiing miller." — Belfa Lift in Limdim. 

I wii miking very leisurely one eveniDg down Ciipplegate, when 
I OTotook— who Goold help overtaking liim ?— a lame elderly gentle* 
man, who, by tho nature of his gait, appeared to lepieaent the Wan), 
lake certain lots at Mctions, he seemed always going, but nam gone i 
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it was that kind of march that, from its downess, is emphatically 
called halting. Oout, in fact, had got him into a sad hohhle, and, like 
terror, made his flesh creep. 

There was, notwithstanding, a lurking humorousness in his &ce, in 
spite of pace, that reminded yon of Quick or listen in Old Rapid. 
You saw that he was not slow, at least, at a quirk or quip, — ^not 
backward at repartee, — ^not behind-hand with his jest,— in short, that 
he was a great wit though he could not jump. 

There was something, besides, in his physiognomy, as well as his 
dress and figure, that strongly indicated his locality. He was palpably 
a dweller, if not a native, of that clime distinguished equally by ** the 
rage of the vulture and the love of the turtle," — ^the good old City of 
London. But an accident soon confirmed my surmises. 

In plucking out his handkerchief from one of his capacious coat 
pocketis, the Bandana tumbled out with it a large roll of manuscript ; 
and as he proceeded a good hundred yards before he discovered the 
loss, I had ample time before he struggled back, in his Crawly Com- 
mon pace, to the spot, to give the paper a hasty perusal, and even to 
make a few random extracts. The MS. purported to be a Collection 
of Civic Facetiae, from the Mayoralty of Alderman * * * * up to 
the present time : and, from certain hints scattered up and down, the 
Becorder evidently considered himself to have been, for wise saws or 
witty, the Top Sawyer. Not to forestal the pleasure of self-publica- 
tion, I shall avoid all that are, or may be, his own sayings, and give 
only such jeux de mots as have a distinct parentage. 

EXTRACTS FROM THE MS. 

*^ Alderman F. was very hard of hearing, and Alderman B. was 
very hard on his infirmity. One day, a dumb man was brought to 
the Justice-room charged with passing bad notes. B. declined to enter 
upon the case. ' Go to Alderman F.,' he said ; ^ when a dumb man 
uttersy a deaf one ought to hear it.' " 

" B. was equally hard on Alderman V.'s linen-drapery. One day 
he came late into Court. ' I have just come,' said he, * from V.'s 
villa. He had family prayers last night, and began thus — Now let 
us read the Psalm Nunc Dimities.* " 



" Old S., the tobacconist of Holbom Hill, wore his own hair tied 
behind in a queue, and had a favourite seat in the shop, with his back 
to the window. Alderman B. pointed him out once to me. * Look ! 
there he is, as usual, advertising his pigtail* ** 

" Alderman A. was never very remarkable for his skill in ortho- 
graphy. A note of his writing is still extant, requesting a brofeer 
magistrate to preside for him, and giving, literatimy the following rea* 
son for his own absence : — * Jackson the painter is to take me off in 
my Rob of Office, and I i^m gone to give him a eft.' His pronunciation 



MILLER REPIVIVUS. 285 

was equally original* I remember his asking Alderman C, just before 
the 9th of November, whether he should have any men in armour in 
his thmo" ' 

'^ Guildhall and its images were always uppermost with Alderman 
A. It was he who so misquoted Shakspeare — ^ A Parish Beadle, 
when he's trod upon, feels as much corporal sufifering as Oog and 
Magog/" 

^' A well-known editor of a morning paper inquired of Alderman 
B., one day, what he thought of his joumd. ^ I like it all,' said the 
Alderman, * but its Broken English,' The editor stared and asked for 
an explanation. * Why, the List of Bankrupts^ to be sure !' " 



*' When Alderman B. was elected Mayor, to give greater eclat to 
his banquet, he sent for Dobbs, the most celebrated cook of that time, 
to take the command of the kitchen. Dobbs was quite an enthusiast 
in his art, and some culinary deficiencies on the part of the ordinary 
Mansion-House professors driving him at least to desperation, he leapt 
upon one of the dressers, and began an oration to them, by this 
energetic apostrophe,—*^ Gentlemen ! do you call yourselves cooks ! ' " 

^^ One of the present Household titles in the Mansion-House esta- 
blishment was of singular origin. When the celebrated men in armour 
were first exhibited. Alderman P., who happened to be with his 
Lordship previous to the procession, was extremely curious in examin- 
ing the suits of mail, &c., expressing, at the same time, an eager desire 
to try on one of the helmets. The Mayor, with his usual considera- 
tion, insisted on first sending it down to the kitchen to be aired, after 
which process the ambition of the Alderman met with its gratification. 
For some little time he did not perceive any inconvenience from his 
new beaver, but by degrees the enclosure became first uncomfortably, 
and then intolerably warm ; the confined heat being aggravated by his 
violent but vain struggles to undo the unaccustomed fastenings. An 
armourer was obliged to be sent for before his face could be let out, 
red and rampant as a Brentford Lion from its iron cage. It appeared, 
that in the hurry of the Pageant, the chief Cook had clapped the 
casque upon the fire, and thus found out a recipe for stewing an 
Alderman's head in its own steam, and for which feat he has retained 
the title of the Head-Cook, ever since !" 



** G. the Common-council-man, was a Warden of his own Company, 
Uie Merchant Tailors'. At one of their frequent Festivals, he took 
with him, to the dinner, a relation, an officer of the Tenth foot. By 
some blunder, the soldier was taken for one of the fraternity, but G. 
hastened to correct the mistake :— ^' Gentlemen, this isn't one of the 
Ninth parts of a man — ^he's one of the Tenth ! '" 



" One day there was a dispute, as to the difficulty of Catch-Singings 
Alderman B. struck in, ^ Go to Cheshire the Hangman-^hell prove 
to you there's a good deal of Execution in a Catch*" 



A ZOOLOGICAL REPORT. 

Ta Hairti}/ WUlicmu, Eig,, Regenii Terrace, Portland Park. 

HoMMBRXD Sub, 

Being mud a Feller of the Zoolog^al Satieiy, and I may eay by 
yoni Hoanei'i meens, threw the camchter your Humbel was farend 
irith, and witoh provd eattia&cktry to the Burds and Bests, considriag 
I iraa well quailifid threw having Beiui for so menny hears Hsd 
Ouardner to youi Honner, heradea lookin arter the Pigs and PoLtiy. 
Begs to axnolige my great fullness for the Sam, and ham quit cum- 
fittabls and happy, sow much sow as wen I bam among the Any 
mills to nwkin myself like Addam in Parodies, let alone my Yelvotem. 

Honnerd Sur, — awar of youi parshalty for Liv Stox and ICettis 
Breading, ham induat to faver with a Statement of wat is dun at the 
Farm, havin tacken provintial Noats wile I was at King«-toB witi) a 
Pekin elefont for chainges of Hair, As respex a curacy beg to aay, 
tho the Sectary diawd up his Report from hie hone datums and mmi- 
motandosses, and never set his eyes on my M.CS.S., yet we has tallys 
to our taila in the Mane. 

Honneid Six, — I will nt out with the Qadriptda, tho wtaye add 
the wust lux with them. Scarse uiny of the Anymills with fore legs 
has moor nor one Caif. Has to the Wappity Dears, hits wus then 
the Babby ^ore JGng gallyman, but their his Jbr one litt^ IMr 
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betwin fiye femail she kinds. The Sambo Dear as was sent by Mv. 
Spring was so nnnatral has to heat up her Fom and in consequins the 
Sing-Sing is of no Use for the luUabis. Has for Corsichan hits moor Boney 
nor eyer. But the Aids on innqueries as too littel Axes about a muntk 
hold. The Neil Gow has increst one Carf, but their his no Foles 
to the Quaggys. Their his too littel Zebry but one as not rum to 
grow I the Report says, '^ the Mail Owen to the Nessessary Confine* 
ment in regard to Spaice is verry smal." 

Honnerd Sur, the Satiety is verry rich in Assis, boath Commun 
assis and uncommon assis, and as the Report recumends will do my 
Inndever to git the Maltese Cross for your Honner. The Kangroses 
as reerd up a large smal fammily but looks to be ill nust and not well 
put to there feat, and at the suijesting of a femail Feller too was put 
out to the long harmd Babboon to dry nus, but she was too voilent Mid 
dandled the pure things to deth. The infunt Zebew is aUso ded owen to 
Atemps with a backbord to prevent groing out of the sholders, boath 
parrents being defourmd with umphs ; but the spin as is suposed was 
hert in the ezspearmint, and it sudenly desist. Mr. Wallack vrill be 
glad to here the Wallachian Sheap has add sicks lams, but one was 
pisened by eating the ewes in the garden witch is fattle to kattle* 
Has to Gots we was going on prospus in the Kiddy line, but the 
Billy Gots becum so vishus and did so menny butts a weak, we waa 
obleeged to do away with the Entire. As regards Rabits a contigu- 
ous dissorder havin got into the Stoz, we got rid of the Hole let alone 
one Do and Brewd, witch was all in good Helth up to Good Fridy wen 
the Mother brekfisted on her bunnis. The increas in the Groth of 
Hairs aa bean maid an object, and the advice tacken of Mr. Prince 
and Mr. Roland, who recumendid Killin one of the Bares for the por- 
pus of Greece. We hav a grate number of ginny pigs-»their is moor 
than twenty of them in one Pound. 

About Stmthus Burds the Ostreaches is in perfio helth and full of 
Plums. The femail Hen lade too egs wUe the Committy was sittin and 
wehopthey will atch, as we put them imder a she Hemew as was sittin to 
Mr. Harvy. We propos breading Busturds xept we hav not got a singel 
q)eciemaa of the specious. Galnatious Burds. I am sory to say 
The Curryso has not bread. Hits the moor disapinting as we con* 
sidder these Birds as our Crax. We suoksided in razing a grate menny 
Turkys and some intresting expearimints was maid on them by the 
Committy and the Counsel oa Crismus day. Liokwise on Poltry Fouls 
with regard to there being of Utility for the Tabel and *' under the 
latt^ head " the report informs " sum results hav bean obtained witch 
air considdered very satisfactry," but their will be more degested trials 
of tlie subjex as the Report says ^^ the expearimints must be repetid in 
order to istaUish the accuracy of the deduckshuns." Wat is remark- 
able the hens pressented by Mr. Crockf<H*d hav not provd grate layers 
tho provided with a Better Ywd and plentey of Turf. We hav inde- 
vourd to bread the grate Cok of the Wud onely we have no Wud 
forjiim to be Cok of— and now for aquotio Warter Burds we hav 
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wite Swons but they hav not any cygnitures, and the Black is very un- 
risenable as to expens but Mr. Hunt has offerd to black one very lo on 
condishun hits not aloud to go into the Waiter. The Polish swons 
wood hav bread onely they did not lay. The Satiety contanes a grate 
number of Gease and witch thriy all most as well as they wood on a 
commun farm and the Sam with Dux. We wonted to have dukelings 
from the Mandereen Dux but they shook there Heds. Too ears a go 
a qantitty of flownders and also a qantitty of heals of witch an exact 
acount is recordid wear turned into one of the Ponds but there State 
as not bean looked into since they wear plaiced their out of unwilling- 
nes to disturb the Hotter. At pressent their exists in one Pond a 
stock of Karps and in too others a number of Oh>uld Fish of the com* 
mun Sort. The number left as bean correcly tacken and the ammount 
checkt by the Pellycanes and Herrins and Spunbills and Guls and 
other piskiverous Burds. Looking at the hole of the Farm in one 
Pint of Vue we hav ben most suckcesfiil with Rabits and Poltry and 
Piggins and Ginny Pigs but the breading of sich being well none to 
Skullboys, I beg as to their methodistical principals to refer your 
Honner to Master Gorge wen he cums hc^A^ for the Holedays. I 
furgot to say the Parnassian Sheap was aoodiidated with a Pen to it 
self but produst nothin worth riting. But -the attemps we hav maid 
this here, will be prosycutid next here with new Vigors. 

Honnerd Sur, — ^their is an aggitating Skeam of witch I humbly 
aprove verry hiley. The plan is owen to sum of the Femail Fellers,—. 
and that i^ to make the Farm a Farm Omay. For instances the 
Buffloo and Fallo dears and cetra to have their horns Gildid and the 
Mufflons and Sheaps is to hav Pink ribbings round there nex. The 
munkys is to ware fancy dressis and the Ostreaches is to have their 
plums stuck in their heds, and the Pecox tales will be always spred out 
on fraim wurks like the hispaliers. All the Bares is to be tort to 
Dance to Wippert's Quadrils and the Lions mains is to be subjective 
to pappers and the curling-tongues. The gould and silver Fesaats is 
to be Pollisht evry day with Plait Powder and the Oammils and 
Drumdearis and other defourmd anymiUs is to be paddid to hide their 
Orukidnes. Hr. Howerd is to file down the tusks of the wild Bores 
and Peckaris and the Spoons of the Spoonbills is to be maid as like the 
Songs Patten as posible. The elifunt will be himbelisht with a Sugger 
candid Castle maid by Gunter and the Flaminggoes will be toucht up 
with Frentch ruge and the Damisels will hav chaplits of heartifitial 
Flours. The Sloath is proposd to hav an ellegunt Stait Bed — and the 
Bever is to ware one of Perren s lite Warter Proof Hats — and the 
Balld Vulters baldnes will be hided by a small Whig from Trewfits. 
The Grains will be put into trousirs and the Hippotomus tite laced 
for a waste. Experience will dictait menny more imbellishing modes, 
with witch I conclud that I am 

Your Honners 
Very obleeged and humbel former Servant, 

Stephen Humphrbts. 
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LITERARY REMINISCENCES. 



" Oommen^ons par le commencement/' 

The very earliest of one's literary recollections must be the acqui- 
sition of the alphabet ; and in the knowledge of the first rudiments I 
was placed on a par with the Learned Pig, by two maiden ladies that 
were called Hogsflesh. The circumstance would be scarcely worth 
mentioning, but that being a day boarder, and taking my dinner with 
the family, I became aware of a Baconian brother, who was never 
mentioned except by his Initial, and was probably the prototype of 
the sensitive ^^ Mr. H." in Lamb's unfortunate farce. The school in 
question was situated in Tokenrhouse Yard, a convenient distance for 
a native of the Poultry, or Birchin-lane, I forget which, and in truth 
am not particularly anxious to be niore certainly acquainted with my 
parish. It was a metropolitan one, however, which is recorded with- 
out the slightest repugnance ; firstly, for that, practically, I bad no 
choice in the matter; and secondly, because, theoretically, I would as 
lief have been a native of London as of Stoke Pogis or Little Ped- 
lington. If such local prejudices be of any worth, the balance ought 
to be in favour of the capital. Hie Dragon of Bow Church, or Gre- 
sham's Grasshopper, is as good a terrestrial sign to be bom imder as the 
dunghill cock on a village steeple. Next to being a citizen of the world, 
it must be the best thing to be bom a citizen of the world's greatest city. 
To a lover of his kind, it should be a welcome dispensation that cast 
his nativity amidst the greatest congregation of the species ; but a 
literary man should exult rather than otherwise that he first saw the 
light— or perhaps the fog — in the same metropolis as Milton, Gray, 
De Foe, Pope, Byron, Lamb, and other town-bom authors, whose 
fame has nevertheless triumphed over the Bills of Mortality. In such 
a goodly company I cheerfully take up my livery ; and especially as 
Cockneyism, properly so called, appears to be confined to no particular 
locality or stisttion in life. Sir Walter Scott has given a splendid in- 
stance of it in an Orcadian, who prayed to the Lord to bless his own 
tiny ait, " not forgetting the neighbouring island of Great Britain ;'* 
and the most recent example of the style I have met with, was in the 
Memoirs of Sir William Knighton, being an account of sea perils and 
sufferings during a passage across the Irish Channel by '^the First 
Ctentleman in Europe." 

Having alluded to my first steps on the ladder of learning, it may 
not be amiss in this place to correct an assertion of my biographer in 
the Book of Gems, who states, that my education was finished at a 
certain suburban academy. In this ignorant world, where we pro- 
verbially live and learn, we may indeed leave off school, but our edu- 
cation only terminates with life itself. But even in a more limited 
sense, instead of my education being finished, my own impression is, 
thai it never so much as progressed towards so desirable a consumma- 

u 



tion at any Buch establiehment, althongh mncli invalnable time was 

Bpent at some of those institutions wbeie young gentlemen are literally 

boarded, lodged, and done for. My veiy first essay was at one of 

tboBe places improperly called wmt-naiies, because they do not half 

teach any thing ; the principals being probably aware that tbe little 

boys are as often consigned to then 

for any thing else. Accordingly, n 

imago of a pedagogical powdered li 

females of a composite cbarter-pa 

part gOTemesa, — with a matronly 1 

Mre. S., allegorically representing 

mother." But there is no glimp 

associations with early school days 

and sung, there is little amongst m; 

some sports which, like charity, n 

without the drawbacks of sundry ( 

lytic, periodical physic, and other 

whether an invincible repugnance 

butable to our precocious wintry st 

dim damp school-room, to play at : 

macb; and perhaps I owe my dec: 

at our monotonous walks, or rathe 

ferings of those longer excursions 

compasses had to pace as far and a 

less, I yet recall, with wonder, thi 

scholars to their old school, all in t 

at reoogniung the spot where they 

fiogged, and fagged, and brimston 

stickjawed, and kibed, and fined,— 

and the mumps, and been overtask 

way of climajt, sentimentally offeri 

revered preceptor, with an inscrij . , . o 

the lid 1 

For my own part, were I to rerifat such a haunt of my youth, it 
would give me tbe greatest pleasure, out of mere tegaxd to the rising 
generation, to find Prospect House turned into a Floor Cloth Mann- 
factory, and the playground converted to a bleacbfield. The tabati^ 
is out of the question. In the way of learning, I carried off nothing 
in exchange for my knife and fork, and spoon, but a prize for Latin 
without knowing tJie Latin for prize, and a belief which I had after- 
wards to nnhelieve again, that a block of marble could be cut in two 
with a razor. 

To be classical, as Ducrow would say, the Athenians, the day 
before the Festiv^ of Theseus, their Founder, gratefully sacrificed a 
ram, in memory of Corridas tbe schoolmaster, vrho had been his 
instructor ; but in the present day, were such ofierings in fesbion, how 
frequently would tbe appropriate animal be a donkey, and especially 
too big a donkey to get over tbe Pons Annomm I 
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From the pTeparatory school, I was transplanted in due iTme to 
what IB called by courtesy, a finishing one, where I was immediately 
set to begin every thing again at the beginning. As this was but a 
backward way of coming forward, there seemed little chance of my 
ever becoming what Mrs. Malaprop calls " a progeny of learning ;" 
indeed my education was pursued very much after the plan laid down 
by that feminine authority. I had nothing to do with Hebrew, or 
Algebra, or 8imony, or Fluxions, or Paradoxes, or such inflammatory 
bmiches ; but I obtained a supercilious knowledge of accounts, with 
enough of geometry to make me acquainted with the eontagions 
countries. Moreover, I became fluent enough in some unknovm 
tongue to protect me from the French Mark ; and I was sufficiently 
at home (during the vacations) in the quibbles of English grammar, 
to bore all my parents, relations, friends, and acquaintance, by a 
pedantioal mending of their '^ cakeology." Such was the sum tot^ of 
my acquirements ; being, probably, quite as* much as I should have 
learned at a Charity School, with the exception of the parochial 
accomplishment of hallooing and singing of anl^ems. 

I have entered into these personal details, though pertidning ratiier 
to illiterate than to literary reminiscences, partly because the important 
subject of EduoaUon has become of prominent interest, and partly to 
bint that a writer may often mean in tamest what he says in jest. 
Xy^e of my readers at least has given me credit for a serious purpose. 
A schoolmaster called, during the vacation, on the father of one of his 
pupils, and in answer to his announcement of the re-opening of his 
^stabli^unent, was informed that the young gentleman was not to 
yatmm to the acadeihy. The worthy parent declared that he had read 
the ^' Camaby Correspondence," in the Comic Annual, and had made 
up his mind. ^^But, my dear Sir," expostulated the pedagogue, 
'^ you cannot be serious ; why the Comic Annual is nothing but a 
book full of jokes!" " Yes, yes," returned the father, " but it has 
let me into a few of your tricks. I believe Mr. Hood. James is not 
eoming again 1 " 

And now, it may be reasonably asked, where I did leiuii an3rthing 
If not at these establishments, which promise Universal Knowledge — 
extras included— and yet imaccountably produce so very few Admira* 
ble Crichtons*? It may plausibly be objected, that I did not duly 
avail myself of such overflowing opportunities to dabble, dip, duck in, 
and drink deeply of, the Pierian spring, that I was an Idler, Lounger, 
Tatler, Bambler, Spectator, anything rather than a student. To which 
my reply must be, first, that the severest punishm^st ever inflicted on 
my shoulders was for a scholar-like ofiRance, the being ^^ fond of my 
book," only it happened to be Robinson Crusoe ; and secondly, that I 
did go ahead at another guess sort of academy, a reference to whidi 
will be little flattering to those Houses which claim Socrates, Aristotle, 

* In tpite of hundredi of aasodalesy it has never happened to me, amongst the very 
many distinguished names connected vdth. science or literature, to recognise (me as belonging 
to * ithool-liBlIoiw. 

02 
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Alfifed, and otber Leamedissimi Worthii^ as tbeir Sponsors and Patron 
Saints. The school that really schooled me being comparatively of a 
very humble order— -without sign — without prospectus,^ — without 
ushers — ^without ample and commodious premises — in short, without 
pretension, and consequently, almost without custom. 

The autumn of the year 1811, along with a most portentous comet, 
" with fear of change perplexing monarchs," brought alas ! a melan- 
choly revolution in my own position and prospects, by the imtimely 
death. of my father ; and my elder brother diortly following him to the 
grave, my bereaved mother naturally drew the fragments of the feunily 
more closely around her, so that thenceforward her dearest care was to 
keep her '' only son, myself, at home." She did not, however, neglect 
my future interest, or persuade herself by any maternal vanity that a 
boy of twelve years old could have precociously finished his education; 
and accordingly, the next spring found me at what might have been 
literally called a High School, in reference to its distance from the 
ground. 

In a house, formerly a suburban seat of the unfortunate Earl of 
Essex — over a grocer's shop — ^up two pair of stairs, there waa a very 
select day-school, kept by a decayed Dominie, as he would have been 
called in his native land. In his better days, when my brother was 
his pupil, he had been master of one of those wholesale concerns in 
which so many ignorant men have made fortunes, by favour of high 
terms, low ushers, gullible parents, and victimized little boys. As 
our worthy Dominie, on the contrary, had failed to realize even a 
competence, it may be inferred, logically, that he had done better 
by his pupils than by himself ; and my own experience certainly went 
to prove that he attended to the interests of his scholars, however he 
might have negleeted his own. Indeed, he less resembled, even in 
externals, the modem worldly trading Schoolmaster than the good, 
honest, earnest, olden Pedagogue — a pedant, perchance, but a learned 
one, with whom teaching was " a labour of love," who had a proper 
sense of the dignity and importance of his calling, and was content to 
find a main portion of his reward in the honourable proficiency of his 
disciples. Small as was our College, its Principal maintained his state 
and walked gowned and covered. His cap was of faded velvet, of 
black, or blue, or purple, or sad green, or as it seemed, of all together, 
with a miance of brown. His robe, of crimson damask, lined with 
the national tartan. A quaint, carved, highbacked, elbowed article, 
looking like an imigriy horn, a set that had been at home in an 
aristocratical drawing-room, unc^er the ancien rigime^ was his Profes- 
sional Chair, which with his desk was appropriately elevated on a 
dais, some inches above the common floor. From this moral and 
material eminence, he cast a vigilant yet kindly eye over some dozen of 
youngsters ; for adversity, sharpened by habits of authority, had not 
soured him, or mingled a single tinge of bile with the peculiar red- 
streak complexion, so common to the healthier natives of the North. 
On one solitary occasion, within my memory, was he. seriously yet 
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characteristically discomposed, and that was by his own daughter, 
whom he accused of " forgetting all regard for common decorum ;" 
because, forgetting that he was a Dominie as well as a Parent, she 
had heedle^ly addressed him in public as "Father," instead of 
** Papa." The mere. provoking contrariety of a dunce never stirred 
his spleen, but rather spurred his endeavour, in spite of the axiom, to 
make Nihil fit for any thing. He loved teaching for teaching's sake ; 
his kill-horse happened to be his hobby : and doubtless, if he had met 
with a penniless boy on the road to learning, he would have given him 
a lift, like the charitable Waggoner to Dick Whittington — ^for love. 
I recall, therefore, with pleasure, the cheerful alacrity with which I 
used to step up to recite my lesson, constantly forewarned — ^for every 
true schoolmaster has his stock joke — ^not to *' stand in my own light." 
It was impossible not to take an interest in learning what he seemed 
so interested in teaching ; and in a few months my education pro- 
gressed infinitely farther than it had done in as many years under the 
listless superintendence of B. A., and L. L. D. and Assistants. I 
picked up some Latin, was a tolerable English Grammarian, and so 
good a French scholar, that I earned a few guineas — my first literary 
fee — by revising a new edition of " Paul et Virginie " for the press. 
Moreover, as an accountant, I could work a summum bonum^. e. a 
good sum. 

Xn the mean time, — so generally unfortunate is the courtship of that 
bashful undertoned wooer, Modest Merit, to that loud, brazen mascu- 
line, worldly heiress. Success — the school did not prosper. The number 
of scholars diminished rather than increased. At least no new boys 
came — ^but one fine morning, about nine o'clock, a great " she gal," 
of fifteen or sixteen, but so remarkably well grown that she might have 
been " any of our mothers," made her unexpected appearance with 
bag and books. The sensation that she excited is not to be described ! 
The apparition of a Governess, with a Proclamation of a Gynecocracy 
could not have been more astounding! Of course SHE instantly 
formed a class ; and had any form SHE might prefer to herself : — ^the 
most of us being just old enough to resent what was considered as 
an affi-ont on the corduroy sex, and just young enough to be beneath 
any gallantry to the silken one. The truth was, sub rosa, that there 
was a plan for translating us, and turning the unsuccessful Boy's 
School, into a Ladies' Academy ; to be conducted by the Dominie's 
eldest daughter — ^but it had been thought prudent to be well on with 
the new set before being off with the old. A brief period only had 
elapsed when, lo I a leash of female school Fellows — ^three sisters, like 
the Degrees of Comparison personified. Big, Bigger, and Biggest — made 
their unwelcome appearance, and threatened to push us from our stools. 
They were greeted, accordingly, with all the annoyances that juvenile 
malice could suggest. It is amusing, yet humiliating, to remember the 
nuisances the sex endured at the hands of those who were thereafter to 
honour the shadow of its shoe-tie — to groan, moan, sigh, and sicken for 
its smiles^-^to become poetical, prosaical, nonsensical, lack-a-daisical, and 
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perhaps even melodramatical foi ita sake. If nmbadees ■wan ths daA- 
quakes, the ink-spouts, the book-bolta, the pea-ibowerg, and othev 
nnregutered phenomena, which likened the studies of those foot nn~ 
lucky maidens to the " Pursuit of Knowledge under DtffioultieB,"— 
ao that it glada me to reflect, that I was in a very small minorit;y 
against the persecution ; having already begun to read poetry, ami 
even to write something which was egregiously mistaken for B(»nethiiig 
of the same nature. The final result of the struggle in the aoademki 
Best— whether the hen-cnckoofl succeeded in ousting the cook-quirom, 
or vice versa— is beyond my record; seeing that I was just then 
removed from the scene <^ contest, to be introduced into tiiat Universal 
School where, as in the preparatory onra, we have very unequal shares 
in the flogging, the fagging, the task-work, and the pocket-money i 
but the same brenking-up to expect, and the same eternity of happy 
holidays to hope for ia the Grand Recess. 

In brief, a friend of the fajnily having taken a fancy to me, propoaed 
to initiate me in those profltabia mercantile mysfaeriea whidi enabled 
^ Thomas Gresham to gild his grasshopper ; and like another Frank 
Osbaldestone, I found myself planted on a counting-house stool, which , 
nevertheless served occasionally for a Pegasus, on tbree legs, every 
foot, of course, being a dactyl or a i^ndee. In cianmeroial matters, 
the only lesson imprinted on my memory la the rule that when a ehiip's 
crew from Archangel, come to receive their L. S. D., you must lock 
up your P. Y. 0. 



SHOOTING PAINS. 

" The ch»rge is prepamd." — Macbuth. 

If I shoot any more Til be shot. 

For Ul-luct seema detennined to star me, 

I have march'd the whole day 

With a gun,— for no pay — ■ 
Zounds, I'd better have been in the army ! 

What matters Sir Christopher's leave ; 
To hia manor Tm sony I came yet ! 

With confidence fraught, 

My two pointeia I brought, 
But we are not a point towards game yet ! 

And that gamekeeper too, with advice ! 
Of my course he has been a nice chalker, 

Not far, were his words, 

I could go without birds : 
If my legs could cry out, they'd cry " Walker ! " 
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Not Hawker conld find out a flaw,— 

My appointments are modem and Mantony ; 

And I've brought my own man. 

To mark down all be can. 
But I can't find a mark for my Au^ny ! 

Tbe partridges, — ^wbere can tbey lie ? 
I bave promised a leash to Miss Jervas, 

As tbe least I could do ; 

But without even two 
To brace me, — I'm getting quite nervous ! 

To the pheasants — ^how well they're preserved 1 
My sport's not a jot more beholden. 

As the birds are so shy. 

For my friends I must buy. 
And so send ^^ silver pheasants and golden."^ 

I have tried eVry form for a hare, 

Every patch, every furze that coiild shroud her, 

"With toil unrelax'd, 

Till my patience Is tax'd, 
But I cannot be t^ed for bare-powder 

I've been roaming for hours in three flats 
In the hope of a snipe for a snap at ; 

But still vaiu^ I court ; 

The percussioning sport, 
I find nothing for " setting my cap at !" 

A woodcock, — ^this month is the time,— 
Right and left I've made ready my lock for, 

"With well-loaded double, 

But spite of my trouble. 
Neither barrel can I find a cock for ! 

A rabbit I should not despise, 

But they lurk in their burrows so lowly ; 

This day's the eleventh. 

It is not the seventh. 
But they seem to be keeping it hole-y.. 

For a mallard I've waded the marsh, 

And haunted each pool, and each lake—oh f 

Mine is not the luck. 

To obtain thee, O Duck, 
Qr to doom thee, O Drake, like a Draco ! 






0\ 



For a. field-fere I'to fared far a-field. 
Large oi small I am never to aack bird, 

Kot a thrush is so kind 

As to £y, and I find 
I may whistle myself for a black-bird ! 



I am angry, I'm hungry, Tm dry, 
Disappointed, and sullen, and goaded. 

And ao weary an elf, 

I ton siok of myself. 
And with Number One seem overloaded. 

As well one might beat romid St. Paul's, 
And look out for a cock or a hen there ; 

I have search'd round and round 

All the Baronet's ground. 
But Sir Christopher ha^'t a wren there ! 

Joyce nlay talk of his excellent caps, 
But for nightcaps they set me desiring. 

And it's really too bad, 

Not a shot I have had 
With Ball's Powder, renown'd for " quick firing." 



TSB H0K-OTEB. 

If this is what people inll tpott, 

Oh ! of spMtlng I can't have a high musb ; 
And there stiU remiUas one 
More mischance on my gun — 

" Fined for shooting without any Koenae." 



THE RUN-OVEE. 

" Do you see thait *ei6 gentleman in the huggyi with, tlie dipt nu ? " 
inquired Ned Stocker, bM he pointed with his whip at a chuse, some 
fifty yards in advance. " Well, for all he's driving "there so easy like, 
and comfortable, he once had a gig-shaft, and that's a fact, driv right 
through his body ! " 

" Rather him than me," dravrled a passenger on the Imz, vrithout 
removing his cigar from his mouCh, 

" It's true for all that," returned Ned, with a nod of hie head equal 
to an affidavit. " The sliaft run in under one annpit, rigjit np to the 
tug, and out again at t'other, besides pinning bim to the wall of the 
stable— and that's a thing audi as don't happen every day." 

" Lucky it don't," said the smoker, between two puffs oflis agar. 

'* It an't likely to come often," resumed Ned, ** let alon? the getting 
over it afterwards, which is the wonderfullest part of it all. To see 
him bowling along there, he don't look like a man pinned to a stable* 
wall with the rod through him, right up to the tug — do be?" 

" Can't say he does," saM the smoker. 

" For my part," said Ned, *' or indeed any mail^a P^i most people 
in such a case would have g^d, It's all up with me, and good reason 
why, as I B^d afore, with a shi^ clean through yonr inside, right up 
to the tug — and two inches besidet into the stable wall, by way of a 
benefit But somehow he always stack to it— Bot the waB, you know 
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— 4Mit hia own opinion, that he ehonld get over it«»he was as finn as 
flints about that — and sure enough the event came ott eacaotly." 

^ The better for him," said the smoker. 

^^ I don't know the rights on it^" said Ned, ^^for I wam'i there^i^- 
but they do say when he was dextrioated from the tod, there was m^ 
regular tunnel through him, and in course the greatest danger was of 
hiS' ketching cold in the lungs from t^e thorough draught." 

" Nothing more likely," said the frmiigator. 

" Howsomever," continued Ned, " he was cured by Dr. Maiden of 
Stratford, who giv him lots of physic to provoke his stomach, and 
make him eat hearty : and by taking his feeds well,*-«-warm mashes at 
first, and then hard meat, in course of time he filled up. Nobody 
hardly believed it, though when they see him about on his legs again 
— ^myself for one — but he always said he would overcome it, and he 
was as good as his word. If that an't game, I don't know what is." 

^^ No more do I," said the man with the Havannah. 

" I don't know the philosophy on it," resumed Ned, " but it's a 
remark of mine about recovering, if a man says he will, he will, — 
and if he says he wont, he won't — you may book that for certain. 
Mayhap a good pluck helps the wounds in healing kindly,-— but so it 
is, for I've observed it. You^ll see one man with hardly a scratch pn 
his face, and says he, I'm done for— and he turns out quite correct- 
while another as is cut to ribbons will say— -never mind,— Fm good for 
another round, and so he proves, particularly if he^s one of your small 
farmers^ 111 give you a reason why." 

'^ Now then," said the smoker. 

^^ My reason is," replied Ned, ^^ that they^re all as hard as nails—' 
tegular pebbles for game. They take more thrashing than their own 
com, and that's saying something. They^re all fortitude, and nothing 
else. Talk about punishment ! nothing comes amiss to 'em, tiom 
butt-ends of whips and brickbats down to bludgeons loaded with lead. 
You can't hurt their feelings. They're jist like badgers, the more you 
welt 'em the more they grin, and when it's over, maybe a turn-up at a 
cattle fair, or a stop by footpads, they'll go home to their missises all 
over blood and wounds as cool and comfortable as cowcumbers, with 
holes in their heads enough to scarify a whole hospital of army 
surgeons." 

" The very thing Scott has characterised," I ventured to observe, 
** in the person of honest Dandie." 

" Begging your pardon. Sir," said Ned, " I know Farmer Scott very 
well, and he's anything but a dandy. I was just a going to bring 
forward, as one of the trumps, a regular out-and-outer. We become 
friends through an axident. It was a darkish night you see, and him 
a little lushy or so, making a bit of a swerve in his going towards the 
middle of the road, before you could cry Snacks ! I was over him with 
the old Regulator." 

"GJood God!" exclaimed my left-hand companion on the roof. 
« Was not the poor fellow hurt ? " 
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'* Why, not much for him," answered Ned, with a very decided 
emphasis on the pronoun. " Though it would have heen a quietus for 
nine men out often, and, as the Jews say, Take your pick of the basket. 
But he looked queer at first, and shook himself, and made a wryieli 
foce, like a man that hadn't got the exact bit of the joint he preferred." 
" Looked queer ! ^' ejaculated the compassionate passenger, " he 
must have looked dreadful 1 I remember the Regulator, one of the 
oldest and heaviest vehicles on the road. But of course you picked him 
up, and got him inside, and — — " 

" Quite the reverse," answered Ned, quietly, '* and far from it ; he 
picked himself up, quite independent, and wouldnH even accept a lift 
on the box. He only felt about his head a bit, and then his back, and 
his arms, and his thighs, and his lines, and after that he guv a nod, 
and says he, ' all right,' and away he toddled." 

" I can't credit it,'' exclaimed the man on the roof. 

*' That's jist what his wife said," replied Ned, with considerable 
composure, in spite of the slur on his veracity. " Let alone two black 
eyes, and his collar bone, and the broke rib, he'd a hole in his head, 
with a flint sticking in it bigger than any one you can find since 
Macadaming. But he made so light on it all, and not being very dear 
besides in his notions, I'm blest if he didn't tell her he'd only been 
knockt down by a man with a truck ! " 

" Not a bad story," said the smoker, on the box. 

I confess I made internally a parallel remark. Naturally robust as 
my faith is, I could not, as HaiAlet says, let " Belief lay hold of me," 
with the coachman's narrative in his hand, like a copy of a writ. I 
am no stranger, indeed, to the peculiar hardihood of our native yeo- 
manry ; but Ned, in his zeal for their credit, had certainly overdrawn 
the truth. As to his doctrine of presentiments, it had never been one 
of the subjects of my speculations ; but on a superficial view, it appeared 
to me improbable iJiat life or death, in cases of casualty, could be pre- 
determined with such certainty as he had averred ; and particularly as 
I happen to know a certain lady, who has been accepting the Bills of 
Mortality at two months' date, for many years past — but has never 
honoured them when due. It was fated, however, that honest Ned 
was to be confirmed in his theories and corroborated in his facts. 

"We had scarcely trotted half a mile in meditative silence, when we 
overtook a sturdy pedestrian, who was pacing the breadth as well as 
the length of the road, rather more like a land surveyor than a mere 
traveller. He evidently belonged to the agricultural class, which Ned 
had distinguished by the title of SmaU Farmers. Like Scott's 
Liddesdale yeoman, he wore a shaggy dreadnought, below which you 
saw two well-fatted cakes, penned in a pair of huge top-boots— the 
tops and the boots being of such different shades of brown as you may 
observe in two arable fields of various soil, a rich loam and a clay. In 
his hand he carried a formidable knotted club-stick, and a member of 
^e Heralds' College would have set him down at once a tenant of the 
Earl of Leicester, he looked so like a bear with a ragged staff. 
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I observed that . Ned seemed anxious. One of his leaders was a 
bolter^ and his wheelers were far from steady ; and the man ahead 
walked not quite so straightly as if he had been ploughing a furrow. 
We were ahnost upon him — Ned gave a sharp halloo— -the man looked 
back, and wavered. A minute decided the matter. He escaped 
Scylla, but Charybdis yawned for him — ^in plain prose, he cleared the 
Rocket, but con^ved to get imder the broad wheel of a Warwickshire 
waggon, which was passing in the opposite direction. There was 
still a chance, — even a fly-waggon may be stopped without much 
notice — but the waggoner was inside, sweethearting with three maids 
that were going to Coventry. Every voice cried out Woh ! but the 
right one. The horses plodded on — ^the wheels rumbled— the bells 
jingled — ^we all thought a knell. 

Ned instantly pidled up, with his team upon their haunches— 
we all alighted, and in a moment the sixteen the Rocket was 
licensed to carry were at the fatal spot. In the midst of the circle 
lay, what we considered a bundle of last linen just ccmie home from 
the mangle. 

^' That's a dead un," said the smoker, throwing away as he spoke 
the butt-end of a cigar. 

^^ Poor wretch," exclaimed the humane man from the roof^ ^^ what 
a shocking spectacle !" 

" It's over his chest," said I. 

^^ It'*s all over," said the passenger on my right. 

^' And a happy release," said a lady on my left ; ^' he must have 
been a cripple for life." 

^^ He can't have a whole rib in his body," said a man from the 
dickey. 

' ^^ Hall to hattums," said a gentleman from the inside. 

^^ The worst I ever see, and I've had the good luck to see many," 
said the guard. 

*^ No, he can't get over that," said Ned himself. 

To our astonidiment, however, the human mass still breathed. 
After a long sigh it opened one eye — the right — ^then the other — ^the 
mouth gasped^-the tongue moved — and at last even spoke, though in 
disjointed syllables. 

** We'*re nigh — hand — an't we — the nine — ^milestun?" 

** Yes — ^yes— close to it," answered a dozen voices, and one in its 
bewilderment asked, " Do you live there ?^^ but was set right by the 
sufferer himself. 

« No— a mile fodder." 

^^ Where is there a surgeon ?" asked the humane man, ^' I will ride 
off for him on one of the leaders." 

^^ Better not," said the phlegmatic smoker, who had lighted a fresh 
cigar wit^i some German tinder and a lucifer — ^^ not used to saddle — 
may want a surgeon yourself." 

^^ Is there never a doctor among the company ? " inquired the guard. 



800 ma sant-ofsa. 

" I HB a mtdloil BMB," T^Ugd a squat mlgu-loobu^ penbnage. 
" I sell llonaon^s [hIIs— Jwt I hayeu't any tbout me." 

" OUd of it," Mud the moker, carting a loi^ poff in the otfcar*a 

" Poor irretch !" aigbed the oompoMDooate man. " He U beyond 
hnmao ud. HeaTen 
help the widoir and 
the fatherless— he loolia 
like a family man ! " 

"I weronottoblaame," 
audtbewaggonec. "The 
woifeandchilderin can't 

" Does any one know 
who be iat" inquired 
ttie coachman, but tbeis 
yna no answer. 

"Maybe the gemman 
has a card or aummut," 
saidthe gentleman from 
Ibeinride. 

" Is there no house 
near i " inquired the 
lady. 

' " F« to get a shntter 
off on," added the gentle- "tm u the run mtvi emnta-vusi Tim." ~ 

man. 

" Ought we not to pncnie a 'postchaise," inquired a gentleman's 
footman. 

*' Or a shell, in oaae," suggested the man from the dickey. ' 

" Shell be hanged I" stud the sufferer, in a tone that made ns all 
jump a yard backwards. "Stick me up agin the milo-stnn— 4here, 
easy does it— that's comfortable — and now tell me, aad no nonsense, — 
be I flat 1" 

" A littla pancabey," sud the man with the cigar. 

" I say," repeated the sufferer, with some earnestness, " be I flat- 
quite flat — as flat like as a sheet of paper ? Yea or no ? " 

" No, no, no," burst from sixteen Toioes at once, and the assarance 
seemed to take as great a load off hia mind as had lately passed over 
his body. By an effort he cootnved to get up aod ait upon the mile- 
stone, from which he waved us a goodbye, accompanied by the follow- 
ing words :— 

" (Gentlefolk, my best thanks and my saivice to yon, and a plessoiit 
journey. Don't contain yourselves about ma, for there's nothing 
dougcroos. I aliaU do well, I know I shall ; and 111 tell you wfast 
I go upon— if I beiui't flat I shall get round." 



THE BOY AT THE NOEE 

AloM I did tt L^Bor I "— OMUoumn. 

I BAY, little B07 at the N'ore, 

Do you oome irom the Bmall Isle of Mui 1 
"Why, yonj history s mystery murt be,— 

Coiae tell us as much as yon can, 

Little Boy at the Nan I 

Yon liYfrit aeema wholly on water, 

Whiohyour (Hmhiet calls ItTing in'dovor s— 
But bow cotnee it, if that is the ewe. 

You're eternally half seas over, — 

litUeBoyattheNore? 

While yon"rHe— -while you dance— while yon fl 
Never mind yonr imperfect orthography; — 

But ^ve OB as well as you can, 
yooi inAtT^ mto-bic^raphy, 

Idttle Boy at tU Noa I 
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LITTLE BOY AT THE NOBE LOQUITUR. 
I'm the tight little Boy at the Nore, 

In a sort of sea negua I dTCells ; 
Half and half 'twixt saltwater and Port, — 
I'm rcckon'd the fiist of the ewella — 

I'm the B07 at tlie Xore ! 

I lives with ro^ toes to the flounders, 

And watohea through long days and nights ; 

Yet, cruelly eager, men look — 

To catch the first glimpse of my lights — ' 
I'm the Boy at fiie Nore. 

I never gets cold in the head. 

So my life on salt water is aweet,-^ 

I think I owes much of my health, 
To being weU used to wet feet — 

As the Boy at the N^oie< 



There's one thing, I'm never in debt : 

Nay !— I liquidates more than I ou^hter * ; 
So the man to heat Cits as goes by, 
In keeping the head above water, 

Is the Boy at the Nore. 
■ A mn^ ctnght frinn same Aincriain Tradsr id piaunj. 



THE BOT Xt the KORBw 

Fye seen a good deal of distress, 

Lots of Breakers in Ocean's Gazette ; 4 

They should do as I do — rise ci^ei all i 
Aye, a good floating capital get, 

Like the Boy at the Xore I 

Tm a'ter the sailpr's. own heart, 

And cheers him, in deep water rolling ; 

And the friend of all friends to Jack Junk^ 
Ben Backstay, Tom Pipes, and Torn Bowling, 

Is the Boy at the Nore ! 

Could I e'er hut grow up, I'd he off 

For a week to make love with my wheedles ; 

If the tight little Boy at the Nore 

Could but catch a nice g*irl at the Needles, 

"We'd nave two at the Nore ! 
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They thinks little of sizes on water. 
On big waves the tiny one skulks, — 

While the river has Men of War on it- 
Yes — the Thames is oppress'd with Great Hulks, 

And the Boy's at the Nore ! 

But I've done— for the water is heaving 

Bound my body, as though it. would sink it! 

And Tve been so long pitcningand tossing. 
That sea-sick — you'd hardly now think it — 

Is the Boy at the Nore I 
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JOHNSONIANA. ' ''"^ 

"Sena'&i^ punt but Hinu irbo cuinot mtltt tbem."— Sm* T. 

To rt« -Editor q/" Ms Comic ^nnao/. . '' 
■ Sir, ^ ' '^i 

As I am but an ocoanonal leader m the Umporatjr-uaulgenca 
of intellectual felftzation, I liaT« but lecently become cognizant of tho 
metropolitan publication of Mr. Mmray'a Mr. Ciokei's Mr, Bosweira 
Dr. Jobnaon : a circumatance tbe more 
been simultaneous!;, aware of that a 
memoranda, I dould have contributed a 
colloquial anecdotes t^ tbe biographical 
noua lexicographer, ^fhich, although foi 

table veracity, has never transpired among the multifarioai eSusions of 
that stupendous complication of mechanical ingenuit}', wbichj, accord- 
ing to the technicalities in usage in our modem nomen^ture, baa 
obtiuned the universar cognomen of the press. Expediency inipo- 
riously dictates that tbe nominal identity of the hereditaty ■kinsman, 
from whom I derive my authoritative responsibility, shaff be inviolably 
and umbrageously obscured > but in future variorum editions hii 
voluntary addenda to the already inestimable concatenation of ciicnm- 
stantial particularisatlon might typographically b^ diseiliinhiSed from 
the literary accumulations of tbe indefatigable Boewell an£ the viva- 
cious Ftozzi, by the significant classification of Bos, Pox, and Coz. 

In posthumously eliciting and philosophically elucidating the pheno- 
mena of defunct luminaries, whether in rrference to corporeal, phyaog- 
nomical, or metaphysical attributes, justice demands tbe strictest 
scrupulosity, in order that tbe betcrogeneoua may not preponderate 
over the homogeneous in the critical analysis. Metaphorically speak- 
ing, I am rationally convinced that the operative point I am about to 
develop will rgmove. a pertinacious film from the eye of ithe biographer 
of the memorable Dr. Johnson ; and especially with reference to that 
reiterated verhalr aphorism ao prepoateronaly ascribed to his convex 
sational inculcation, namely, that " he who would make a pun would 
pick a pocket ;" however iirelevant auek a doctrinarian maxim to the 
irrefraiigiblo lact, tbat fat that colossal monument of - etymological 
erudition erected by the stupendous Doctor hims^ (of course implj^ing 
bis inestimable Dictionary), the paramount gist, Scope, and tendency 
of his laborious researches was obviously tg give as many meanings ai 
possible to one word. In order, however, to place bypothesia on the 
immutable foundation of fact, I will, with your periodical permiaaion, 
adduce a few Johnsonian repartees from my cousin's anecdotical memo- 
rabilia, which will perspicuously evolve the synthetical conclusion, that 
the inimitable author of Basselas did not dogmatically predicate anffib 



Mmmaaank Wf 

■B^gmwmtti dagiM of oumI tnipltadt in tliftp»iwtntiM of » HotAAi 

•'-'J^ogUU^y nqsMtiag ininlgena* Cir th« •piM<dkT7 Uxitjr of m 
unpiemeditated efiiisioii, _ I remain, Sir, 

" '- Yonr rmy trambl* o1>edi«it servuit, 

''' SbPTIHUS BEABDOirt 

.; LkhjMd, OiHobtr 1, 1833. 

-;■ "Do yon nally believe, Dr, Jobnton," ttiA a lichfield lady, "la 

tke dead walking after death i"—** Madam," said Joluuon, *' I Iuitb 

iio doubt un tbe flubjoot; I have heard tbe Dead Marcb in Baal." 

^* Yon really believe then, Doctor, in ghosts?"— "Madam," said Jobn" 

son, " I think appearances are in thetr fevour." 

■- Tfce Doctor was notoriously very snperfltitlons. Tie same lady 

Wide aeked him — "if he ever felt any presentiment at ft winding- 

slteet in the candle."— 

^^Hidam," said Johnson, 

"if a mould candle, it 

donbtleesini^catea death, i 

knd that somebody will ' 

go- out like a muff; 

S«t whether at Hampton 

■IW«fr or in Gfw», must 

(^i^ndupoa the^rtKet." 

■ Dr. Jbhnson w«ff not 

comfortable in the Heb- 

fMWK "Pray, Doctor, 

how did ymi ■ sleep f" 

Quired a benevolent 

l6e6teh hoBteSB, who was 

so tstremely hospitable 

tbrt some hnndreda al- 

<^y9 ooctipied the same 

bed. — " Madam," said 

J^iison, "I had not a 

frink the whole night long ; sleep seemed to^e from'my eyelids, &nd 

Co iwsr from all the rest of ray body." 

' The Doctor and Boswelt once lost themselvea in tbe Isle of Muck, 
and the Ixtter said they must " tpier their way at the first body they 
■Jet." " Sir," said Dr. Johnson, " you're a scoundrel : you may spear 
Citybody you like^ but I am not going to ' run a-Muck and tilt at all' 
I meet,* " 

- '* What do yon think of whisky. Dr. Johaaon t " hiccupped BosweU 
after emptying a sixth tumbler of toddy. " Sir," sud the Doctor, " it 
}tanetrates my very sonl' like 'the tmall-ttiU voice of conscience,' and 
doubtieas the worm of the still is the ' worm that never dies.'" Bos- 
weU afterwards inquired tbe Doctor's opimon on illicit diatillation, and 



306 JOBNSONIANA. 

how tHe great moralist would act in an afiray between the emnggler^ 
and* the Excise. ^^ If I went by the letter of the law I shonld assist 
the Customs, but according to the spirit I should stand by the contra- 
bands." 

The Doctor was always very satirical on the want of timber in the 
North. " Sir," he said to the young Laird of Icombally, who was 
going to join his regiment, " may Providence preserve you in battle, 
and especially your nether limbs. You may grow a walking-stick 
here, but you must import a wooden leg." At Dunsinane the old pre- 
judice broke out. " Sir," said he to Boswell, " Macbeth was an idiot ; 
he ought to have known that every wood in Scotland might be carried 
in a man's hand. The Scotch, Sir, are like the frogs in the fable : if 
they had a Log they would make a King of it." 

Boswell one <&y expatiated at some length on the moral and religious 
character of his countrymen, and remarked triumphantly that there was 
a Cathedral at Kirkwall, and the remains of a Bishop's Palace. " Sir," 
said Johnson, '^ it must have been the poorest of Sees : take your Rum 
and E^^ and Mull altogether, and they won't provide for a Bishop." 

East India company is the worst of all company. A Lady fresh 
from Calcutta once endeavoured to curry Johnson's favour by talking 
of nothing but howdahs, doolies, and bungalows, till the Doctor took, 
as usual, to tiffin, ^^ Madam," said he, in a tone that would have scared 
a tiger out of a jungle, " India's very well for a rubber or for a ban- 
dana, or for a cake of ink ; but what with its Bhurtpore, Pahlumpore, 
Barrackpore, Hyderapore, Singapore, and Nagpore, its Hyderabad, 
Astrabad, Bundlebad, Sindbad, and Guzzaratbadbad, it's a poor and 
held country altogether." 

Master M., after plaguing Miss Seward and Dr. Darwin, and a large 
tea party at Lichfield, said to his mother that he would be good if she 
would^give him an apple. '* My dear child," said the parent, feeling 
herself in the presence of a great moralist, " you ought not to be good 
on any consideration of gain, for * virtue is its own reward.' You 
ought to be good disinterestedly, and without thinking what you are 
to get for it." " Madam," said Dr. Johnson, " you are a fool ; would 
you have the boy good for nothing ?" 

The same lady once consulted the Doctor on the degree of turpitude 
to be attached to her son's robbing an orchard. " Madam," said John- 
son, " it all depends upon the weight of the boy. I remember my 
schoolfellow Davy Garrick, who was always a little fellow, robbing a 
dozen of orchards with impunity, but the very first time I climbed up 
an apple tree, for I was always a heavy boy, the bough l^roke with me, 
and it was called a judgment. I suppose that's why Justice is repre- 
sented with a pair of scales." 

Caleb Whitefoord, the famous punster, once inquired seriously of 
Dr. Johnson, whether he really considered that a man ought to be 
transported, like Barrington, the pickpocket, for being guilty of a 
double meaning. " Sir," said Johnson, " if a man means well, the 
more he means the better." 



THE OEEAT EABTHQUAKE AT MABY-LE-BONE. 

"Do you HBTor dcviaie?" — John Bdll. 

It waa on the erening of tlie 7tli ot November, 18—, that I went 
by invitatioa to sup with my friend P., at his house in High-street, 
Mary-le-bone. The only other person present was a Portuguese, by 
name Senor Meudez, P.'s mercantile ageut at Lisbon, a person of re- 
markably retentive memory, and most wonderful power of description. 
The conversation somehow turned upon the memorable great earth- 
quake at Lisbon, in the year of our Lord , and Senor Mendez, 

who was residing at that time in the Portuguese capital, gave us a 
very lively picture — if lively it may be called — of the horrors of that 
awfnl convulsion of nature. The picture was dreadful ; tlic Senor's 
own house^ a eubstantial stone mansion, was rent from attic to cellar I 
and the steeple of his pariah church left impending over it at an angle 
surpassing that of the famous Leaning Tower of Bologna ! 

The Portuguese had-a wonderfully expressive countenance, with a 
style of narration indescribably vivid ; and as I listened with the most 
fntense interest, every dismal circumstance of the calamity became 
awfully distinct to my apprehension. I could hear the dreary ringing of 
the bells, self-tolled from the rocking of the churches ; the swaying to 
and &o of the steeples 
themselves, and the un- 
nntural heavings and swel- 
lings of the Tagus, were 
vividly before me. As the 
agitations increased, the 
voice of the Senor became 
awfully tremulous, and his 
■eat seemed literally to 
rock under him. I seemed 
palsied, and could see from 
P.'s looks that he was simi- 
larly affected. To con- 
ceal his disorder, he kept 
swallowing large gulps 
from his rummer, and I 
followed his example. 

This was only the first 
shock;— the second soon 
followed, and, to use a po- 
pular expresaion, it made ' 

ua both " shake in our ■• so tht ipiHiTuia ourrLV." 

shoes." Terrific, however, 
t* it was, the third waa moia tremendous; the order of nature 
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Beemed reversed ; tlis ahips in the Tagus sank to tbe iMttoiUt UiA 
th^ii ponder out ancbois rose to, the aoifat^,; ,vplqanic &;e ^luisi fodili 
from the water, and water from dry ground ; the nir, ^o' loiger Elas- 
tic, seemed to become a stupendous solid; swaying to and fro, and 
irresistibly battering down the fabrics of ages ; nbllow rumblings and 
moaniiigs as from the very centre of the world, gave warning of deafen- 
ing explo«onB, which soon followed, and seemed to shake ^IlfeHry 
■tats out of the iky. All this time, the powerfHil features of tiie SmH 
kept working, in frightful imitation of the convuteion he WM deseritM 
Ing, and the effect was horrible ! I saw P. quiver like an aspen — there 
seemed no sUch thieg as terra £rma. Our chairs rocked under ua;j 
the floor towed and heaved ; the candles wavered, the windows chit* 
tered, and the teaipoons rang again, as onr tumblers vibrated In trox 
hands. 

Senor Mendez at length concluded hia narrative, and shortly to<ik 
leave ; I staid but a few minutes after him. Just to make a remark on 
the appalling character of the etory, and then departed tayself,-^Htfls 
thiiikihg, that any part of the late description was to be so speedily 
realized by my own experience! 

The hotir being late, and the servants in bed, P. himself aecdm- 
panied me to the door. I ought to remark here that the day had beeif 
uncommonly Serene,^ — not a breath stirring, as was noticed oA'the 
morning of the great catastrophe at Lisbon; however, P. had barely 
closed the door, when a sudden and violent motion of the earth threw 
me from the step on which I was standing, to ibo middle of the paTe^ 
nd shock, a9 smart as the first 
some difficulty I recovered my 
aeao time heaving about under 
The' street lamps, too, seemed 
led over me as if they wouM 
but it was imposslbte — I conld 
E was dashed fordhly agalnsfc 
? the toad ; as the motion be- 
lt, bnt It swiped with me Wte 
n, bnt I could perceive people 
runken men; some of thent 
e quite nnintelligtble ; Oae — a 
Jarm ; seining her hand, I be- 
ig houses, into the open fields J 
what answer she made I know not, for at that instant, a ftesh shock 
threw me on my face with such violence as to render me quite insen- 
sible. Providentially, in this state I attracted the notice of some of 
the night police, who humanely deposited me, for safety, in St. Ann^s 
watch-honse, till the following morning ; when being suffleiently reco- 
vered to give a collected account of that eventful evening, the tngeoions 
Mr. TV., of the Morning Herald, was so much Interested by mj narra- 
tive that he kindly did me the favour of drawing it Up for publicjltiotl 
in the following form. " " * . :■; 



TBE OREAt KABTH^UAKEi 



Police Intelligence. — Bow Street. 



'• " This morning a Biont country gentleman, in a new suit of mud, 
eridently town made, fviks ohaiged witli having walked Waverly over- 
night till he got his Kmnelteorth in a gutter in Mary-le-hone. The 
Jack-o'-lanthom. who picked him up could make nothing out of him, 
but that he yffM tome sort of a Quaker, and declared that the whole 
country waa in a thocHng Btate. He acknowledged having takeu 
rather too much Li^xm ; bat according to Ifr. Daly, ho Buiffed of 
whiskey ' as strong aa natur.' The defendant attempted with a totto 
V0C4 (anglice, a tipsy Toice), to make somt exouse, but was stopped 
and fined in the usual sum, by Sir Bichard. Ho found his way out 
of the office, muttering that ha thought it vary hard to have to pay 
^ve hogi for bein£,6nly at drunk aa one." 



ODE TO ST. SWITHIN 

" Tha nin it nincih ttetj dajr." 

The Dawn is overcast, the morning loVrs, 
Oil ev'ry window-frame hang headed damps 
Like rnws of small ilium in ntion lamps, 

To celebrate the Jubilee of Show*ra ! 

A constant sprinkle patters from all leaves. 

The very Dryads are not dry, hut soppers, 

And from the Houses' eavea 

Tumble eaves-droppera. 

The hundred clerks that live along the street, 
Bondsmen to mercantile and city ecliemere. 
With squashing, slophiog, and gallosbing feet, 
Go paddline, paddling, throngh the wet, like steamets, 
Each hurrying to earn the dtuly stipend- 
Umbrellas pass of every shade of green. 
And now and then a crimson one is seen. 
Like an Umbrella ripen'd. 
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Over the way a waggon 
Stands with six smoking horses, shrinking, blinking, 

While in the George and Dragon 
The man is keeping Mmself dry — and drinking ! 
The Butcher^s boy skulks underneath his tray, 

Hats shine — shoes don't — and down droop collars. 
And one blue Parasol cries all the way 

To school, in company with four small scholars 1 

Unhappy is the man to-day who rides. 
Making his journey sloppier, not shorter ; 
Aye, there they go, a dozen of outsides. 
Performing on " a Stage with real water ! *■ 
A dripping Pauper crawls along the way, 

The only real willing out-of-doorer, 

And says, or seems to say, 
** Well, I am poor enough — but here's SLpourer '" 

The scene in water colours thus I paint. 
Is your own Festival, you Sloppy Saint I 
Mother of all the Family of Rainers ! 

Saint of the Soakers ! 

Making all people croakers. 
Like frogs in swampy marshes, and complainers ! 
And why you mizzle forty days together. 
Giving the earth your water-soup to sup, 
I marvel — Why such wet, mysterious weather ? 

I wish youM clear it up / 

Why cast such cruel dampers 
On pretty Pic Nics, and against all wishes 
Set the cold ducks a-swimming in the hampers. 
And volunteer, unask'd, to wash the dishes ? 
Why drive the Nyinphs from the selected spot, 

To cling like lady-birds around a tree — 

Why spoil a Gipsy party at their tea, 
By throwing your cold water upon hot ? 

Cannot a rural maiden, or a man. 

Seek Homsey-Wood by invitation, sipping 

Their green with Pan, 
But souse you come, and show their Pan all dripping ! 
Why upon snow-white table-cloths and sheets, 
That do not wait, or want a second washing, 

Come squashing ? 
Why task yourself to lay the dust in streets, 



.rOBim a^t nriTHiK. 

Ab if tbere were no W&ter-G'SiiBOoiintan^: rovO 

Spooning out puddles jnudd^, /'A^' 

Milktbuds, asd «lher dapiong b«adMiton 1 <' "0' 

A-^tJeenyoii'ue, r^ing in ytmr on* righl, ■ ',' 
Yet oh ! how'littile flattM'd by report !■ ';■'" 

E**W b>-tlH»e tbat seek the Courtv ' 

Pelted with every term of spleen and spite. 
Folks rail and swcsr at you in orery plsae ; .1 

They say you a^ a Gteature of no bowel ; . i.-lf. 

They say you're always washing Natui«'s faee, i K 

And that you then supply her, ■ ; i 

"With nothing drier, ; A 

Than some old wringing cloud by way of towel I [ 
The whole town wants yon duck'd, just as you dwk it, 
TheyvnA^H on y*nr own mud pprtidge eUppfcr'tf, " 
They hope that you may kick your own big bucket, 
Or in your water-butt go souse 1 heels up'ard ! , , 

They are, in short. So weary of your drizzle,' ', 

They'd spill the water in your veins to stop it— j .^ 
Be wam'd 1 You are too partial to & mizzle— 
Pray drop itf', 



THE APPAMTION/ :; 

A tuna stoat. 

r " To ke«p ^tbont a reef hi a gala of wind Ilk* thftt — JvHt iru Ik* 
enty boMflmn on the firth «f Thy to do it I" — 

" He hud Mil enough to blow him artr Dundee Law."— 

'*9hi/* emptiM tiei balloirt and come up i^io,— with her niik all 
fcttnding'—ereTy sheet wae beldyed with a double turn." 

I giTB the MnM rather than the eouud of the forefroing speechM, fot 
the ^aken Wera iA\ Dundee feny-botttmen, and hiouA Beotchiuein, 
oMiig the extra-wide dialect of Angus-fthire and Fifto. 

At the othe' end of the low-roofed room, under a coarse white sheet, 
^rinkled with sprigs of rue and rosemarj', dimly lighted by a mnall 
eandle at the head, and another at the feet, lay the object of their 
eomments — a corpee of startling magnitude. In life, poor Jock wu 
of uAnsual stature, but stretching a little, perhaps, aa is niual in 
death, and adrantaged by the narrow limits of the room, the dimen- 
etott* seemed absolutely supematnml. During the warfare of the 
AQies against Napoleon, Jock, a fellow of some natire hnmonr, had 
distinj^nbhed himself by singing about the streets of Dundee, balladi, 
I believe his own, against old Boney. The nick-name of Ballad-Jock 
Was not his only n:ward ; the loyal burgesses subscribed anong them< 
Hlf**, and made him that i^tal gift, a ferry-boat, the Ufenagetnent of 
whieli m have jmt heard so seriously teviewEd. The ofttastroph« 



316 THE APPARITION. 

took place one stormy Sunday, a furious gale blowing against the 
tide, down the river — and the Tay is anything but what the Irish call 
^' weak tay/' at such seasons. In fact, the devoted Nelson, with all 
sails set, — ^fair-weather fashion, — caught aback in a sudden gust,— i 
after a convulsive whirl capsized, and went down in forty fathoms, 
taking with her two-and-twenty persons, the greater part of whom 
were on their way to hear the celebrated Dr. Chalmers, — even at that 
time highly popular, — though preaching in a small church at some 
obscure village, I forget the name, in Fife. After all the rest had sunk 
in the waters, the huge figure of Jock was observed clinging to an oar, 
barely afloat, — when some suflFerer probably catching hold of his feet, 
he suddenly disappeared, still grasping the oar, which afterwards 
springing upright into the air, as it rose again to the surface, showed the 
fearful depth to which it had been carried. The body of Jock was the 
last found ; about the fifth day, it was strangely enough deposited by 
the tide almost at the threshold of his own dwelling, at the Craig, a 
small pier or jetty, frequented by the ferry-boats. It had been hastily 
cauoht up, and in its clothes laid out in the manner just described, 
lying as it were in state, and the public, myself one, being fireely 
admitted, as far as the room would hold, it was crowded by fish- wives, 
mariners, and other shore-haunters, except a few feet n^xt the corpse, 
which a natural awe towards the dead kept always vacant. The 
narrow death's door was cramn^ed with eager listening and looking 
heads, and by the buzzing without, there was a large surplus crowd in 
waiting before the dwelling for their turn to enter it. 

On a sudden, at a startlijog exclamation from one of those nearest 
the bed, all eyes were directed towards that quarter. One of the 
candles was guttering and sputtering near the socket, — ^the other just 
twinkling out, and sending up a stream of rank smoke, — but by the 
light, dim as it was, a slight motion of the sheet was perceptible just 
at that part where the hand of the dead mariner might be supposed to 
be lying at his side ! A scream and shout of horror burst from all 
within, echoed, though ignorant of the cause, by another from the 
crowd without. A general rush was made towards the door, but 
egress was impossible. Nevertheless horror and dread squeezed up 
the company in the room to half their former compass : and left a far 
wider blank between the living and the dead ! I confess at first I 
mistrusted my sight ; it seemed that some twitching of the nerves oi 
the eye, or the flickering of the shadows, thrown by the unsteady 
flame of the candle, might have caused some optical delusion; but 
after several minutes of sepulchral silence and watching, the motion 
became more awfully manifest, now proceeding slowly upwards, as if 
the hand of the deceased, still beneath the sheet, was struggling up 
feebly towards his head. It is possible to conceive, but not to describe, 
the popular consternation,— the shrieks of women, — the shouts of men 
•—the struggles to gain the only outlet, choked up and rendered 
impassable by the very efforts of desperation and fear ! — Clinging to 
each other, and vrith ghastly faces that dared not turn from the object 



THE APPABITION* 317 

of dread, the whole assembly backed with xinited force against the 
opposite wall, with ^a convnlsiYe energy that threatened to force out 
the yery side of the dwelling — ^when, startled before by silent motion, 
but now by sound, — with a smart rattle something fell from the bed 
to the floor, and disentangling itself from the death drapery, displayed 
—a large pound Crab ! — The creature, with some design, perhaps 
sinister, had been secreted in the ample clothes of the drowned seaman, 
but even the comparative insignificance of this apparition gave but 
little alleviation to the superstitious horrors of the spectators, who 
appeared to believe firmly, that it was only the Evil One himself, 
transfigured. — Wherever the crab straddled sidelong, infirm beldame 
and sturdy boatman equally shrank and retreated before it, — aye, even 
as it changed place, to crowding closely round the corpse itself, rather 
than endure its diabolical contact. The crowd outside, warned by 
cries from within, of the presence of Mahound, had by this time retired 
to a respectful distance, and the crab, doing what herculean sinews had 
failed to effect, cleared itself a free passage through the door in a 
twinkling, and with natural instinct began crawling as fast as he could 
clapperclaw, down the little jetty before mentioned that led into liis 
native sea. The Satanic Spirit, however disguised, seemed every- 
where distinctly recognised. Many at the lower end of the Craig 
leapt into their craft ; one or two even into the water, whilst others 
crept as close to the verge of the pier as they could, leaving a thorough- 
fare — ^wide as " the broad path of honour,"— to the Infernal Cancer. 
To do him justice, he straddled along with a very unaffected uncon« 
sciousness of his own evil importance. He seemed to have no aim 
higher than salt water and sand, and had accomplished half the dis- 
tance towards them, when a little decrepit poor old sea-roamer, gene- 
rally known as ^^ Creel Katie," made a dexterous snatch at a hind 
claw, and before the Crab-Devil was aware, deposited him in her 
patch-work apron, with an "Hech Sirs, what for are ye gaun to let 
gang siccan a braw partane?" In vain a hundred voices shouted out 
^^ Let him bide, Katie, — he's no cannie ;" fish or fiend, the resolute old 
dame kept a fast clutch of her prize, promising him, moreover, a com- 
fortable simmer in the mickle pat, for the benefit of herself and that 
"puir silly body the gudeman:" and she kept her word. Before 
night the poor Devil was dressed in his shell, to the infinite horror of 
all her neighbours. Some even said that a black figure, with horns, 
and wings, and hoofs, and forky tail, in fact old Clooty himself, had 
been seen to fly out of the chimney. Others said that unwholesome 
and unearthly smells, as of pitch and brimstone, had reeked forth from 
the abominable thing, through door and window. Creel Kate, how- 
ever, persisted, aye, even to her dying day and on her deathbed, that 
the Crab was as sweet a Crab as ever was supped on ; and that it 
reco>ered her old husband out of a very poor low way, — adding, " And 
that was a thing, ye ken, the Deil a Deil in the Dub of Darkness wad 
hae dune for siccan a gude man, and kirk-going Christian body, as mv 
ain douce Davie •" 



Yf8 .KoirfiitfcA inr 



THU SCHOOLMASTER'S MOTTO. 

" TBm Adralnl m«^II<«I them all M itiCks.*'— Cm er Numm. 

HciB ! eilehcfl In School — not a noise ! 

You shall soon eeo Uiere's nothing to jeer at, 

Master Mursh, most nndseioua of b(^ ! ^ 

Coitie !-i." Palniam qni merait ferat ! ** ' -^ 

Bo this mora in the midst' of the Ps&lm, ■--•■ 

The Miss Siffkins's school yoti must leer at, ; "■ : " 

Yon're complained of— 8b ! hold owt Votir^alni,i-i'-' '''i'^ 
Theie !—" Palmam qui meruit ferat I " ■ '"' ''' 

Ton ■wilful yoimg Tehel, and dun« ! "* "' ■' " ■"'•-^ 

This offence nil your aina shall appear at, ''''^ 

You shall have a good caning at once-^ ' ' ■ ' ■ ■' 

There !— " Palmam qni meruit fctat ! " : . ■ . - . 

You are backward, you know, in each Verb, ' 

And your pronouns you are not more clewr at, ' ' 

But you're forward enough to disturb, — '■■ 

There ! — " Palmam qui meruit ferat ! " - ' ''*" 



THE ECHOOUgBfEB B UOTTO. 

Yon Bud Master Twigg stole the plambo, 
When the orchard he jiesei..wa8_Beat,at, 
ril not punish wrong ;fingdKAf flOim^,-^ 
There I — " Palmam qui mentit fiirat ! " 



To run off from the schoi)J tf^E^t f ou rear at 1 
Come, your other hand,* now, Sir, — the right, 
There ! — " Pahnam qui meruit ferat I" 

111 teach you iiAra,V,'yak:^xiag(>iagl 
Such pictures B3 I'm looking here at ! 

; ;Xlwiel— .^'PalnftMe qui nwmH.fenl!" 

; ToB t*v)l iwi ui> « yU ftt » flhop, ,, - 

That in payic^ you'll be » «li{J« yww at,-- . 
: •yOH'yo bflt twppenofl a- weieli, %, *0 ttop I 
' TbeialTT"FA'iBaniquiinBiruit fen^!" - - 

Th«D at disBW you're quita cock^i^hoop, 
And the eoup yot) are «art«i!i ta snear »(« . 
I have flipped it— it'« very good aoapi-o 
There ]—" Pabaam qui mimut ferat !" 

T'other day wbeo I fell o'er the ii>nii, 
Waa my tumble a thing,. Sir, to oheer at 1 
Wdl for you that n>y4emper'8 not woJiB^— 
There ! — " Palmam qui mervit £arat I" 

Why, you rascal 1 you insolent brat 1 
Ail my talking you don't sited a tear at, 
. . There— take that, Sir ! aifd that 1 that 1 .wul t^t I . 
There ! — " Palmam q'ji meruit ferat !" 



A BUND MAN 

Is a BUcfcamoor turned outside in. His skin ia fair, Irat his lining 
ia utter duk; his ejea are like sliotton stars, — tneie jellies; or Ilka 
mock-painted Trindows since the tax upon daylight : what his mind's 
eye can be, is yet a mystery with the learned, or if he hath a mental 
capacity at all— for, " out of sight is ont of mind." 

Wherever he BtauclB, he is antipodean, with his midnight to your 
noon. The brightest siinshine aervee only to make him the gloomier 
object ; like a dark house at a general illumination. When he stire, it 
is like a Venetian blind, being pulled up and down by a string ; be is a 
human kettle tied' to a dog's tail, and with much of the same tin twang 
in his tone. With botanists be ia a species of solanum, or night-shade, 
whereof the berries are in his eyes ; — amongst painters he is only con- 
temned, for his ignorance of dare-obscure ; but by muaiciana marvelled 
at for playing, ante-sight, on an invisible fiddle. He stands against a 
wall with his two blank orbs, like a figure in high relief, howbeit but 
seldom reliered ; and though he is fond of getting pence, yet he is con- 
fessedly blind to hia own interest. 

In bis religion he is a materialist, putting no faith but in things 
palpable. In politics, no visionary ; in his learning a smatterer, his 
knowledge of all being superficial ; in bis age a child, being yet in 
leading-strings ; in hia life immortal, for death may lengthen hiit night, 
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but can put no end to his days ; in his courage heroic, for he winks at 
no danger ; in bis pretenaions humble, confessing that he ia notbing, 
erea in hia own eyes ; in his malady hopeless, for eyes of ^ooitin^glaM 
would not help him to see. To conclude — he is pitied by the rich, 
relieved by the poor, oppressed by the beadle, and boTse-wl lipped by 
the fox-hunter, for not giving the view holla ! 



THE SUPPER SUPERSTITION, 



" Ob, fletb, Huh, bow irt thou fiihificd i" 



'TwAs twelve o'clock bj CbelBea 

chimet, 
* When all in hungry Irim, 
Good Milter Jupp sat down to lup 
With wife, and Kate, sod Jim. 



" You hope tome day with foi 

To greet your absent Jack, 

But oh. I am come here lo euv 

I'm never coming back! 



Said he, " Upon this daint; cod 
How bravely I sh*!! sup,"— 

When, nhiler than the table-cloth, 
A GHOST came rising up ! 



" From Alexandria we set sail, 
Wiih com, and oil, .nd Hgs, 

Bui gieering'loomiicliSow.'wc struck 
Upon the Son aod Figs! 



" O, father dear, O, mother dear. 

Dear Kate, and brother Jim,— 

You know when 



Don't cry — but I am htia ! 



one went (o 



" The Ship wepomp'd till vfe ci 

Old EiijfUnd from ihe lops ; 

When down she went with all 

Right in the Channel'! Chops. 



ildct 



THE flUPPKl WWOBXraON. 



" Juit givo a look ill Norsk's cb;iri, 

The very place it Iclls j 
1 think it Mya tnelve rnthom deep, 

Clay boUom, roix'd vith Bfaelb. 



" Well Ihere we are till ' hands aluti,' 

VVc bave at lait a call ; 
Tl'c |)iig I had for brother Jim, 

Kate'i parrot too, and all. 



" But oh, my spirit cannot ro»t. 

In Davy Jones's sod. 
Till I've appear'd to vou and (aid,— 

Don't sup on that 'crc Cod ! 

" You live on land, and little think 

What passes ip the cea i 
Laf-t Sunday week, si 2 r. m. 

Tliat Cod was picking we ! 



rBtoo,lhat look so plump, 
nicely done. 



When I wa* in my briuy gHve, 

They suck'd oiy bloodJikc imps! 

" D on' teal what brute) wo^ ne t«r Ml , 

Tlia brutes I nted to pat. 
They'll know tlis smell they und Ut 

Just try the dog and cat !" 



The Spirit fled—they wept hU late. 

And cried. Alack, alack ! 
At Itut up started brother Jim, 

" Let's try if Jack was Jack !"• 

They olid the D(%, they cail'd the 
Cat, 

And litde Kitten too. 
And dowothey pat tbeCodandaaucc, 

To lee vhat brutei would do. 



Old Tray lick'd all the oysters up, 
PuM never stood at crimps. 

But muDch'd the Cod,— and little Kit 
Quite feasted on the shrimps ! 



" O, do not cat those oysters tliFn, 
And do aot touch the shrimps ; 



The thing was odd, and minus Cod 
And sauce, Ihcv stood like posts ; 

0, prudent folks, tor fear of boai, 
Put no belief in Ghosts! 



A SNAKE-SNACK. 

" Twul jftlwino je."— Sir W, Bcoit. 

It waa my good fortune once, at Cbaring Cross's, to witnaM the 
feeding of the Boa Constrictor ; rather a rare occurrence, and difficult 
of observation, the reptile not being remarkable for the regularity of itq 
dinner-liour ; and a very considerable interval intervenes, as the world 
knows, between Gorge the First, and Gorge the Second ; Goi^ the 
Third, and Gorge the Fourth. I was not m time to see the serpent's 
first dart at the prey ; she had already twisted herself round her 
Tictim, — a living White Rabbit — who with a large dark eye gazed 
piteously through oue of the folds, and looked most eloi^uently that 
line in Hamlet — 

"0 could I bbuffle aSx\xn morMl Cui'/" 
The Snake evidently only embraced him in & kill-him-when-I-want- 
him manner, just firmly enough to prevent an eacape — but her iips 
were glued on his, in a close " Judas' kiss." So long a time elapsed, 
in this position, both as marble-still as poor old Laocoon with his 
Leaches on, that I really began to doubt the tale of the Boa's ability 
in swallowing ; and to associate the hoax before me, with that of the 
Bottle Conjuror. The head of tbe snake, in fact, might have gone 
without difficulty into a wine-glase, and the throat, down which the 
rabbit was to proceed whole, seemed not at all thicker thaii my thumb. 
In short, I thought tbe reported oram was nothing but rtu^, and the 
only other visitor declared himself of my opinion : " If that 'ere little 
wiper swallows up the rabbit, Ht bolt urn both!" and ho seemed 
capable of tka feat He looked like a penonification ot what Political 
y3 
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Economists call the Public Consumer; or, Qeof&ey Crayon's Stout 
(ientleman, Been through Carpenter's Solar Microscdpe; a genuine 
Edax Kerum ; one of youc devourers of legs of mutton and trimmings, 
for wagers ; the delight of eating-boiiaea, and the dcead of ordinaries. 
The contrast was whimsical, between his mountain of mummy, and 
the slim Macaroni figure of the Snake, the reputed Glutton. However, 
the Boa began at last to prepare for the meat, by lubricating the 
muzzle of the Rabbit with her slimy tongue, and then commenced 
in earnest. 

At fsr M in h»r lay to UUb him in, 
A stnngcr tl) log vilh to fair a ikin. 

The process was tedious — " one swallow makes a anmmer " — ^but it 
gradually became apparent, from the fate of the head, that the whole 
body might eyentually be "lost in the Serpentine," The R«ptilq, 
indeed, made ready for the rest of the intonncnt by an operation rather 
horrible. On a sudden, the living cable was observed, as a sailor 
would say, to haul in her alack, and with a squeeze evincing tremendous 
muscular power, she reduced the whole body into a compass that 
would follow the head with perfect ease. It was like a regular anash in 
business : — the poor rabbit was completely broken — and the wily 
winder-up of his affairs recommenced paying herself in full. It was a 
sorry sight and sickening. As for the Stout Gentleman, he could nut 
control his agitation.. His eyes relied and watered ; his jaws con- 
stantly yawned like a panther's ; and his hands with a convulsive 
movement were clasped every now and then on his stomach ; — but 
when the whole rabbit was smothered in snake, he could restrain 
himself no longer, and rushed out of the menagerie as if be really 
expected to be called upon to fulfil his rash engagement. Anxious to 
ascertain the true nature of the impulse, 1 hurried in pursuit of him, 
and after a short but sharp chase, I saw him dash into the British 
Hotel, and overheard his familiar voice — the same that had promiset] 
to swallow both Snake and Snack — bellowing out, guttural with 
hunger — '* Here 1 — waiter ! — Quick ! — Itabbits in onions for two ! " j 



A STORM AT HASTINGS, 

AMD THE LITTLE UNKNOWN. 

TwAS August — Hastinga every day was filling — 
Hastinga, that "greenest spot on memory's waste ! 
With crowds of idlers willing or uniriHing 
To be bedipped — bo noticed— or be braced. 
And all things rose a penny in a sliilling. 
Meanwhile, from window and from door, in haste 
" Accommodation bills" kept coming down, 
Gladding " the world of letters" in that town. 

Each day pour'd in new coach-fulls of new cits, 
Flying from London smoke and dnst annoying. 
Unmarried Misses hoping to make bite. 
And new-wed couples fresh from Tunbridge toying. 
Lacemen and placemen, ministers and wits. 
And quakers of both sexes, much enjoying 
A morning's reading by the ocean's rim, 
That sect delighting in the sea's broad brim. 

And lo ! amongst all these appear'd a creature. 
So small, he almost might a twin have been 
With Miss Cracbami — dwarfish quite in stature, 
Yet well proportion'd-— neither fat nor lean. 
His face of marvellously pleasant feature, 
So ehort and sweet a man was never seen — 
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All tbought liim charming at the first beginniDg^ 
Alas, ere long they found him far too winning 1 

Ho seem'd in love tvith ofaanoe— and chance repaid 

His ardent pasMon wHli her fondeBt smile, 

The sunshine of good luck, without a shade, 

He staked and won— «iid won and staked — the bile 

It stin'd of many a man and many a maid. 

To see at every venture how that vile 

Small gambler snatch'd — and how he won them too— 

A living Fsm, omnipotent at loo 1 



Miss Wi^ns let her h«rt spoil a box, 

^was huidsom*, rowwood, and inldd with bnus. 

And dreamt three times she gamish'd it with stocks 

Of needles, silks, and cottons— but alu t 

She lost it wide awake.— We thought Miss Oox 

Was Incky — but she taw three caddies pass 

To that small imp ; — no living lack could loo lum I 

^ Stamfgtd would have lost his Raffles to him I 

And so he climb'd-~^tnd rode, and won— and walk'd, 

The woudntna tojdo of the curious swarm 

That haunted th» Parade. Many were balk'd 

Of notoriety by that small form 

Pacing it up and down : — some even talk'd 

Of docking him— when I« 1 r dismal storm 
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Stepp'd in —one Friday, at the close of day— 
And every head was tum'd another way — 

Watching the grander guest. It seem'd to rise 
Bulky and slow upon the southern brink 
Of the horizon — ^fann'd by sultry sighs— 
So black and threatening, I cannot think 
Of any simile, except the skies 
Miss Wiggins sometime shades in Indian ink— 
Miss shapen blotches of such heavy vapour, 
They seem a deal more solid than her paper. 

As for the sea, it did not fret, and rave, 
And tear its waves to tatters, and so dash on 
The stony-hearted beach ; — some bards would have 
It always rampant, in that idle fashion, — 
Whereas the waves rolVd in, subdued and grave, 
Like schoolboys, when the master's in a passion, 
Who meekly settle in and take their places, 
With a very quiet awe on all their faces. 

Some love to draw the ocean with a head, 
Like troubled table-beer,— and make it bounce, 
And froth, and roar, and fling, — but this, Tve said. 
Surged in scarce rougher than a lady's flounce : — 
But then, a grander contrast thus it bred 
With the wild welkin, seeming to pronounce 
Something more awful in the serious ear, 
As one would whisper that a lion's near — 

Wlio just begins to roar : so the hoarse thunder 
Growl'd long — but low — a prelude note of death. 
As if the stifling clouds yet kept it under. 
But still it mutter''d to the sea beneath 
Such a continued peal, a^j made us wonder 
It did not pause more oft to take its breath, 
Whilst we were panting with the sultry weather. 
And hardly cared to wed two words together, 

But watch'd the surly advent of the 0tonn, 
Much as the brown-oheek'd planters of Barbadoes ] 
Must watch a rising of the Negro swarm :— 
Meantime it steerM, like Odin 8 old Armadas, 
Right on our coast ; — a dismal, coal-black form ;— < 
Many proud gaits were quell'd— and all braivadoes^ 
Of folly ceased^and sundry idle jokers 
Went home to cover np their tongs and pokers* 
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So fierce the lightning flashed. — In all their days 
The oldest smugglers had not seen such flashing, 
And they are used to many a pretty blaze, 
To keep their Hollands from an awkward dashing 
With hostile cutters in our creeks and bays : — . 
And truly one could think without much lashing 
The fancy, that those coasting clouds so awful 
And black, were fraught with spirits as unlawful. 

The gay Parade grew thin — all the fair crowd 
Vanish'd — as if they knew their own attractions,*— 
For now the lightning through a near hand cloud 
Began to make some very crooked fractions— 
Only some few remain'd that were not cow'd, 
A f .3W rough sailors, who had been in actions, 
And sundry boatmen, that with quick yeo's. 
Lest it should hlow^ — ^were pulling up the Rose : 

(No flower, but a boat) — some more hauling 
The Recent by the head : — another crew 
With that same cry peculiar to their calling-^ 
Were heaving up the Hope : — and as they knew 
The very gods themselves oft get a mauling 
In their own realms, the seamen wisely drew 
The Neptune rather higher on the beach. 
That he might lie beyond his billows' reach. 

And now the storm, with its despotic power] 
Had all usurp'd the azure of the skies. 
Making our daylight darker by an hour. 
And some few drops — of an unusual size — 
Few and distinct— -scarce twenty to the shower. 
Fell like huge tear-drops from a Giant's eyes — 
But then this sprinkle thicken'd in a trice 
And rain'd much harder — ^in good solid ice. 

Oh ! for a very storm of words to show 
How this fierce crash of hail came rushing o'er us ! 
Handel would make the gusty organs blow 
Grandly, and a rich storm in music score us ;— 
But ev'n his music seem'd composed and low. 
When we were handled by this Hailstone Chorus ; 
Whilst thunder rumbled, with its awful sound, 
And frozen comfits roll'd along the ground- 
As big as bullets : — Lord ! how they did batter 
Our crazy tiles :— And now the lightning flash'd 
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Alternate with the d&tk, until the latter 
Was rarest of the two : — the gust too dash'd 
So terribly, I thought the hwl must shatter 
Some panies, — and so it did — and first it smash'd 
The very square where I had chose my station 
To watoh the general illumination. 

Another, and another, still came in. 

And fell in jingling ruin at my feet. 

Making transparent holes that let me win 

Some samples of the storm : — ^Oh! it was sweet 

To think I had a shelter for my skin. 

Culling them through these "loopholes of retreat" — 

Which in a little we began to glaze — 

Chiefly ;widi a jacktowel and some heize ! 

By which, the cloud had pass'd o'erhead, but play'd 

Its crooked fires in constant flashes still. 

Just in our rear, as though it had array'd 

Its heavy batteries at Fairlight Mill, 

So that it lit the town, and grandly made 

The rugged features of the Castle HiU 

Leap, Uke a birth, from diaos, into light, 

And then relapse into the gloomy night— 

As parcel of the cloud : — the clouds themselves, 
Like monstrous crags and summits everlasting, 
Piled each on each in most gigantic shelves. 
That Milton's devils were engaged in blasting.— 
We could e'en fancy Satan and his elves 
Busy upon those crags, and ever casting 
Huge fragments loose, — and that v^efelt the sound 
They made in falling to the startled groimd. 

And so the tempest scowl'd away,— and soon 
Timidly shining through its skirts of jet, 
We saw the rim of the pacific moon. 
Like a bright fish entangled in a net. 
Flashing ite silver sides, — how sweet a boon, 
Seem'd her sweet light, as though it would beget. 
With that fair smile, a calm upon the seas^- 
Peace in the sky — and coolness in the breeze ! 

Meantime the hail had ceased : — and all the brood 
Of glaziers stole abroad to count their gains ; — 
At every window, there were maids who stood 
Lamenting o'er the glass's small remains,*— 
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Or with coarse lineBs mads tho fractions godd, 
Stanching the ^nd in all the wounded panes,— 
Or, holding candles to the panes, in doubt : 
The wind resolved — blowing the candles out. 

No house wa8 whole that had a eontbem front, — 
No green-honse but the same mishap befell ; — 
Pf>u!-windowa and beH-ghaaea bore the bnint,— 
No sex in glass was spared ! — — For those who dwell 
On each hill side, you might have swam a punt 
In any of their parlours ; — Mrs. Snell 
"Was slopp'd out of her seat, — and Mr. Hitchin 
Had a_/Jou^r-gnrdm wasfa'd into a KileAen. 

But still the sea was mild, and Cpiite disclaim'd 
The recent violence. — Each after each 
The gentle waves a gentle murmar framed. 
Tapping, like Woodpeckers, the hollow bench ■ 
Howbeit his tomtier eye the seaman aim'd 
Across the calm, and Irinted by his speech 
A gale next morning — and when morning broke, 
There was a gale—" quite equal to bespoke." 

Before high water — (it were better fcr 
To christen it not vMter tlion, but teailer, 
For then the tide is terving at the bar) 
Rose such a swell — I never saw one greater) 



Black, jajj^ Wllows rearing up in war 
like ragged rowing bcsra against the baiter. 
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With lota of froth upon the ahingle ahed. 
Like stout pour'd oat with a fine bea<Ay head. 

No open boat wu open to a hie. 

Or launch'd that mom on Beren-sUilliiig trips, 

Xo bathing iroman waded— none would daro 

A dipping in the ^ 

No senguU ventnte 

And all the dreary 

For two Ita ikotvs 

Arc not so periloui 

. Awe-stniok we sai 
Before ns in such 1 
A boiling ocean of 
A sky of copper ci 
When lo, in that i 
Two rolling Alps i 
We saw a pair of 1 
Much like a first or last attempt at Bwimming ! 

Sometimes a hand— eometimet & little shoe- 
Sometimes a skirt — sometimes a hank of hair 
Just like a dabbled seaweed rose to vieW) 
Rometimea a knee, sometimes a back was bare — 
At last a frightful summerset he threw 
Eight on the shingles. Any one could swear 
The Ud was dead — without a chance of perjnry, 
And batter'd by the surge beyond all surgery ! 

However we snatch'd up the corse thus thrown, 
Intending, Christian-like, to sod and tnrf it. 
And after Tenting Pity's sigh and groan. 
Then Curiosity began with her fit; 
And lo ! the features of the Small Unknown ! 
'Twos he that of the surf had had this surfeit t— 
And in his fob, the canee of late monopolies. 
We found a contract signed Mephiatophtles I 

A bond of blood, whereby the sinner gave 

His forfeit soul to Satan in reversion, 

Providing in this world he was to have 

A lordship over luck, by whose exertion 

He might control the course of cards, ond brave 

All throws of dice,— but on a sea excnrsion 

The juggling Demon, in his usual vdn, 

Seized the last CMt— and Niek'd him in the tnmn ! 



LINES 

, TO A. LAST OK BXR DEPABTUBB FOR INDIA. 

Go where the waves run rather Holbora-hilly, 
And tempeeta make a eoda-water sea. 
Almost as rough as our rough Piccadilly, 

And think of me ! 

Go where the mild Madeira ripens her juice,— 
A wine more prised than it deaerres to be ! 
Go pass the C&'pe, just capable of ver-juice. 
And think of me ! 

Go where the Tiger in the darkness' prowleth, 
Making a midnight meal of he and ^e ; 
Go where the Liou in his hunger howleth. 
And think of me ! 

Go where the serpent dangerously coileth. 
Or lies along at Kill length like a tree, 
Oo where the Suttee in her own soot broileth, 
And think of me ! 



Go where wiih bninui notes tbe Purot dealeth 
In mcrao-poUy-logae with tongue as free. 
And like a woman, all she can rerealeth, 

And think of nw ! 

Go to the luid of mnslin and nuikeening. 
And parasols of straw where hate should be. 
Go to the land of slaves and palankeening. 
And think of me ! 

Go to the land of JungleB and of vast hUls, 
And tall bamboos — may none bamiooale tfiee ! 
Go gaze upon their Elephants and Castles, 
And think of me ! 

Go where a cook must always be a currier, 
And parch the pepperM palate like a pea. 
Go where the fierce muaquito is a worrier, 
And think of me ! 

Go where the maiden on a marriage plan goes, 
Coiuign''d for wedlock to Calcutta's quay, 
Where woman goes for matt, the same as mangoes. 
And think of me ! 

Go where the snii is very hot and fervent, 
Go to the land of paged and rupee, 
Where every black will be your slave and servant, 
And think of me ! 
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THE NELSON. 



This here^ your honour, upon wheels, is the true genuine rcul NeUon's Car. 

GuiOR TO Grkemwich Hospital. 



^' The Nelson,^ I repeated to myself, as I read that iirostrious name 
on the dickey of the vehicle — "the Nelson." My fancy instantly 
converted the coach into a first-rate, the leaders and wheelers into 
sea-horses, the driver into Neptunus, brandishing a trident, and the 
guard into a Triton blowing his wreathed shell. There was room for 
one on the box, so I climbed up, and took my seat beside the coach- 
man. " Now, clap on all sail," said I, audibly, " I am proud to be 
one of the crew of the great Nelson, the hero of Aboukir." 

" Begging your pardon," Sir, said the coachman, " the Hero anH a 
booker at Mrs. Nelson's : it goes from some other yiird." Gracious 
powers ! what a tumble down stairs for an idea ! As for mine, it 
pitched on its head, as stunned and stupefied as if it had rolled down 
the whole flight at the Monument. " I have made a Bull, indeed," I 
exclaimed, as the noted inn at Aldgate occurred to my memory ; " but 
we are the slaves of association," I continued, addressing the coachman, 
" and the name of Nelson identified itself with the Union Jack." 

*' I really <»n't say," replied the coachman, very civilly, " whether 
the name of Mrs. Nelson is down to the Slave Associations or not : 
but as for Jack, if you mean Jack Bunce, he*s been ofi^ the Union these 
six months. Too fond of the Bar^ Sir" (here he tipped me the most 
significant of winks), " to keep his seat on the Bench '^ 

" I alluded, my good fellow, to Nelson, the wonder of the maritime 
world — ^the dauntless leader when yard was opposed to yard, and seas 
teemed with blood." 

" WeVe all right — ^as right as a trivet," said the coachman, after a 
pause of perplwdty ; *' J thought our notions were getting rather wide 
apart, and that opfi of us wanted putting straight; but I see what 
you mean, and quite go along with your opinion, step for step. To be 
sure, Mrs. Nelson has done the world and all for coaching ; and the 
Wonder U the crack of all the drags in London, and so is the Dauntless, 
let yard turn out agin yard, as you say, any day you like. And as 
for leaders, and teams full of blood, there's 9M pretty a sprinkling of 
blood in the tits I'm now tooling of — ** 

" The vehicles of the proprietress, and the appearance of the animals, 
with their corresponding caparisons," said I, " have often gratified my 
visual organs and elicited my mental plaudits." 

'•' That's exactly what / says," replied the coachman, very briskly, 
*' there'*s no humbug nor no nonsense about Mrs. Nelson. You never 
see her a standing a-foaming and fretting in front o' the Bank, with a 
regular mob round her, and looking as if she'd bolt with the Quick- 
silver. And you never see her painted all over her body, wherever 
there's room for 'em, with Saracen Heads and Blue Boars, and Brown 
Bears, from her roller bolts to her dickey and hind boot. She's plain 
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and neat, aud notbin else-~^nd is fondest of having hei body of a 
claiet colour, pick'd out witli white, and won't saffer the Bull no where, 
except on the back ■gammon-board." 

I know not how much further the whimsical description might have 
gone, if a strapping, caplesa, curly-headed lass, running with all her 
might and main, liad not addressed a screaming retainer to tho 
coachman. With some difficulty he pulled up, for lio had been tacitly 
giving me a proof that the craft of his Nelson was a first-rate, with 
regard to its rate of travelling. 

" If you please, Mr. gtevens," ewd the panting damsel, holding up 
something towards the box — "if you please, Mr. Stevens, mother's 
gone to Lonnon — in the light eajt — and will you be so kind as to 
give her — her linchpin." 

Mr. Stevens took the article with a smile, aud I fancied with a sly 
squeeze of the band that delivered it. 

" If such a go had been any onc'a but. your mother's, Fanny," he 
slyly remarked, " I should have said it was somebody in love." The 
Dispatch was too strictly timed to allow of further parley ; the horses 
broke, or were rather broken, into t i 

Fanny, the Flower of Waltham ; ai , 

we did the next five miles in sometl 

In spite, however, of this un-- 
usual speed, wo never overtook 
Mrs. Merryweather and her eart 
till we arrived at the Basing- House, 
where we found ber chirping over 
a. cup of ale ; as safe aud sound 
as if linchpins bad never been in- 
vented ; in ^t, she made as light 
of the Mticle, when it was banded 
to her, as if it had been only a pin 
out of her gown ! 

" Well, I must say one thing for 
Mrs. Nelson," stud our coachman, 
as be resumed bis seat on the box, 
" and that's this. There's no pin- 
ning at the Bull. She sets her face 
against every thing but the patent 
boxes. She may come to a rtm- 

away with a bolter— or drop the "^^'' '''""^^"^— «'«■ """w. 

ribbons — or make a mistake in clearing a gate, by being a little hisby 
— but you'll nevw see Mrs. Nelson laying flat on her side in the 
middle of the road, with her ineides gone to smash, and her outsides 
well dbtributed, because she's been let go out of the yard without one 
of her pins." 



TO A aCOTCB SIBL) 

Well done and wetly, tliou Fwr Maid of Perth . 

Thou mak'st a washing picture well deserving 

The pen and pencilling of Washington Irving : 
Like dripping Ntuad, pearly from her birth, 
Dashing ahout the water of the Firth, 

To cleanse the calico of Mrs- Skirving, 

And never &om thy danee of duty swerving — 
Aa there were nothing else than dirt on earth I 
Yet what is thy reward ? Nay, do not start 1 

I do not mean to give thee a new damper, 
But while thou fillest this industrious part 

Of washer, wearer, mangier, presaer, stamper, 
Deserving hetter character — thou art 

What Bodkin would but call— 
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LITERARY REMINISCENCES. 

No. II. 



To do justice to the climate of " stout and original Scotland," it 
promised to act kindly by the constitution committed to its care. The 
air evidently agreed vrith the natives ; and auld Robin Grays and 
John Andersons were plenty as blackberries, and Auld Lang Syne 
himself seemed to walk, bonneted amongst these patriarchal figures 
in the likeness of an old man covered with a mantle. The effect on 
myself was rather curious — for I seemed to have come amongst a 
generation that scarcely belonged to my era ; mature spinsters, waning 
bachelors, very motheriy matrons, and experienced fathers, that I 
should have set down as uncles and aunts, called themselves my 
cousins; reverend personages, apparently grandfathers and grand- 
mothers, were simply great uncles and aunts : and finally I enjoyed 
an interview with a relative oftener heard of traditionally, than 
encountered in the body — a great-great grandmother — still a tall 
woman and a tolerable pedestrian, going indeed down the hill, but 
with the wheel well locked. It was like coming amongst the Struld- 
brugs ; and truly, for any knowledge to the contrary, many of these 
Old Mortalities are still living, enjoying their sneeshing, their toddy, 
their cracks, and particular reminiscences. The very phrase of being 
" Scotch'd, but not killed," seems to refer to this Caledonian tenacity 
of life, of which the well-known Walking Stewart was an example : 
he was an annuitant in the County-office, and as the actuaries would 
say, died very hard. It must be difficult for the teatotallers to reconcile 
this longevity with the imputed enormous consumption of ardent 
spirits beyond the Tweed. Scotia, according to the evidence of Mr, 
Buckingham's committee, is an especially drouthie bodie, who drinks 
whiskey at christenings, and at buryings, and on all possible occasions 
besides. Her sons drink not by the hour or by the day, but by the 
week, — vritness Souter Johnny : — 

** Tarn lo'ed Lim like a vera brither. 
They had been fou for weeks thegither." 

Swallowing no thin washy potation, but a strong overproof spirit, 
with a smack of smoke — and "where there is smoke there is fire," 
yet without flashing off, according to temperance theories, by spon- 
taneous combustion. On the contrary, the canny northerns are noted 
for soundness of constitution and clearness of head, with such a strong 
principle of vitality as to justify the poetical prediction of C***, that 
the world's longest liver, or Last Man, will be a Scotchman. 
All these favourable signs I duly noted ; and prophetically refrained 

F p 
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from delivering the letter of introduction to Doctor C— — , which 
was to place me under his medical care. As the sick man said, 
when he went into the gin-shop instead of the hospital, I ^* trusted 
to natur." Whenever the weather permitted, therefore, which was 
generally when there were no new books to the fore, I haunted the 
banks and braes, or paid flying visits to the bums, with a rod intended 
to punish that rising generation amongst flshes called trout. But I 
whipped in vain. Trout there were in plenty, but like obstinate 
double teeth, with a bad operator, they would neither be pulled out 
nor come out of themselves. Still the sport, if so it might be called, 
had its own attractions, as, the catching excepted, the whole of the 
Waltonish enjoyments were at my command, the contemplative quiet, 
the sweet wholesome coimtry air, and the picturesque scenery — not 
to forget the relishing the homely repast at the shealing or the mill ; 
sometimes I went alone, but often we were a company, and then we 
had for our attendant a joume3anan tobacco-spinner, an original, and 
literary withal, for he had a reel in his head, whence ever and anon he 
unwound a line of Allan Ramsay, or Beattie, or Bums. Methinks I 
still listen, trudging homewards in the gloaming, to the recitation 
of that appropriate stanza, be^ning-^ 

^/'At the close of the day when the hamlet was still,** 

delivered with a gusto perhaps only to be felt by a day-labouring 
mechanic, who had " nothing but his evenings to himself." Methinks I 
still sympathise vrith the zest with which he dwelt on the pastoral images 
and dreams so rarely realized, when a chance holiday gave him the 
fresh-breathing fragrance of the living flower in lieu of the stale odour 
of the Indian weed : and philosophically I can now understand why 
poetry, with its lofty aspirations and sublimed feelings, seemed to 
sound so gratefully to the ear from the lips of a " squire cf low degree." 
There is something painfril and humiliating to humanity in the abject- 
ness of mind, that too often accompanies the sordid condition of the 
working classes ; whereas it is soothing and consolatory to find the 
mind of the poor man rising superior to his estate, and compensating 
by intellectual enjoyment for the physical pains and privation that 
belong to his humble lot. Whatever raises him above tfae level of the 
ox in the gamer, or the horse in the mill^ ought to be acceptable to 
the pride, if not to the charity, of the fellow creature that calls him 
brother ; for instance, music and dancing, but against which innocent 
imbendings some of our magistracy persist in setting their faces, as 
if resolved that a low neighbourhood should enjoy no da&ee but Si. 
Titus's, and no fiddle but the Scotch. 

To these open-air pursuits, sailing was afterwards added. Imaging 
me acquainted with the boatmen and fishermen of The Cnrig, a hardy 
race, rough wd ready-vritted, from whon^ perchance was fiwt derived 
my partiality for all marine bipeds and sea-craft, from Flag Admirals 
down to Jac]^ Junls, the proud first-rate to the bumble boatifi that 
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^^ wins the bairns' bread." The Tay at Dundee is a broad noble 
river, with a racing tide, which, when it differs with a eontrary wind, 
will get up "/ar*" (Anglice waves) quite equal to those of a family 
manufacture. It was at least a good preparatory school for learning 
the rudiments of boat craft ; whereof I acquired enough to be able 
at need to take the helm without either going too near the wind or 
too distant from the port. Not without some bopsh pride I occa- 
sionally found myself intrusted with the guidance of the Coach-Boat 
— H30 called from its carrying the passengers by the Edinburgh 
Mail — particularly in a calm, when the utmost exertions of the crew, 
four old man-of-war's-men, were required at the oars. It not unfre- 
quently happened, however that " the laddie " was vunceremoniously 
ousted by the unanimous vote, and sometimes by the united strength, 
of the ladies, who invariably pitched upon the oldest old gentleman 
in the vessel to 

** Steer her up and baud her gaun.'' 

The consequence being the landing with all the baggage, some half- 
mile above or below the town — and a too late conviction, that the 
Elder Brethren of our Trinity House were not the best Pilots. 

It was during one of these brief voyages, that I witnessed a serio* 
comic accident, at which the reader will smile or sigh according to 
his connexion with the Corporation of London. I forget on what 
imconscious pilgrimage it was bound, but amongst the other passengers 
one day, there was that stock-dove of a gourmand'^s affection, a fine 
lively turtle. Rich and rare as it was, it did not travel unprotected 
like Moore's heroine, but was under the care of a vigilant guardian, 
who seemed as jealous of the eyes that looked amorously at his charge, 
as if the latter had been a ward in Chancery. So far — ^namely, as far 
as the middle of the Tay — so good ; when the spirit of mischief, or 
curiosity, or humanity, suggested the convenience of a sea-bath, and 
the refredmient the creature might derive from a taste of its native 
element. Accordingly, Testudo was lifted over the side, and indulged 
with a dip and a wallop in the wave, which actually revived it so 
powerfully, that from a playful flapping with its fore-fins it soon began 
to struggle most vigorously, like a giant refreshed with brine. In 
&ct, it paddled with a power which, added to its weight, left no 
alternative to its guardian but to go with it, or without it. The event 
soon came off. The man tumbled backward into the boat, and the 
tortie plunged forward into the deep. There was a splash — a moment- 
ary glimpse of the broad back-shell — the waters closed, and all was 
over — or at least under ! In vain one of the boatmen aimed a lunge 
with his boat-hook, at the fatal spot in particular — ^in vain another 
made a blow with his oar at the Tay in general — whilst a third, in his 
confusion, heaved a coil of rope, as he would, could, should, might, or 
po^t to have done to a drowning Christian. The Amphibious was 

ff2 
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beyond their reach, and no doubt, making westward and homeward 
with all its might, with an instinctive feeling that 

<' The world was all befpre it where to choose 
Its place of rest, and Providence its guide." 

Never shall 1 forget, whilst capable of reminiscences, the face 
of that mourning mate thus suddenly bereaved of his turtle ! The 
unfortunate shepherd, Ding-dong, in Rabelais, could hardly have 
looked more utterly and unutterably dozed, crazed, mizmazed, and 
flabbergasted, when his whole flock and stock of golden-fleeced sheep 
suicidically sheepwashed themselves to death, by wilfully leaping over- 
board ! He said little in words, but more eloquently clapped his hands 
to his waistcoat, as if the loss, as the nurses say, had literally " flown 
to his stomach." And truly, after promising it both callipash and cal- 
lipee, with the delicious green fat to boot, what cold comfort could 
well be colder than the miserable chilling reflection that there was 

«' Cauld kail in Aberdeen ? " 



THE DOMESTIC DILEMMA; 

^ '^xm Sbtorg, 

FROM THE GERMAN OF JEAN PAUL NEMAND. 



CHAPTER I. 

" I AM perfectly at my wits' ends ! " 

As Madame Doppeldick said this, she thrust both her fat hands 
into the pockets of her scarlet cotton apron, at the same time giving 
her head a gentle shake, as if implying that it was a case in which heads 
and hands could be of no possible avail. She was standing in a little 
dormitory, exactly equidistant from two beds, between which her eyes 
and her thoughts had been alternating some ten minutes past. They 
were small beds, — pallets, — cots, — cribs, troughs upon four legs, such 
as the old painters represent the manger in their pictures of the 
Nativity. Our German beds are not intended to carry double, and in 
such an obscure out-of-the-way village as Kleinewinkel, who would 
think of finding any thing better in the way of a couch than a sort 
of box just too little for a bed, and just too large for a coffin ? It was 
between two such bedlings, then, that Madame Doppeldick was 
standing, when she broke out into the aforesaid exclamation — ^^ I am 
perfectly at my wits' ends !" 
^ Now, the wits' ends of Madame Doppeldick scarcely extended 
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&rtber from ber scnll than the homs of & enut. They seldom pro- 
truded far beyond her nose, and that waa a short one ; and moreover 
they were apt to recede and draw in from the first obstacle they en- 
countered, leaving their proprietor to feel her own way, as if she had 
no wits' ends at aH. Thus, having satisfied themaelTea that there 
were only two beds in the rooms, they left the poor lady in the lurch, 
and absolutely at a nonplus, as to how she was to provide for the 
accommodation of a third sleeper, who was expected to arrive the same 
evening. ThSre was only one best bed-room in the bouse, and it 
happened to be tlie worst bed-room also ; for Gretchen, the maid- 
servant, went borne nightly to sleep at ber mother's. To be sure a 
shake-down might be spread in the parlour ; but to be sure the parlour 
was also a shop of all sorts ; and to be sure the young officer would 
object to such accommodations; and to be very sure, Mr. Doppeldick 
would object equally to the shake-down, and giving up the two beds 
overhead to his wife and the young officer. 

" God forgive me," sidd the perplexed Madame Doppeldick, as she 
went slowly down the stairs ; — " but I wish Captain Schenk had been 
killed at the battle of Leiprig, or had got a bed of glory anywhere 
else, before be came to be billeted on us !" 



CHAPTER II. 



In extenuation of so uncbristian-like an aspiration as the one which 
escaped fr^m the lips of Madame Doppeldick at the end of the last 
chapter, it must be remembered that she was a. woman of great deli- 
cacy for her size. She was so corpulent, that she might safely have 
gone to court without a hoop, her arms were too big for legs ; and as 
for her legs, it passed for a miracle of industry, even amongst the 
laborious hard-working inhabitants of Kleinewinkel, that she knitted 
her own stockings. It must be confessed, that sho ate heartily, drank 
he»tily, and slept heartily ; and all she ate, drank, and slept, seemed 
to do her ^ood, for she never ceased growing, at least horizontally, till 
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she did ample justice to the name winch became her own 1>j' marriage. 
Still, OS the bulk of her body increased, the native shrinking Tinolrtru- 
sive modesty of hor mind remained ttie same ; or rather it became 
even more tremoloualy senaitivo. In spite of bet huge dimensions, 
she seemed to entertain the Utopian desire of being seen by no eyes 
saye those of her husband; of passing throngh Efe nnnoticed and 
unknown ; in short she was a globe-peony with tho feelings of a 
Tiolet. Judge then what a shock her blushing sensibjjities received 
from the mere idea of the strange captain intrading on the shadiest 
haunts of domestic privacy ! Although by birth, education, and dis- 
position, as loyal as the sunflower to the sun, in the first rash trans- 
ports of her trepidation and vexation she wished any thing but well 
to her liege sovereign the King of PmsMa — wondering bitterly why 
his majesty could not contrive to have his reviews and sham-fights in 
Berlin itself; or at least in Fosen, where there were spare beds to be 
had, and lodgings to let for single men. Then again, if the Quarter- 
master had but condescended to give a quarter's notice, why, Mr. 
Doppeldick might have run up an extra room, or they might have 
parted off a portion of their own chamber with lath and plaster — or 
they might have done a thousand things; for instance, they might 
have sold their house and left the country, instead of being thus taken 
unawares in their own sanctorum by a strange gentleman, as suddenly 
as if he had tumbled through the roof. " It was too bad — it was 
really too bad — and she wondered what Mr. Doppeldick would Bay to 
it when he came home." 



CHAPTER III. 

Mr. Doppeldick did come home — aad he siud nothing to it at all. 
He only pulled his tobacco-bag out of one coat-pocket, and bis tobacco- 
pipe out of the other, and then he struck a light, and fell to Emoking, 
as complacently as if there had been no Captam Schenk in the world. 
The truth was, he had none of that nervous nicety of feeling which hia 
partner poeseaeed so eminently, and, accordingly he took no more 
interest in her domestic dilemma than the walnnt-wood chair that he 
sat upon. Moreover, when he once had in his month his faTOurite 
pipe, with a portrait of Kant on the bowl of it, he sucked through its 
tube a sort of Transcendental Philosophy which elevated him above all 
the ills of human life, to Bay nothing of such little domestic incon- 
Tcniencea aa the present. If the house had been as big as the hotel de 
Nassau, at Schlangenbad, with as many chambers and spare beds in 
it— or a barrack, with quarters for the captain and his company to 
boot — he conid not have puffed on more contentedly. The very talk 
about beds and bedding appeared to lull him into a sort of sleep with 
hie eyes open ; and even when the voice and words of his helpmate 
grew a little sharp and querulous in detailing all her doubts, and diffi- 
culties, and disa^'eeables, they could not ruse even a ripple in the 
calm placid expanse of his forehead. How should they 7 His equable 
German good humour might well be invulnerable to all outward 
attacks, which had so long withstood every internal one, — ay, in 
Temper's very citadel, the stomach. For instance, the better piu:t of 
his daUy diet was of sours. He ate " sauer-kraat," and " sauer- 
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braten," with sour Hance and " saner-atnpfer " by way of salad, and 
pickled plnms by way of dessert, and " sauer-milcli " with Bourigb 
brown bread — and then, to wash tbese down, he drank sourish 
" Esaigberger " wine, and " sauer-wasser," of which the vill^e of 
Kleinewinkel had its own pecuhar hrunnen. Still, I say, by all these 
Boura, and many others not mentioned besides, liis temper was never 
soured — nor could they turn one drop of the milk of human kindness 
that flowed in his bosom. Instead, therefore, of his round features 
being ever rumpled and crumpled, and furrowed up by the plough- 
share of passion, you never saw any thing on his face but the same 
everlasting sub-smile of phlegmatic philanthropy. In spite of the 
stream of complaint that kept pouring into his ear, he forgave Captain 
Schenk from the bottom of hia soul for being billeted on him ; and 
entertained no more spleen towards the King of Prussia and the 
Quarter-master, than he did towards the gnat that bit him last year. 
At length, his pipe wanting replenishing, he dropped a few comfortable 
words to hia wife, meanwhile he refilled the bowl, and brought the 
engine again into play ; — 

" Aa for undressing, Malchen, — before the strange man — puff — 
why can't we go to bed, — puff— before he does, — puff — ^puff— and so 
put an end to the matter — puff — puff — puff!" 

"Aa I live upon damsons and bullases!" (for it was the plum 
season,) exclaimed Madame lioppeldick, clapping her fat hands with 
delight, " I never thought of that ! Gretchen, my lass, get the supper 
ready immediately, for your good master is mortal hungry, and so am 
1 1 — and then, my own Dietrich dear, we'll bundle off to bed aa fast aa 
we can !" 
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CHAPTER IV. 



Tbe best of plots may come to the worst of ends. It was no fault, 
however, of Gretchen's ; for being in a huny of Her own to meet Lud- 
wig Liedeback, she clapped the supper upon the table in no time at 
all. The transcendental pipe, with the head of Kant upon it, instantly 
found itself deposited in a by comer ; for Mr, Doppeldick, like hia 
better half, was a person of anbstauce, keeping a good running a4»:ount 
with Messer and Gabel. Besides, amongst other delicacies, the board 
actually displayed those rarest of all inland rarities, oysters, — a bag 
of which the warm-hearted Adam Kloot had sent, by way of a token 
of remembrance, to his old friend Dietrich ; forgetting utterly that 
it was full a hundred 
leagues from tlie near- 
est high water-mark of 
the sea to the village 
of Kleinewinkel. Of 
course they came like 
other travellers, with 
theirmouths wide agape, 
to see the wonders of 
the place, — but, then, 
so much the easier they 
were to open ; and as 
the worthy couple did 
not contemplate any 
such superfluous nicety 
as thazwg them before 
they swallowed tliem, 
there was a fair chance 
that the delicious mor- 
sels Would ail be de- 
voured before the in- 
anspiciouB arrival of 

Captain Schenk. Some TiuyrLtHiB eeeino the "uons." 

such speculation seemed 

to glimmer in the eyes of both Mr. and Mrs. Doppeldick — when, lo 1 
just as the sixth dead oyster had been body-snatched out of its shell, 
and was being Jlavoured up with lemon and vinegar, the door opened, 
and iu walked a blue cap with a red band, a pair of mustachios, and 
a grey cloak without any arms in its sleeves. Had Madame Doppel- 
dick held any thing but an oyster in her mouth at that moment it 
would infallibly have choked her, the flutter of her heart in her throat 
was 80 violent. 

*' Holy Virgin !— Captain Schenk ! " 

'* At your service, Madame," answered a voice through the mus- 
tachios. 

" You are welcome, Captun ! " said the worthy master of the 
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house, at the same time rising, and placing a ch^ for hie guest at 
that side of the table which wa3 farthest from the oysters. The ofteer, 
without any ceremony, threw himself into the seat, and then^ resting 
his elbows upon, the table, and his cheeks between his palms, he fixed 
his dark eyes on the blushing face of Madame Doppcldick in a long 
and steady stare. It is true that he was only mentally reviewhig the 
review ; or, possibly, calculating the chances he had made in favour of 
an application he had lately forwarded to Berlin, to be exchanged into 
the Royal Guards; but the circiimstance sufficed to set every nerve of 
Madame Doppeldick a- vibrating, and in two minutes from his arrival, 
she had made up her mind that he was a very bold, forward, and pre- 
suming young man. 

It is astonishing, when we have once conceived a prejudice, how 
rapidly it grows, and how plentifully it finds nutriment ! Like the sea 
polypus, it extends its thousand feelers on every side, for any thing 
they can lay hold of, and tlie smallest particle afloat in the ocean of 
conjecture cannot escape from the tenacity of their grasp. So it was 
with Madame Doppeldick. Ftohj mistruating the captain's eyes, she 
came to suspect his nose, his mustachios, his mouth, his chin, and 
even the slight furrow of a sabre cut that scarred his forehead just over 
the left eyebrow. She felt morally sure that he had received it in no 
battle-field, but in some scandalous duel. Luckily she had never seen 
Mozart's celebrated opera, or she would inevitably have set dovra 
Captain Schenk as its liberMne masquerading hero, Don Giovanni 
himself! 

" You will be sharp- 
set for supper. Captain," 
said the hospitable host, 
pushing towards his 
guest a dish of lean 
home-made bacon ; but 
the Captain toolc no 
more notice of the invi- 
tation than if he had 
been stunned stone-deaf 
by the artillery at the 
sham-fight in the morn- 
ing. Possibly he did not 
like bacon, or, at any 
rate, such bacon as was 
set before him ; for to 
put the naked Truth on 
her hare oath, the Kleine- 
winkel pigs always look- 
ed as if they got their 
living, like cockroaches, " o.ni" — wh«t a fillino off wu ihebr.' 
by creeping through 

cracks. However, he never changed his posture, but kept his dark 
intolerable eyes still iSxed on his hostess's fidl and flushed face. He 
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migM just as well hire stared, — if he mnat stare — at the shelves-ftin 
of old fiiniil7 china (aOme of it elaborately mended and riveted) in the 
comer cupboard, the door of which she had left open on purpose ; bnt 
he had, apparently, no such conBiderate respect for female moiiestj. 

" Saint TJrsula and the Eleven Thoasand be near ns !" said the dis- 
quieted Madame Doppeldick to liereelf, " It is hard enough for people 
of oar years and bnlk to be obliged to lie doable; — but to have a 
strange, wild, ralcisti, staring yonng fellow in the same chamber — I do 
wish that Dietrich would make more haste with his supper, tliat we 
may get into bed first !" 



CHAPTER v.. 

HoMEST Dietrich was in no such hurry. A rational, moral, pious 
man, with a due grateful sense of the sapidity of certain gifts of the 
Creator, ought not to swallow them with the post-haste indifference 
of a BOW Swilling her wash ; and as Dietrich Doppeldict did tot taste 
oysters Otice in ten years, it was a sort of religious obligation, as well 
as a positive scctilor temptation, that the relish Of each particular fish 
should be prolonged as far as posdble on the palate by an orderly, 
decorous, and deliberate deglutition. Accordingly, Instead of bolting 
the oysters as if he had been swallowing them for a wager, lie sate 
soberly, wtlh his eyes fixed on the two plumpest, as if only awaiting 
the ' good night * of his guest to do ample and christtan-like justice to 
the edible forget-me-nots of his good friend Adam Kloot. In vain his 
wife looked hard at him, and trod on his toes as long as she could 
reach them, besides being seized with a short hectic cough that was 
any thing but constitutional 

" Lord, help me !" said Mrs. Doppledick in her soul, too fluttered 
to attend to the correctness of her metaphors — " It's as easy to catch 
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tUe ere of a poet ! — He minda me no more than if I trod 09 tbe toes 
of a etock-fish ! I miglit ae well cough into the ears of a atone wall." 

In fact, honest Dietrich 
had totally forgotten the 
domestic dilemma. 

" He will never take 
his eyes off," thought 
Madame Doppeldick, 



the table j *' I was never 
HO stared at, never, since 
I waaa girland worepig- 
tails ! I expect every mo- 
ment he will jomp up and 
embrace me." Where- 
as nothing could be far- 
ther from the Capttun's 
thought. TLesccondbat- 
taliouhadjoinedthat very 
morning, and accordingly 
he had kissed, or been 

kissed by, all its eight- „ „ 

and-twenty officers, tall 

or short, fat or lean, Ciir or swarthy, — which was quite kissing enough 
for a reasonable day's ration. The truth is, he was staring at himself. 
He had just, mentally, put on a new uniform, and was looking with 
the back of his eyes at his ovra brilliant figure, as a Captain in tho 
lioyal Gfuards. It was, 
however, a stare, out- 
wardly, at Madame 
Doppeldick, who took 
evCTything to herself, 
frogs, lace, bullion, but- 
tons, cuffs, collars, epau- 
lettes, and ' the Deuce 
knows what besides. 

" I would to heaven ! " 
she wished, " he had 
never thonght of gomg 
into the army,— or at 
least that the Quarter- 
master had never taken . 
it into his stupid head to ( 
quarterhimonus. Young i 
gay Captains are very , 
well to flirt with, or to , 
vraltz with, bnt at mjr 
years and hulk waltzing is 
qniteout of the question!" wiLnnra m i mnrua. 



CHAPTER VI, 

At laat Captiun Schenk changed his posture, and averted his familiar 
eyes from the face of Madame Doppeldick ; but it was only to give 
her a freah ahurm with his free-and-easy month. First of all he 
clenched his fists — then he r^sed his arms at full stretch above his 
head, as if he wanted to be crucified, and then turning his face 
upwards towards the ceiling, with his eyes shut, and his jaws open 
•—he yawned auoh a yawn as panther never yawned after prowling 
all day, without prey, in a ten-foot cage — 

" Anw-yauw-au-ya-augh-auwayawauwghf ! " 

*' By aU the Saints," thought the terrified Madame Doppeldick, 
" he will he for packing off to bed at once 1" — and in the vain hope 
of inducing him to sup beforehand, she seized, yes, she actually 
seized the devoted dish of oysters, and made them relieve guard, 
with the home-made bacon, just under the Captaiu's nose. It was 
now honest Dietrich's turn to try to catch the eyes of poets, and 
tread on the toes of stock-fish j however, for this time tiie natives 
were safe. 

" By yomr " leave, 
Madame," said the' abo- 
minable voice through 
the mustachios, " I -will 
take nothing except a 
candle. What vrith the 
heayy rain at first, and 
then the horse artillery 
ploughing up«ur march- 
ing groimd, I am really 
dt^tired with my day's 
■work. If you will do 
mo the favour, there- 
fore, to show me to my 
chamber " 

" Not for the whole 
world!" exclaimed the 
horrified Madame Dop- 
peldick — " not for the 
whole world, I mean,! 
till you have hob-and- 

nobbed with us — at least hob «bd noh. 

with the good man" — 

Bind, like a warm-hearted hostess, jealous of the honour of her hos- 
pitality, she snatched up the spare-candle, and hurried off to the 
barrel. If she could but set them down to drinking, she calculated, 
let who would be the second, she would herself be the first in bed, 
if she jomped into it with all her clothes on. It was a likely scheme 
enon^ — ^but shs ! it fell throngk, like the rest ! — Before she had 
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drawa half a flask of Esdgberger, or Hokapfelheimer, for I forget 
which — sbe was alarmed by the double screech of two chairs pushed 
suddenly back on the uncaipeted floor. Then came a trampling of 
light and heavy feet — and althou^ she dropped the bottle— and forgot 
to turn the spigot — and eanied the candle without the candlestick — 
and left her Left slipper bdund her, — still, in spite of all the haste she 
could make, she only reached the sttur-foot jnat in time to see two 
Frusaian-blue coat-tails, turned up with red, whisking in at the bed- 
room doot ! 



CHAPTER VI r. 



" Oh the cruel, the killing ill-luck that pursues us !" exclaimed tha 
forlorn Madame Doppeldick, as her husband retiinied, with bis month 
watering, to the little parlour, where, by some sort of attraction, be 
was drawn into the Captain's vacant chair, instead of his own. In ^ 
few seconds the plumpest of Adam Kloofs tender souvenirs, of aboq^ 
the size and shape of a penny bun, was sliding over his tongue. Then 
another went — and another — and another. They were a little gone 
OF so, and no wonder ; for tbey had travelled up the Rhine and the 
^Uoselle, in a dry " sdiifl^" not a " dampschiflf," towed by real horse- 
powers, instead of steam-powen^ agiunst the streun. To tel] tiif 
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naked truth, there were only four words in the world that a respoct- 
ahlf Bresh God's head could have said to them, namely — 



Ho matter ; down they went glihly, glibly. The lemon-juice did 
something for them, and tho vinegar still more, by making them seem 
diarp instead ot flat. Honcet Dietrich enjoyed them as mightily us 
Adojn Kloot could have wished ; and was in no humour, you may be 
anre, for spinning prolix answers or long-winded speeches. 

" They are good — very ! — excellent I Malchen ! — Just eat a 
couple." 

But the mind of the forlorn Malchen was occupied with any thing 
but oysters : it was fixed upon things above, or at least overhead. 
" I do not think I can sit up all night," she murmured, concluding 
with such a gape that the tears squeezed out plentifully between her 
fai little eyelida. 

" I've found only one bad one— and that was full of black mud — 
achloo — 00—00 — ooop !" — slirropped honest Dietrich. N. B. There 
is no established formula of minims and crotchets on tlie gamut to 
represent the swallowing of an oyster: so the aforesaid syllables of 
"schloo — 00^-00 — ooop," must stand in their stead. 

" As for sleeping in my clothes," continued Madame Doppeldicb, 
" the weather is so very warm, — and tho little window won't open — 
and with two in a bed — " 

"Tho EngUsh do it, Malchen, — schloo — oo — ooop !" 

" But the English beds have curbuns," sud Madame Doppoldick, 
" thick stuff or canvass curtuns, Dietrich, — all round, and over the 
tap— just like a general's tent." 
, " We can go — schloo— -ooop — to bed in the dark, Malchen." 

" No — no," objected Madame Doppeldick, with a mave shake of 
her head. " We'll have no blindman'B-buff work, Dietrich, — and 
maybe blundering into wrong beds." 

" Schloo — 00 — 00 — 00 — ooop." 

*' And if ever I saw a wild, rakish, imoioral, irreligious-looking 
young man, Dietrioh, the Captain is one |" ^ 
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" Schloo— OO— 00— ooop." 

" Did you observe, Dietrich, how Bhamefiilly he stared at me ?" 

" Schloo — ooop." 

" And the cut on his forehead, Dietrich, Til be bound he got it for 
no good!" 

" Schloo— 00 — 00— ooop." 

" Confound Adam Kloot and his oysters to boot !" exchtimed the 
offended Madame Doppeldick, irritated beyond all patience at the 
bovine apathy of her connubial partner. ^' I vnsh, I do, that the nets 
had burst in catching them ! " 

" Why, what can one do, Malchen?" asked honest Dietrich, look- 
ing up for the first time from the engrossing dish, whence the one-a- 
penny oysters had all vanished, leaving only the two-a-penny ones 
behind. 

" Saint Ursula only knows !" sighed Madame Doppeldick, her voice 
relapsing into its former tone of melancholy. " I only know that I 
wdll never undress in the room !" 

" Then you must undress out of it, Malchen. Schloo— oop. 
Schloo — 00—00 — 00 — ooop." 

" I believe that must be the way after all," said Madame Doppel- 
dick, on whose mind her husband's sentence of transcendental philo- 
sophy had cast a new light. " To be sure there is a little landing- 
place at the stair-head — and our bed is exactly opposite the door — ^and 
if one scuttled briskly across the room, and jumped in — But are you 
sure, Dietrich, that you explained every thing correctly to the Cap- 
tain ? Did you tell him that hu was the one next the window — vnth 
the patchwork coverlet ?" 

" Not a word of it ! " answered honest Dietrich, who, like all other 
Prussians, had served his two years as a soldier, and was therefore 
moderately interested in military manoeuvres. " Not a word of it — 
we talked all about the review. But I did what was far better, my 
own Malchen, for I saw him get into the bed with the patchwork 
coverlet, with my own eyes, and then took away his candle— Schloo 
— 00— oop ! " 

" It was done like my own- dear, kind, Dietrich," exclaimed the 
delighted Madame Doppeldick, and in the sudden revulsion of her 
feelings, she actually pulled up his huge round bullet-head from the 
dish, and kissed him between the nose and chin. 

The Domestic Dilemma was disarmed of its horns, Madame Dop- 
peldick saw her way before her, as clear and open as the Rhine three 
months after the ice has broken up. From that moment, as long as 
the dish contained two oysters, the air of "Schloo— oo — oo — oo — 
ooop" was sung, as " arranged for a duot."^ 



\To be continued at page 497.) 



ODE FOE THE NINTH OF NOVEMBER. 

LuD ! Lud t O Lud ! 
I mean of course that venerable toim, 
Meation'd in stories of renown, 

Bnilt formerly of mud j — 
O Lud, I say, why didst thoa e'er 

Invent the office of a Mayor, 
An office that no useful purpose crowns. 
But to set Aldermen against each other, 
Tliat ahonld be Brother onto Brother,— ' 
listen at least, by virtue of their gowns ? 

But still if one must have a Ma> or 
To fill the Civic chair, 
Lud, I say, 
Was there no better day 
To fix on, than November Ninth bo shivery 
And dull for showing off the Livery's livery ? 
Dimming, alaa 1 
The Braalers brass, 
Soiling' th' Embroiderers and all the Saddlers, 
Sopping the Furriers, 
Draggling the Curriers, 
And making Merchant Tulore dirty paddleis ; 
Drvnohing iho Skinners' Company to the skin. 
Making the crusty Vintner chiUor, 
And turning the Distiller 
To cold without instead of warm within ; — 

Spoiling the bran-new beavers ' 

Of "Waz-chandlera and Weavers, 

Plastering the Plasterers and spotting Mercen, 
Hearty November-c 
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And showipg Cordwainerd and dapper Drapers 

Sadly in want of brushes and of scrapers ; 

Making the Grocer's company not fit 
For cdinpanjr it bit ; 

Dying the Dyers with a dingy flobd^ 
Daubing incorporated Bakers, 
And leading the Patten-makers, 

Over their very pattens in the mud,— 
OLud! OLud! OLud! 

" This is a sorry sight," 
To quote Macbeth — ^but oh, it grieves me quite, 
To see your Wives and Daughters in their plumes- 
White plumes not white- 
Sitting at open tnndows catcMiig rheums, 
Not " Angels ever bright and fair," 
But taxg^h ever brown and sallow, 
With eyes — ^you cannot see above one pair. 

For city clouds <rf blaek aiid JrdloW-^ 
And artificial flowefS^ rose, leitf, aiid btld^ 
Such sable lilies 
And grim daffbdiliee 
Drooping, but not for dr^ht^ Ltid ! O Lud ! 

I may as well, while I^m in^inied, 
Just go through all the fitnlts I find : 

Oh Lud ! th^ with a better aii^, e^y imf^ 
Could'st thou not fiiid it bett^ tun^ 
To sound with trumpets, and with drums, 
Than " See the Conquering itel^o comes," 

When he who comes ne'et de^lt lii blood ? 
Thy May'r is not a War Hor^e^ Ltid, 
That ever charged on Tiirk ot Taftai, 
And yet upon A march yoii strike 
That treats him like-~ 
A little French if I miiy mart^-^ 
Lewis Cart-Horse or Hdnry Carter ! 

O Lud ! I say 

Do change your day 

To some time when your Show can ideally ishoW j 

When silk ean seem like silk, and gold can gloW. 

Look at your Sweepers, how they shine in May ! 
Have it when there's a iSiun to gild th6 coac^. 
And sparkle in tiara — ^brai^elet — ^barooeh-i- 

Diamond — or paste — i^f sister, nidthef^, dsktlghtet ; 
When grandeur really may be gwnd-^ 
But if thy Pageant's thus bbscured by lahd— 

O Lud ! it's ten times wors^ tipon the Water ! 



ODE POH THE WSTH OF MOTfeHBER. 4 

Suppose, Lud, to show its plan, 
I call, like Blue Beard'l wife, to sigter AtmS, 
Who'a gont) to Bsanfort Wharf with Uleefi knd aunt, 
To Me what she can Be&'-a&d what b1i« Can't ; 
Chewing a saflten bnn by wa;^ 6f eud, 
To keep the fog out of ft tender luo^. 
While peroh'd ill A f gratid&h nicely hunff 
Over a mar^ of thy own bl&ck biu^ 
OLud! 

Now Sister Anne, 1 call to thee, 
Look out and eee : 
Of course about the bridge jiia vi*w thftiil rfclljr 
And sally, 



With many a wherty, BcuUet, pnnt, and cutt«r } 
The Fishmonger^ grand boat, bat not for btltt^, 

The OoldemlthB' glorious galley,— 
Of course you see the Lord Mayor's cMuih aquatic, 
With sUken banBers that the breesee tm. 
In gold eJI glowing, 
And men in searlet rowing, 
Like Doge of Venice to the Adriatic ; 
Of course you see all this, O Sister Anne ? 

oa2 ' 
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^^ No, I see no such thing ! 
I only see the edge of Beaufort Wharf, 
With two coal lighters fastened to a ring ; 

And, dim as ghosts. 
Two little hoys are jumping over posts ; 

And something, farther off, 
That's rather like the shadow of a dog, 

And all heyond is fog. 
If there he any thing so fine and hright, , 
To see it I must see hy second sight. 
Call this a Show ? It is not worth a pin ! 

I see no harges row. 

No hanners hlow; 
The Show is merely a gallanty-show. 
Without a lam}) or any candle in." 

But sister Anne, my dear, 
Although you cannot see, you still may hear ? 
Ol course you hear, I'm very sure of that. 

The " Water parted from the Sea " m C, 
Or " Where the Bee sucks," set in B ; 
Or Huntsman's chorus from the Freyschutz frightful. 
Or Handefs Water Music in A flat. 
Oh music from the water comes delightfril! 
It sounds as no where else it can : 
♦ You hear it first 
In some rich hurst, 
Then faintly sighing. 
Tenderly djdng. 
Away upon the hreezes, Sister Anne* 

" There is no hreeze to die on ; 
And all their drums and trumpets, flutes and harps, 
Could never cut their way with ev"*n three sharps 
Through such a fog as this, you may rely on. 

I think, hut am not sure, I hear a hum, 
Like a very muffled douhle drum, 
And then a something faintly shrill. 
Like Bartlemy Fair's old huz at Pentonville. 
And now and then hear a pop. 
As if from Pedley's Soda Water shop. 
I'm almost ill with the strong scent of mud, 
And, not to mention sneezing. 
My cough is, more than usual, teasing ; 
I really fear that I have chill'd my hlood, 
Lud ! O Lud ! Lud ! O Lud! Lud !" 



SONNET.' 

Thb aky is glo'wing in one ruddjr sheet >— ' 
A ay of fire 1 resonnds from door to door ; 
And weitwafd still tbe thronging people pour ;— > 
The turncock hastens to F. P. 6 feet, 
And quick unlocks the fountains of the efareet ; 
While rumbling engines, with increadng roar, 
Thunder along to luckless Number Foiur, 
Where Mr. Dongh nmkea bread for folks to e>t. 
And now through blazing frames, and fiery besnu, 
The Qlobe, the Sun, the Phoenix, and what not, 
With gushing pipes throw up abundant streams, 
Oa burning bricks, and twists, on rolls — too hot — 
And scorolung loares, — as if there were no shorter 
And cheaper way of making toast-and-water ! 
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RONDEAU. 



O cOBioDs re&d«r, dldit thou n^w 
Behold a wonhipul Lord U»y'r 
Seated in hU great civic cbur 

Bgdctrf 
Theo cast thv lon(;iiy »fei t])ii wij-, 
It is the ninin KoTembef d*r, 



To rise froia little lutp «r«at 
Is pleasant ; but to ^£ iu'Mil* 



Too MOB hU ifatM ii overcut, ' 
ChilI'd br tW Mit NoTember bla*t ; 
Hi* bliuDiiif honoun only last 

One year ! 
He cut* faU Airand shedi hia chaina, 
An<l moullB till not a plume remdna — 
The next impending liaj'i diatruni 
Hia ^ear. 
He riijM lilw vatAT dirourh a ueve — 
Ati> could hit litUe splendour live 
Another twelvemonto — be would give 
' One earl 
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I-ONDON FASHIONS FOR NOVEMBER. 

REKABKB. 

No season has oSered such variitit in costume as the early part of 
the pn^ent montli. Fancy dresaea of the moat outrk deecriptiou have 
appeared, eyea in the streets. Short waista and long, full sleeves and 
empty, broad skirta and narrow, whde akirta, half skirts, and none 
at all, have been iadifepsntly wiim. For iba Prtm&nade, tags and 
tatters of all kinds have been ia much &Tour ; very few buttona aie 
worn ; and du coats, waistcoBta, and pantaloons, have been inTariably 
padded and stuffed with hay or straw. We obeerred sevend «xqumlM 
making morning calls in score-crow great-coata ; the skirts, lappels, 
coUan, and ca&, picturesquely, but not too fcHin^y, jagge*!, it la ftm- 
dyka. The prevaihng colours— «U ooIoutb at once. Wigs have been very 
general — bodi en buzz m^frizxi / these have been commonly composed 
of deal ahayings; but in some cases of tow, and sometimes horse-hur. 
Forthe ev^og paity,a fewsquiba and craokers are stuck in ^vpmruqut 
orhat, and the bootsanddioesarepolidiednp with & little pitcb or tar ; 
aometuncfl a Cathenne wheel baa been added en eoquarde. Frills, coUan, 
and ruffie^ qi papier coupi, hare entirely superseded those of cambric 
or lace, and shirts of every descrq)tion are quite discarded. Faint baa 
been in much request, and ruddle seems to bare been preferred to 
rouge; patches are also much worn, not on the countenance, but on the 
clothes ; for these the favourite matSriel is tartan, plueh of any colour, 
or corduroy. Several dandies appeared on the 5th with gbres, but they 
are not easential requisites to be in the ion ; canes are diacarded; even 
a riding'wfaip would be reckoned to evince mauvait go&t, but a half- 
penny bunch of matches ** ila main " is indispensable to a fashionable 
anfMrant. The old practice of b«ng carried abroad in chairs has be«i 
nnivnaally revived; and it must be confeasad, that it exhibits the 
Figure to madi advantage. 
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SYMPTOMS OF OSSIFICATION. 



Amongst the Nauveaut6s, we observed the following Caractirs, as 
making a felicitous dihut. The coat was i'la-militairey of the colour 
formerly so much in vogue under the name ofjfumie de Londrei, turned 
up with flamme d^enfer^ It was garni with very dead gold; and 
slashed i-t Eipagnole^ back and front. The pantaloons were equally 
bizarre; one leg being composed of Scotch tartan, and the other of 
blue striped bed-ticking, made very full, en mateloty in compliance 
with the prevailing taste for navals. The wig was made of green and 
white vnllow shavings, with a large link for a qtieucy tied on with a 
nosud of red tape. The hat, brown, somewhat darker than the Devon- 
shire beaver, but disinclining to black. It had no brim, and was 
without a crown. A tarnished badge of the Phoenix Fire Office, on 
the bust, gave a disHngicS air to the whole Figure, which was going 
down Bond-street, and excited a sensation quite d-Venvie by its appear- 
ance in the World of Fashion. 

N.B. — ^We are requested to state that the above described figure 
was entirely invented and manufactured by little Solomon Levy, of 
HoUywell-street, Strand, who has a variety always on show, about 
the metropolis. 



SYMPTOMS OF OSSIFICATION. 



'' An indifffrence to tean, and blood, and human luflforing, that conld only beloDg to 
a Bongjf'parte,*' — Life of Napoleon, 



TiMB was, I always had a drop 
For any tale or sigh of sorrow ; 
Mv handkerchief I used to sop 
Till oflen I was forced to borrow ; 
I don't know how it is, but now 
My eyelids seldom want a drying ; 
The doctors, p'rhaps, could tell me 

how— 
I fear my heart is ossifying I 

0*er Goethe how I used to weep, 
With turnip cheeks and nose of scarlet. 
When Werter put himself to sleep 
With pistols kiss'd and dean'd by 

Charlotte ; 
Self-murder is an awful sin. 
No joke there is in bullets flying, 
But now at such a tale I grin — 
I fear ray heart b ossifying ! 

The Drama once could shake and thrill 
My nerves, and set my iears a stealing, 
The Siddons then could turn at will 
Each plug upon the main of feeling ; 



At BeWidera now I smile, 
An.d laugh while Mrs. Haller^s crying i 
*Ti8 odd, so great a change of style — 
I fear my heart is ossifying I 

That heart was such— some years ag:o. 
To see a beggar quite would shock it. 
And in his hat I used to throw 
The quarter's savings of my pocket : 
I never wish — as I did thenl-^ 
The means from my own purse sup« 

plying. 
To turn them all to gentlemen — 
I fear my heart is ossifying ! 

WeVe had some serious things of late. 
Our sympathies to beg or borrow, 
New melo-drames, of tragic fate. 
And acts, and songs, and tales of 

sorrow ; 
Miss Zouch's case, our eyes to melt. 
And sundry actors sad good-bye4ng« 
But Lord !— so little have I felt, 
I'm sure my heart is^ossifying I 
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THE POACHER. 

A SBBIOnS BALLAD. 



GiTC him An inch of warrcD, he 

_ Wouldtake a jrudofrerret.; 

But bad compuiioni were hti bane, 
And egg'dhim od to poach. At partrid^re* he wai not nice i 

Aod many, luge and small, 
Thej tauf ht him how to net the birda. Without Hul'i powder, without lead. 

And how to noote the hare ; Were lent to Leaden-Hall. 

ADd with a wiiy terrier. 

He often aet a ioare. He did not fear to take a deer 

From forett, park, or lawn : 
Each " ahinj night" the moon wa« And without courting lord or duke, 
bright, Uaed frequently to Jinim. 

To part, preierre, and wood 



He went, and kept the frame aUve, 
By killing all be could. 



Folks who had hares diKovered 



Hia course they could not (top: 
Land-ownen, who had rabbit*, iwor< No barber he, and yet he made 
That he had thii demerit— Their harei a perfect crop. 



BKBTCRSa 9N TEH BOAO. 



e tried the keeper's nerreB ; 
They swore he neier eeem'd to have 
Jam B&tii oi prelervei. 

The Shooter went to beat, and found 

No sporting worth a pin, 
Unleu he tned the covtrt made 
, Of nlver, plate, or tin. 

Iq Kent the game was little worth. 

In Surrey not a button ; 
The Speaker siud be often tried 

The Manor* about Sutton, 



No county from hii trick* wu ufe ; 

In each he tried his lucks. 
And when the keepen were in Bedi 

He often was at Bucki, 

And when he went to Buckt, alaa I 
They always came to Herl$; 

And even Oxoa used to wish 
That he bad hiu deserts. 

Pl)t going to liis usual HokU, 
OJd CheshiTe laid his ploU: 

If S Kf>t entrapp'd by legal Bnks, 
Anil iQst bu life in Soiu. 



SKETCHES ON THE ROAD. 

THE SPPPglJ DBATH, 

There are sevend objectjons to one-horee vehicles. With two 
Trheels, they are d^^gerons; with^fotir, seneially cruel inveiitioiis, 
tasking one animal with the labour of twq. AtU^i W either c^se, 
should your horse think proper to die oa t)ie roi^ j^m have nft 
survivor to drag your carriage through the rest of the stage ; m to be 
sent off gallopping with the ooachman on his back for a coadjutor.^ 

That wa^ precisely Miss Konn^ti's dilemma. 

If a horse could be supposed to harbour so deadly a spite against 
his proprietor, I should bejiqve that the one in qiiestioH chow tD yent 
his aniounity by giving up the ghost just at the spot where it would 
cause most annoyance and inconvenience. For foDrte«i months past 
he had drawn flie Lady in dally urings to a point jogt sht^t of the 
Binn Qate ; — ^becauBS that £fty yarda further would have cost aiX- 
pence ; a sum which Misa Norman could, or believed she cnuld, but 
ill spture out of a limited incimie. At this very place, exactly opposite 
the tall elm which iisoidly gave the signid for turning homeward. 



e^^HSBA OH f^ fiolB, «Sg 

aidFl«Bt4j(9jutpreEertqf|rQpd«wnBtcmedeadj h if 4et<«Quwd t^>t 

tdf QiHtreB^ idiOQid Itave to vnl^ ^Y^'r ifM^ of it, to Iw 9WR hoHe> 
But Mias Nonnan 

never walked. 

Pedeetrianiism Tras, in 

her opinion, a vety vul- 
gar exercise, unavoidable 

with the poor, and to 

some people, as Postmen, 

Bankers' clerks. Hawk. 

ers, and the like, a pro? 

Fessional modeof progrea- 

aon, but abodily ezertloi) 

very derogatory to per- 
sona ofbirth andbreediuBi 

So far was this carri^, 

that she was once heard 

to declare, speaking ot 

certtun rather humble 

obsequies, " sh^ W0u)4 

rather live for awot tJMD 

have a walking fUn^r»I I " 

On another o^mws, 

when the sreat perform- „ 

anc8 of Captain Barday, ca»e or THimELvra." 

in walking a thousand 

miles in a thousand hours, was submitted to her opinion, she siud " it 

■Wi^ ft rt«p Hb« *d not ftpprpTB " 

* li might ^ muwiw} E^ ntoli declarations, that sbs wh iBi»|>dilA 
of fifC90B4 IwPnMioPi through sCHPe wiginAl in&iBity, for iutanM, 
tnsk W remiti ^WL th» rinkete t wh«>eu, so for from allowing wf 
d^^raoy on the part <^ hst nurae of parSnU, in putting bw to b^ bet, 
Kias NePD#n pFofessed to hare tbo perfeet conunand oi all bar limbs, and 
woidd hiav^ f^t eztceQu^y o{&iide4 at » hint tbftt die oould not dsoee. 
It WW 4i(ite Mother Wj^pess th^ any bodilp »n^ wMeh reriricted 
bv fmrnenade*, «iid mftde fiqt feet ftlquMt as useless to bur as thos« 
of t^ {eipala Cluiiesp, Pride W40 m fwlt ; md fvHy h«r mnuwie, 
for gogg^sting to one lOf her aiweetorD that h» was « d«uendsnt of 
William ti^ First of Eqghuid ; a notios which, aft^r tuwng his own 
haiM}, had fHightiy cra«e4 thw^ of hi« wcewRDrSt who oU heUsFed, as 
p«rt w4 pwcel of their MiWita«c^ »n the fltrength of tlw '* NwHiaa " 
and fORM dulHovs <^ padiip»s. t(i4t tM CoQ4Hon>i wu th^ir gie^ 
PrMenitor. 

I^ ^«r^twy «rroga«ee H)gftp44«d hy tbit imaginary distffutitHi, 
I144 w wf wiiv ely dif i^od U*elf hy imthmiiM »f diffweHt cbaractor, u- 
c^rdiag to the temperamwt of th# iBdividual who bappeafid to be hoa^ at 
thvfemily: with Alias Norman, the last of Aif line, it took the fonn of a 
bwet timt er«prbniicli and twig of btf iUustrioua tree had always riddtti 



*' in their own camagi!.' I am not quite «ure whether 'she did not 
push thisjpretendon farther back than the date of the invention of 



" little houaea on wheels " would warrant ; however, it held good, in 
local traditjon, for several generations, although the family vehicle bad * 
giaduaJly dwindled down from an ample coach to a chariot, a fly, and, ' 
finally, tiie one-inside sedan-ohiur upon wheels, which the sndden death of 
Plant^enet left planted fifty yards short of the Binn Gate. To glance 
at the whole set-ont, nobody would ever have attributed high birth 
and inherent gentility to its owner. 'Twae never of a piece. For 
once that the body was new-painted, the arms were thrice refreshed 
and touched up, till the dingy vehicle, by the glaring comparison, 
looked more ancient than the quarterings. The crest was much oftener 
renewed than the hammer-cloth; and Humphrey, the coachman, 
evidently never got a new suit all at once. He had always old diab 
to bran-new bright sky-blue pluah ; or vice veriA. Sometimes a hat 
in its first gloss got the better of its old tarnished band ; sometimes 
the freah gold lace made the brown beaver look atill more an antique. 
The aame with the harness and the horse, which was aometimes a tall 
spanking brute, who seemed to have outgrown the concern ; at other 
times, a short pony-like ammal, who had been put into the shafts by 
mistake. In short, the several articles seemed to belong the more 
especially to Miss Xormaa because they belonged so little to each 
oUier. A few minutes made a great change in her possessions, instead 



of a Uring hone, hight FlaotageiLet, she me proprietor of certain hnn* 
died- weights of dogs'-meat. 

It was juBt at this 
moment' that I came 
up with my ^g; and 
knowing Bomething of 
the lady's character, I 
palled up in expecta- 
tion of a scene. Leav- 
ing my own bay, who 
would Btand as steady 
u a mute at death's 
door, I proceeded to 
asdst the coachman in 
extricating hia horse ; 
bnt the nag of royal 
line was stone dead: and 
I accompanied Humph- 
rey to the carriage-door "w«iuht.d «uirr to «■» or d««." 
to make hia report. 

A recent American author has described as an essential attribute of 
high birth and breeding in England, a certain sort of quakerly com- 
posure, in all pos^ble sudden emergencies, such as an alarm of the 
house on fire, or a man falling into a fit by one's side : — in fact, the 
same kind of self-command which Pope praises in a lady who is 
"miatress of herself,' though china fall." In this particular Miss 
Norman's conduct justified her pretensions. She was mistress of her- 
self, though her horse fell. She did not start — exclaim — put her head 
ont of the window, or even let down the front glass : she only adjusted 
herself more exactly in the middle of the seat, drew henelf bolt 
upright, and fixed her eyes on the hack of the coach-box. In this 
postare Humphrey found her. 

*' If you please. Ma'am, Planty-ginit be dead." The lady acquiesced 
with the smallest nod ever made. 

*' Tve took off the collar, and the bitt out, and got un out o' harness 
entirely; bnt he be aa unanimate as his own shoes;" and the informant 
looked earnestly at the lady to obserrs the effect of the communication. 
But she never moved a muscle ; and honest Humphrey was just shut- 
ting the coach-door, to go and finish the laying out of the corpse, when 
be was recalled. 

" Humphrey !° 

" Whaf s yonr pleasure, Ma'am 1" 

" Remember, another tim e — — " 

" Yes, Ma'am." 

" When a horse of mine is deceased 

" Yes, Ma'am." 

" Touch your hat." 

The abashed coachman instanUy pud up the salute in arrear. 



4M sfitte&M bv tBb nokv: 

Unbl«i ty blrthttglitwltll Belf-poasessloit, he tiad Hot Btflil t&d idvta- 
tage of experience ia the first familiee, wherB he Uiight haVti te&med i 
little from good example : he was a raw uncouth caA^toy UWaiit, 
with the great Sent of being cheap, whom Hiss Nonbatl httd tiflder< 
taken to educate ; but he was etill so far from ptofidtefit, thai I& tlM 
importanoe of breaking the death to his miatres^ he hod otniUed CQA 
of those minor f ok^tiS ef fespeot which she always f Igotonsly eUeted. 

It was now mf fl«tt turn to come forward, and Its ddf^rdUtiall^ ax 
if she had bed ittdwd UlS last of the Conqfaerof's Kona&fidy pip^M, 
I tendMsd ft fcat tfi flly^ nhEuse, whlsh ghg taciflr dMliued, «ith ft 
gracioha gestnie ^ tieit^ Hii4 hind. 

<' tf 76U pleasa ttft'uii," sfttd Hufiiphre^, taking caf« tij toitcH his hat, 
and shutting hU heftd 
into the «(tnifcge id Hiai 
I mUdii &df overhear 
him, °' hf'g ft H^B«fc< 
able kind ist geatieinatt 
enough, and connected 
with Bome of the first 
honsea." 

" the genlletnan's I 
nftnie !" 

" To be Wre, Ma'ata, 
the gentletaui om't help 
his i^me," answered 
Hntnphrey, fully awart 
of the peculiar pfeju- 
dices of his ini^bs; 
"bnt it be Huggiria," 

** Shut the dooi'." 

It appeared, on expla- 
nation with the coach- 
man, that he had mis- " nm wtv 00 riiiTnni jibd fare worss" 
taken me for a person ~*' '"' """" ""■■ 
In the employ of the 

optilent firm of Naylor and Co., whose province it "wAb_ to t*»T*l 
throilghout Britain with samples of hfitdware in the bat^ae&t of his 
gig. I did not take the trouble to undeceire hhn, bnt debWfninitig to 
see the end of the affair, I afiected to hope that the lady Woiild chUge 
her mind ; and accordingly I renewed, from time to tithe, ftiy ofifer of 
accommodation, which was always stiffly declined. Aftet k tolA'ably 
long pause on all sides, my expectation was excited by the ^pearMica 
of the "W- ' coach coming through the Binn Oate, the ttiSf public 
vehicle that nsed the road. At sight of the dead hra^e, the driver, 
(the noted Jem Wade) pnlled up — alight^-^and stftndiBg at the 
carriage-door with his hat off, ae if he knew bis cnAtomeF, tflade an 
offer of his services. But Miss Norman, more dignified thftii ever, 
V^Ted bhir ott fnUi her hand. Jem became more preteing, a&d the 
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lady moreHgidi "She derer rode," she condescended to Bay, "in 
pUbtia TeMelea." Jeta entreated agun ; but " she was acclietomed to 
he driven by bet own coachman." It was in vbin thSt in answer hd 
praised the quietness of his team, the safety of his patent boxes, hesides 
promising the atmoat steadiness and sobriety on Ids own port. Miss 
Korman still looked perseveringly at the back of he* coach-box; 
which, on an unlucky asanrance that "he would take aa much care of 
her as of bis own mother," she exchanged for a steady gaze at the dde- 
window, opposite k> the coachman, ta long *S he remained id the pKsence. 

" Bjr yoilt leave, Ha'am," said lttitat>hteyj jputtlng hi^ hand to his 
hat, and keepidg it there, " Mr. Wade be a vwy civil-spolten careful 
fthip, and hia coach loads Vety respectable aooiety. There's Sir 
Tlbcent Ball on the box." 

" If 8i* Vincent Ball chooses to degrade himself, it ie no rule for 
tHe" tetcdted the lady, trithout tiirbing her head; When, lo! Sir 
Tincrat appeared himself, aiid ^otitely endeavouted to persdJlde her 
out of her prejttdiees. -^ 

It Was useless. Hiss 
Nontian'fl ancestora had 
•iis Blid all expressed 
a very dedded opinion 
agahist stage-coaches, by 
aeVi^ gettJflg into one ; 
add "she did not feel 
dis^oted td diagt^ce a 
line longer than com- 
mon, by Hding in any 
cairiage but her own/' 
Sir Vincent bowed and 
tMteiited. Bo did Jeta 
Wade, without howihgj 
(Wrently declaring " he 
i(x>uld nerw do tbti elvil 
filing to the did feni^e 

The stage tattled away "jick's a'men u ris muiA." 

ftt Kb indicant gdlop ; 

and we were left once more to Qiv own resourcefl. By way of passing 
the time, I thrice repeated fiiy 'oSen to the obddtate old m^deO, and 
endured as many rebn£&. I was contemplating a fodrth tlial, trben 
A tighal was made from thfe ctWHi^-window, and Humphrey, hat in 
hand, opened the dooi-. 

" Procure me a poet^chaise." 

"A po-ahiy!" echoed Hdrophrej?, but, like ah Irish echo, with 
some Variatioit ftodi hid l^flnal'-^" Lord hAp yv, Ma'am, there bean't 
tilth i thing to b^ bad ten biUeS tound-^no, not tx love nor money. 
VThJrj bless ye, H he ^^ctioii tiAle, and there bean't coach, cart, nor 
dog-bitfrow, bttt wha(i be gone t* it !"' 



cnai 1 preier. Ana numpnrey— " 

n 

Be lor au — " 
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^' No matter," said the mistress, drawing herself up with an air of 
lofty resignation. " I revoke my order ; for it is far, very far, from 
the kind of riding that I prefer. And Humphrey- 

" Yes, Ma'am.' 

" Another time—' 

« Yes, Ma'am.' 

" Remember once for all — ' 

« Yes, Ma'^am.' 

^' I do not choose to be blest, or the Lord to help me." 

Another pause in our proceedings, during which a company of 
ragged boys, who had been black-berrying, came up, and planted 
themselves, with every symptom of vulgar curiosity, around the 
carriage. Miss Norman had now no single glass through which she 
could look without encountering a group of low-life faces staring at 
her with all their might. Neither could she help hearing some such 
shocking ill-bred remarks as, " Vy don't the frizzle-vigged old Guy 
get into the gemman's drag?" Still the pride of the Normans sus- 
tained her. She seemed to draw a sort of supplementary neck out of 
her bosom, and sat more rigidly erect than ever, occasionally favouring 
the circle, like a mad bull at bay, with a most awful threatening look, 
accompanied ever by the same five words : 

" I CHOOSE to be alone." 

It is easy to 'say choose, but more difficult to have one's choice. 
The blackberry boys chose to remain ; and in reply to each cong£, 
only proved by a general grin how very much teeth are set off to 
advantage by purple mouths. I confess I took pity on the pangs even 
of unwarrantable pride, and urged my proposal again with some 
warmth ; but it was repelled with absolute scorn. 

" Fellow, you are insolent." 

" Quis Deus vult perdere," thought I, and I determined to let her 
take her fate, merely staying to mark the result. After a tedious 
interval, in which her mind had doubtless looked abroad as well as 
inward, it appeared that the rigour of the condition, as to riding only 
in her own carriage, had been somewhat relaxed to meet the exigency 
of the case. A fresh tapping at the window summoned the obsequious 
Humphrey to receive orders. 

'' Present my compliments at the Grove— -and the loan of the chariot 
will be esteemed a favour." _^^ 

" By your leave, Ma'am^ if I may speak^^— " 
' " You may not" 

Humphrey closed the door, but remained for a minute gazing on the 
panel, at a blue arm, with a red carving-kuife in its hand, defending 
a black and white rolling-pin. If. he meditated any expostulation, he 
gave it up, and proceeded to drive away the boys, one of whom was 
astride on the dead Plantagenet, a second grinning through his collar, 
and two more preparing to play at horses with the reins. It seemed a 
strange mode enough that he took to secure the harness, by hanging 
it, collar and all, on his own back and shoulders ; but by an aside to 
me, he explained the mystery, in a grumble. 
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^^ It be no use in the world. I see the charrot set off for Lonnon. 
I shan't go complim^ndng no OroTe. Tse hang about a bit at the 
Creorge, and compliment a pint o' beer." 

Away he went, intending, no doubt, to be fully as good as his word; 
and I found the time grow tedious in his absence. I had ahnost made 
up my mind to follow his example, when hope reTived at the sound of 
wheels ; and up came a tax-cart, carrying four insides, namely, two 
well-grown porkers, Master Bardell the pig-butcher, and his foreman 
Samuel Slark, or, as he was more commonly called, Sam the Sticker. 
They were both a trifle ^' the worse for liquor," if such a phrase might 
honestly be applied to men who were only a little more courageous, 
more generous, and civil and obliging to the fair sex, than their wont 
when perfectly sober. The Sticker, especially — ^in his most temperate 
moments a perfect sky-blue-bodied red-faced, bowing and smirking 
pattern of politeness to females, was now, under the influence of good 
ale, a very Sir Calidore, ready to comfort and succour distressed 
damsels, to fight for them, live or die for them, with as much of the 
cIuTalrous spirit as remains in our times. They inquired, and I 
explained in a few words the lady's dilemma, taking care to forewarn 
them, by relating the issue of my own attempts in her behalf. 

*^ Mayhap you wam't half purlite or pressing enough," observed 
Sam, with a side wink at his master. ^' It an't a bit of a scrape, and 
a ci^ word, as will get a strange lady up into a strange gemman's gig. 
It wants warmth-like, and making on her feel at home. Only let me 
alone with her, for a persuader, and 111 have her up in our cart — ^my 
master's that is to say— afore you can see whether she has feet or 
hoofe." 

In a moment the speaker was at the carriage-door, stroking down 
his sleek forelocks, bowing, and using his utmost eloquence, even to 
the repeating most of his arguments twice over. She would be per- 
fectly safe, he told her, sitting up between him and master, and quite 
pleasant, for the pigs would keep themselves to themselves at the back 
of the cart, and as for the horse, he was nothing but a good one, equal 
to twelve mile an hour — ^with much more to the same purpose. It 
was quite unnecessary for Miss Norman to say she had never ridden in 
a cart with two pigs and two butchers ; and she did not say it. She 
merely turned away her head from the man, to be addressed by the 
master, at the other window, the glass of which she had just let down 
for a little air. *^ A taxed cart. Madam," he said, ^' mayn't be exactly 
the wehide, accustomed to, and so forth ; but thereby, considering 
respective ranks of lifes, why, the more honour done to your humbles, 
which, as I sud afore, will take every care, and observe the respectful ; 
likewise in distancing the two hogs. Whereby, every thing considered, 
namely, necesdty and so forth, I vrill make so bold as hope. Madam, 
excusing more presdng, and the like, and dropping ceremony for the 
time b^ng, you vrill embrace us at once, as you shs^ be most heartily 
wekome ^ and be coni^dered, by your humbles, as a favour besides.". 

H H 
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The middeil drawing-up of the window, m> violently u to shiver the 
{^lass, showed suffideatly in what light Miss Norman viewed Haater 
Bardell's behaviour. It was an unlucky smash, for it aSbrded what 
the tradeeman wonld have cdled '*aii advantageous opening" for 
pouring in a freah Htre&m of eloquence ; and the Sticker, who shrewdly 
estimated the convenience of the bieaoh, came ronnd the back of the 
oaniage, and as junior counsel "followed on the same side." But he 
took nothing by the motion. The lady was invincible, or, as the dis- 
comfited pair mutually agreed, " as h^ for to be eonvineed into a earf, 
as any thing on fonr legs." The blackberry boys had departed, &» 
evening be^n to close 
in, and no Humphrey . 
made his appearance. i 
The bntchei's horse was \ 
on the fret, and his i 
swine gmrohled at the ^ 
delay. The master and \ 
man fell into consulta- ^ 
tion, and favoured me 
afterwards with the 
result, the Stieker hang 
the orator. It was 
man's duty, he said, to 
look after women, pretty 
or ugly, young or old ; 
it was what we all came ^ 
into the world to do, S 
namely, to make our- 5! 
selves comfortable and t 
i^reeable to the Uax sex. 

As for. himself, purtect- " hoiik mr tu buti nantT* rm rum." 

ing females was hia 

nature, and he should never lie easy agin, if so be he left the lady on 
the road ; and providing a female wouldn't he pvrteeted with her own 
five will, she ought to be fbroed to, like any other 'live beast unsensble 
of ItB own good. Them was his sentiments, and hia mastw fbllowed 
'em np. They knowed Miss Norman, name and &me, and was both 
well-known respectable men in their lines, and I might ax about tor 
their characters. Whereby, supposing I approved, they'd have her, 
right and tight, in their cart, afore she felt bMrself respeotfiilly off 
bar legs. 

Bnch wOTO the arguments and the plan of the bull-headed pair. I 
attempted to reason with them, but my consent had clearly been only 
asked as a eompUment. The lady herself hastened the oataatrophe. 
Whether she had overheard the debate, or the amount of lo^ pent-np 
emotion became too overwhelming for its barriete, I know sot, bsf 
Pride gave way to Natmw, and a ^ort hysterie screun pnraeided CnM 
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the carriage. Miss Norman was in fits 1 We contrired to get her 
seated on the step of the vehicle, where the batchers Hapported her, 
firaiung her with their hate, whilst I ran off to a little pool near at 
hand for some cold water. It was the errand only of some four or five 
minutes, hut when I returned, the lady, only half conscioua, had been 
caught up, and there she sate, in the cart, right and tight, between the 
two butchers, instead of the two Salvages, or Griffins, or whatever 
they were, her hereditary supporters. They were already on the 
move. I jumped Into my own ^g, and pnt my horse to his speed ; 
but I had lost my start, and when I came up with them, they were 

already gaUopping into W . Unfortunately her residence was 

at the fortha end of the town, and thither I saw her conveyed, 
straggling in the bright blue, and somewhat greasy, arms of Sam the 
Sticker, screaming in concert with the two swine, and answra^d by 
the shouts of the whole rabblement of the place, who knew Miss 
N<innan quite as well, by right, as " her own carriage i" 



I CANNOT BEAR A GUN. 

" Timidity ii g;eiierall; rectcoDed an Msential attribale of the fdr sex, and thii atwcLrd notioa 
givn riw to more Gdas Ituti, ihut a race Tor the I<eger. Hencs «ci«un> at mice, flit at 
ipiden. fu« at toadi, jampB at liiords, flight! from daddj longlegt, panio at map*, iouim 
guiptut at nght of a gun. Surely, vhea ths militarf eierdio ii madu abnncJi of sdii' 
catiDn at >o maoj ladiea* acadomin, the use of the musket would onljba ajndicioDi step 
funhw in the much of mind. I ihould not dupair, in a moDth'a pracUee, of malung the 
raoit timid Britiih bmale fond of araaU-aiiDI." — HiHtb bv a Cdkhiul, 



It can't be minced, I'm qmte con- 
Mi drUareMofflnm, 

Their feeliii^i line and feminine 
Aie nothing elie but ^ham. 

On all tbeir tricks I need not Gt, 
I'll only mention one. 

How many a Miss will tell jou this, 
"Icannot bear agual" 

There's couain Bell can't "bide the smell 

Of poirdeT — horrid stuff! 
A single pop will make her drop. 

She shudders at a puff. 
My Manton near, with aspen fear 

WUl make her scream and run : 
** It's alwajre so, you brute, you know 

I cuinot bear a gun [* 



About my flask I must not aik, 

I must not wear a belt, 
I tnuBt not take a puaeh to make 

My pelleta, caid or felt ; 
And if I just allude to duat, 

Or speak of number one, 
" I beg youll not— dont talk of shot, 

I cannot bear a gunl" 



Percnasion cap I dare not snap, 

I may not mention Hall, 
Or raise my voice for Mr, Joyce, 

His wadding to recall : 
At Hawker's book I muit not look. 

All shooting I must shun, 
Or else — " It's hard, you're no legaitl, 

I cannot bear a gun I" 
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Hie vCT; dren I *ear no leu Bj futtiui, jeu, or Tel*ete«n, 

Muit tait her timid mind. Her oerTe* are orerdone : 

A Uae or black miut clothe mj btxk, " Oh do not, John, put saiten on, ' 



With iwallow-taila beMnd ; 



I cannot bear a gun I 



Evnlitlle Jameiahe inolw, and blames 

ma Lilliputian train. 
Two indiea each from month to breech, 

And charged with half a grain — 
Hit crackeri stopp'd, his squibbing 
dropp'd. 

He has no fie 17 fun, 
And all thro' her "How dare yon. Sir ? 

I cannot bear a gun !" 



Tet Hqor Hint,— the DeTil'i 

May talk from mom to night, 
Ofapringlng nunes,an4 twmei 1 

And Tolleyt left and right. 
Of Toltigeun and tirailleuri. 

And bullet! by the ton : 
She never dies of fright, or cries 

" I cannot bear a gun I* 

ItM 

A 

Bvt if I talk of morning w 
And shot* at good u hit. 



.'t! 



I must not name the &llen game ; 

She'i in her pool, and crying out, 
"I cannot bear a gun I" 

Yet, underneath the roie, her taeth 

Are fabe, to match her tongne : 

Groute, partridge, haies, she nerer 

Or pheasants, old or young — 
On widgeon, teal, she makes a meal. 

And yet objects to none 1 
" What have I got, it's liill of thotl 

I cannot bear a gun ! ' 

At pigeon-pie she it not shy. 
Her (ABte it never shocks. 

Though tfaeyshould be from Battertea, 
So famous for blue rocki ; 

Yet vrhtn I bring the very thing 
My marlMmanihip hat won. 

She cries " Lock up that horrid cup, 
I cannot bear a gim I" 
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I cumoT Bua k onr. 



Like fool and dunce I gnt ker odcc 

A box at Dnirr Lane, 
And b; her tide I Telt a pride 

I ne'er ibali feel again : 
To read the bill it made ber ill. 

And Ibis eicuae she spua, 
"DerFreyscli&tZiOhiSeveiiBbotslyou 

I cauDot bear a gun I" 

Yet at a bint from Mqor Flint, 

Her very hands she rubs, 
And quickfj dreat in all her beat, 

la off to Wormwood Scrabbt. 
The whole review riie lita it throusii, 

With noiae enough to etun. 
And never winki, or even thiaks, 

" I cannot bear a gnn I" 

She thua may blind the M^or'a nind 

In mock'heroic atrife. 
But let a bout at war bi«ak out. 

And where'a the soldier'a wife, 



To take hii kit w>d aanA « bit 

Beneath a broiling aiM t 
Or will she cry, ■ My imr, g«od byi, 

I canaM bear a §«i I " 

If thus she doats on arm; coate. 

And r^mental cuBe, 
The jeomanry might surely be 

Secure from her rebuffs ; 
But when I doa mj trappinga on. 

To follow Captain Dunn, 
M J carbine's gleam provokes a icream, 

" I cannot bear a gvo." 

It can't be niaced, I'm quite con- 
vinced. 

All eirls are fall of flam. 
Their feelings fi»e, a»d feminine. 

Am ■ o tfc i ag elae but sham ; 
Oa *U dietr Bicka I need not fix, 

I'D only mention one, 
H«w Many a Miai will tell you this, 

" 1 cannot bear a gun ! " 



TRIMMER'S EXERCISE, 

FOR THE DSE OF CHILDREN. 

Hbrs, come, Master "nmothy Todd, 
Before we have done youTJ look grinHnei", 

You've been apelling some time for the rod, 
And your jacket shall know I'm a Trimmer. 

You don't know your A from your B, 
So back'ward you are in your Primer : 

Don't kneel — you shall go on my knee, 
For I'll have you to know I'm a Trimmer, 

This monung you hindei^d the cook, 
By melting your dumps in the akimmer ; 

Instead of attending your book, — 

But I'll have you to know I'm a Trimmer. 



To-day, too, yoa went to the pond. 

And bathed, though you ore not a swimmer ; 
And with parents so doting and fond— 

But I'll hare you to know I^m a Trinuner. 
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After dinner yon went to the wine, 

And help'd yourself — yes, to a brimmer ; 

Yon couldn't walk straight in a line, 

But rU make you to know I'm a Trimmer, 

You kick little Tomkins about. 
Because he is slighter and slimmer ; 

Are the weak to be thump'd by the stout ? 
But 111 have you^to know I'm a Trimmer. 

Then you have a sly pilfering trick. 

Your school-fellows call you the nimmer,— 

I will cut to the bone if you kick ! 
For I'll have you to know I'm a Trimmer. 

To-day you made game at my back: 

You think that my eyes are grown dimmer. 

But I watch'd you, I Ve got a sly knack ! 
And I'll have you to know I'm a Trimmer. 

Don't think that my temper is hot. 
It's never beyond a slow sinmier; 

111 teach you to call me Dame Trot, 

But 111 have you to know I'm a Trinmier. 

Miss Edgeworth, or Mrs. Chapone, 
Might melt to behold your tears glimmer; 

Mrs. Barbauld would let you alone. 
But I'll have you to know I'm a Trimmer. 




LITTLE JACK AMI^ HU TUMMEft. 



SOME ACCOUNT OF WILLUM WHISTON. 

" Tlwl bof ii lUe biathn of P»m— — ."— Jo«ifb Atmuwa. 

" WiLLUlt <wrtiuiily ii fond of whist ! " 

This was an admission drawn, or extracted, aa Cartwright woold 
ta,y, like a doable tooth from the month of William's mother ; an 
wniable and excellent lady, who erer reluctantly confessed foibles in 
hec ftinily, and inyariably endeavoured to exhibit to the world ihe 
Bonny dde of her children. 

There can be no possibility of doubt that William wai fond of whist. 
Ho doted on it> Whist was his first passion — his first love ; and in 
whist he experienced no disappointment. The two were made for 
each other. 

William was one of a large bnncli of children, and he never grew 
np. On his seventh birthday a relation gave him a miniatnre pack 
of cards, and made him a whist -player for life. Our bias dates much 
earlier than some natural philosophers suppose. I remember William, 
ft mere child, being one day William of Orange, and olgecting to a St. 
Miduers becwise it had no pips. 

At school he was a total fiulare ; except in reckomng the odd trickii 
He counted nvUiing by honoun, and the ecboolmaater said of his head. 
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what he has since said occasionally of his hand, that it ^' held literally 
nothing." 

At sixteen, after a long maternal debate between the black and red 
suits, William was articled to an attorney : but instead of becoming a 
respectable land-shark, he played double-dummy with the Common- 
Law clerk, and was discharged on the 6th of November. The principal 
remonstrated with him on a breach of duty, and William imprudently 
answered that he was aware of his duty, like the ace of spades. Mr. 
Bitem immediately banged the door against him, and William, for the 
first time in his life — ^to use his own expression, ^^•got a slam." 

William having served his time, and as he calls it, followed suit for 
five years, was admitted as im attorney, and b^an to play at that 
finessing game, the Law. Short-hand he still studied and practised ; 
though more in parlours than in court. 

William at one period admired Miss Hunt, or Miss Creswick, or 
Miss Hardy, or Miss Reynolds ; a daughter of one of the great card- 
makers, I forget which — and he cut for partners, but without '^ getting 
the Lady." His own explanation waa, that he ^^ vxu diicarded" He 
then paid his addresses to a Scotch girl, a Miss MacNab, but she 
professed reli^os scruples about cards, and he revoked. I have heard 
it said that she expected to match higher ; indeed William used to say 
she ^^ looked over his hand." 

William is short, and likes shorts. He likes nothing of /bn^«, but 
the St. John of them : and he only takes to him^ because that saint is 
partial to a ruhher. Whist seems to influence his face as well as form; 
it is like a knave of clubs. I sometimes fancy whist could not go on 
witho][it William, and certainly William could not go on nfitfiout 
whist. His whole conversation, except on cards, is wool-gathering; 
and on that subject is like wool— -carded. He ^ speaks by the card," 
and never gives equivocation a chance. At the Olympic once he had 
a quarrel with a gentleman about ^ lead of Madame Yee^m or Bfiss 
Sydney : lie was required to give his card, and gave the ^^ Denoe of 
Hearts." This was what he tmned " calling out." 

Of late yearn William only goes out Hke a bad rushlight, eariyish of 
a night, and quits every table 4^t is not oova?ed with green bMse 
with absolute disgust. The fairies love by night to ^^ gambol (m tiie 
grem" and so does William, and he is constantly humming with great 
gusto, 

« Come unto thsM yellow saads. 
And then take hands."" 

« 

The only Treses, by iho wiay, he ever got by heart. He rmver eared 
to {day vuMik with the Muses. They stick, he used to say, at Nine. ' 
WiUiaai «ui sit lengev^^drink lees — say as little — pay or receive as 
jKiidi^««hiiffle as wdl — and cut as deeply as any man on earth. Yon 
nay leave hkm MaUy after dumer, and catch him at breakfitst time 
without alteration of attitude or look. He is a email sta^ne ereoted in 
hononr of wJaoBt, iad like ia<$quenoe, ^ holds his faaad well up." He 
^ MfitflBt to risg the diaiiges on tiurtem oards a long Midsmniiff 



night;' for he doM sot jpiqr at cards — howoritai&UD, tai, eauidering 
the reinms, for very low Tragea. William botct ma pacticnlarij 
Inoky ; but he bears the twoB and threes with aa much eqnanimitf as 
any one, and seems, kortiGtiltarally speaking, to hxn pafted Patience 
upon Whist. I do not know whatiier it ia the &wUy motto, but he 
has npon his seal — with the Qieat Mogvl Ibr a crest— die inscription 
of " Packs in Baiio" , 

William is now gsttiag old (nearly fif^-two), with an asthma ; 
which he says makea him rather " weak in instps." He is preparing 
himself accordingly to " take down hia score," and has made his will, 
bequeathing all'he faia or has not, to a friust dub. Hia fimeral he 
directs to be quite private, and his grayeatone a plain oae, and eape- 
cially " that there be so dierabiins carved theveon, tamramek," — says 
this characteristic doctiment, " that they neVs hold Hononrs." 



THE POX AND THE HEN. 

A FABLS. 

kin; nichiD etimmm, u to lab^sMDBU 1 prefer SoulkaOt to NortheoU. 

Pumoommi 

Onb day, or night, no matter where or wbca. 

Sly It«ynard, like a foot-pad, laid his pad 
Right on the body of a speckled Hen, 
Detenmned upon taking all she had ; 
And like a very bil^r at his bottle, 
Beg^ to draw the cilaret frwn her throtfle ; 
Of course it put Iter ia a pretdy pucker. 
And wtfh a, wnam as high 
As Aa oonld ory, 
She call'd for "HtY Ati had «nou^ of sucker. 

Dame Partlet's scream 
Waked, luckily, Hhe house-dog &om his dream, 
And, widi a. Bxnm mwl 
In answer to th«n)W«( 
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He boimded forth agiunai the prowling Ednntf, 
And, tuuirrited, came to the Fox Dinner. 

Sly Stiytari, heedfbl of the coining doom, 
bought, self-deceired, 
He should not he perceived, 
Hiding his bnah within a neighbouring broom; 
But quite uneonBcious of a Poacher^s anare, 

And caught in copper noose, 

And looking like a goose, 
Found that his fate had "hung nponaMiv,-" 
His tricks and tarns were render'd of no use to lunit 
And, worst of all, he saw old surly Tray) 

Comity to play 

Tray-Denco with him. 

Tray, an old Mastiff hred at Dunstable, 
Xlnd^ his Master, a most special constable, 
Instead of killing Reynard in a fury, 
Seized him for legal trial by a Jury ; 
But Jnries — ^sop was a ^eriff then- 
Consisted of twelve Brutes and not of Ken. 

But first the Elephant sat on the body— 
X mean the Hen — and proved that she was dead. 
To the Teriest fool's head 
Of the Booby and the Koddy. 



Acc(ff^gly, the Stork brought in a bill 
Quite trae enough to kill ,- 
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And then the Owl was coll'd — fco', mark, 

The Owl can witness in the dark. 

To make the eTidence more plun, 

The Lynx connected all the chain. 

In short there waa no quirk or qmbble 

At which a legal Bat could nibble ; 

The Culprit waa as far beyond hope's boondi^ 

As if the Jury had been packed — of hounds. 

Eeynard, however, at the utmost nick, 

la seldom quite devoid of ahifb and trick ; 

Accordingly our cunning Fox, 
Through certain influence, obecnrely channei'd, 
A finendly Camel got into the box, 
When 'gainst his life the Jury waa impanelM. 

Now, in the SiUy Ides such is the law, 

If Jurors ^ould withdraw, 
They are to hare no eating and no drinking, 
Till all are starred into one way of thinking. 

Hins Beynard'a Jurors, who could not ^ree, 
Were lock'd up strictly, without bit or mnmmock, 
Till every Beast that only had one stomach. 
Bent to the Camel, who was blest with three. 
To do diem justice, they debated 
FVom four till ten, while dinner waited. 
When thirst and hunger got the upper, 
And each inclined to mercy, and hot supper : 
" Not guilty " was the word, and Master Fox 
Was freed to murder other hena and cocka. 



MOKAL. 
What moral greets us by this tale's assistance 

But that the Solon is a sorry Solon, 
Who makes the fiill atop of a Uan's existence 

Depend upon a Colon ? 
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THE COMET. 

AN ASTROHOMICAL AllECBOTB, 



« I cannot fill up a blank better tban Trith a sbort history of ibis self-same StarMng.** 

■ BrBtaafB fUmTiUtKrAL Journbt* 

Amongst ^rofessow of astronomy, 
Adepts in the celestial economy, 

The name of H*******fs very often cited; 
And justly so^ for he is hand and glore 
With ev'ry bright intelligence above ; , 
Indeed, it was his custom so to stop, 
Watching the stars upon the house's top, 

That once upon a time he got be-knighied. 

In his observatory thus coquetting 

With Venus — or with Juno gone astray. 
All sublunary matters quite forgetting 
In his flirtations with the winking stars. 
Acting the spy — ^it might be upon Mars — 

A new Andr6 ; 
Or, like a Tom of Coventry, sly peeping, 
At Dian sleeping ; 
. Or ogling thro' his glass 
Some heavenly la^ 
Tripping with pails along the Milky Way; 
Or looking at that Wain of Charles the Martyrs: — 

Thus he was sitting, watchman of the sky, 
When lol a something with a tail of flame 
Made him ezcl^m, 
" My stars!" — ^he always puts that stress on wy— 
" My stars and garters!" 

" A comet, sure as I'm alive! 
A noble one as I should wish to view; 
It can t be Halley's though, that is not due 

Till eighteen thirty-five. 
Magnificent! — ^how fine his fiery trail! 
Zounds! 'tis a pity, though he comes unsought — 
Unask'd — ^unreckon'd, — in no human thought — 

He ought — ^he ought — ^he ought 

To have been caught 
With scientific salt upon his tadi P 

^' I looked no more for it, I do declare, 
Than the Great Bear ! 

As sore as Tycho Brahe is dead. 
It really entered in my head 
No more than Berenice's Hair!" 



TbuB mnsing, Hetiven's Grand Inquiditor 

Sat gadng on the uninvited viuter 

Till John, the Berving-man, came to the apper 

Regions, with " Please your Hononr, come to eupper." 

" Supper ! good John, to-night I shall not sup 
Except on that phenomenon — look upl" 
" Not sup!" cried John, thinking with cooBtemation 
That supping on a ttar must be tforration, 

Or CT^n to batten 
On Ignes Fatui would never fatten. 
His visage seem'd to say, — that very odd ie,— 
Bot still his master the same tune ran on, 
" I can't come down, — go to the parlour, John, 
And say I'm supping with the heavenly bodies." 



" The heavenly bodies!" echoed John, '* Ahem!" 
His mind still fall of famishing alarms, 
" 'Zooka, if your Honour sups with them. 
In helping, somebody must make long arms!" 
He thought his master's stomach was in danger, 
But still in the same tone replied the Knight, 

" Go down, John, go, I have no appetite, 
Say I'm engaged with a celestial stranger."— 
Quoth John, not much an (ait in such affiurs, 
*' 'Wouldn't the stranger take a bit down stursj" 



THE COUBT. 

" No," said the master, smiling, and no wonder. 

At such a blunder, 
" The stranger is not quite the thing yon thinb, 
He wants no meat or drink, 
And one may donbt quite reasonably whether 

He has a mouth. 
Seeing his head and twl are join'd together, 
Behold him, — ^there he is, John, in the South." 

John look'd up wtih hia portentous eyee, 
Each rolling hke a marble in its socket. 
At last the fiery tad-pole spies, 
And, full of Vanxhall reminiscence, cries, 
*' A rare good rocket!" 

"A what! A rocket, John! Far from it! 

What you behold, John, is a comet; 
One of those most eccentric things 

That in all ages 

Have puzzled s^;eB 

And fnghten'd kings ; 
With fear of change that flaming meteor, John, 
Perplexes soTcreigns, throughout its range"— 

*'Do he!" cried John; 

" Well, let him flare on, 
/ haven't got no sovereigns to change ! " 
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THE QUAKERS' CONVERSAZIONE. 



*' Dost thou loTe silencoi deep as that before the \nnds were made? Go not into the 
wilderness ; descend not into the profundities of the earth ; shut not np thy casements ; 
nor pour wax into the cells of thine ears, with little-faith'd| self-mistnisting Ulysses* Retiro 
with me into a Quakers* Meeting.** — ^Ebsats of Eua. 

It may not» or rather it cannot, be generally known, that an attempt 
was made last wmter, by certain influential members of the Society of 
Friends, to establish a Conversazione at Tottenham, a neighbourhood 
especially favoured by that respectable and substantial sect. The idea 
originated with a junior female branch of the opulent family of the 
Mumfords, which has been seated, time out of mind, in the vicinity of 
Bruce Ca^e ; the notion was broached to a select few of the sister* 
hood, during a Sabbath walk homewards from the conventicle: the 
suggestion was relished ; and a conference was called, at which the 
scheme was seriously brought forward, and gravely considered. At 
first there was a little boggling at the proposed title, as savouring, it 
was thought, of Loquacity ; but the objection was dropped, on an 
explanation that although the word implied conversation, no one would 
be bidden to discourse against their own inclination ; nay that even, 
amongst other persuasions, the conversazioni were frequently as distant 
as possible firom a Negro " Talk," or a red Indian " Palaver." Thi^ 
little demur excepted, the plan went on swimmingly, and was finally 
adopted with the subdued hum which, in that quiet-loving conmiunity, 
18 equiyalent to acclamations. A secretary was formally proposed, and 
tacitly chosen unanimously ; being no other than the fair Foundress 
herself, the mild-spoken and meek-eyed Ruth Mumford. A few brief 
rules were then drawn up, and, after no debate, agreed to— some of 
them, considering the constitutional taciturnity of the sect, being suffi- 
ciently superfluous, as guarding against what Bubb Doddington called 
**a multiplicity of talk." For instance, the 9th rule provided, that 
^^ no brother or sister should indulge in rambling irrelevant discourse, 
embracing a profusion of topics, wide of the matter in hand." The 
lOth, that *^ no two or more Friends should disburden themselves of 
speech at one and the same time ;" and the 12th, that ^^no member of 
^18 society shall deliver himself or herself with unreasonable con- 
tinuity, to the prevention of other Friends who might desire to speak 
to the matter." From the list of subjects to be ^^ spoken to " politics 
and polemics were excluded ; but poetry was allowed, or at least 
conniyed at, the excellent example of Bernard Barton and the Hewitts 
having happily relaxed the primitive rigour of that proscription. Be- 
sides, it was well known, between Friends, that several of the younger 
female members, the fair secretary included, occasionally struck, or 
rather, a^ Quakers ought not to strike anything, twanged the lyre, 
jf or the rest, the society was modelled ^f|^r other private literary 

M ^ 
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ftssociationa ; it was to meet twice weekly, visiting the hotises of tiie 
members in rotation, when original essays or papers were to be read, 
and afterwards discussed i provided always, tbat tbey Afforded any 
Debateable Land to make a stand upon, seeing tbat at the end of the 
rules and regulations, a special article earnestly recommended) that in 
the selection of subjects all such topics should be avoided *^ as might 
lead to differences of opinion amongst the brethren*'^ 
; Such was — ^for it is defunct — ^the Tottenham fViends* Oonversanone; 
of whose existence I became aware but by accident. It was my good 
fortune, till lately, to live next door to a family of Quakers, and to 
make acquaintance with the eldest daughter, a young lively maiden 
just wearing out the last of her teens. I am afraid in the austere 
brown eyes of her parents she was not strietly considered as the flower 
of their flock, being a sort of nonconformist among nonconformists, at 
was especially to be seen in comparing her with her younger ristefS, 
who seemed to have been brought up, or stuck up, under the most 
starched discipline. Instead of their plain close oaps,-^mere oasts of 
their skulls teiken in muslin, — she wore an airy fanoiful stmoture of 
blonde and white ribbon, that a Parisian woman might have put on-^ 
at least of a morning. In lieu of their sleek mohair braids, her auburn 
ringlets flowed down her neck in all the " Unloveliness of Love-locks.** 
To her star-like hazel eyes she allowed a little planetary liberlv ot 
circulation ; whereas it seemed the object of the others, to ke^ thdv 
demure brown orbs as immoveable in their feces, as bad hall^Miioo 
nailed to counters. Instead of screwing up her lipS, as' if she had 
just come, minus a masticator, out of Cartwright's into an east wind, 
she sometimes gave her ivory teeth an airing, by smiling at some inno- 
cent fancy, to which she would give utterance, without trying to send 
her clear sweet voice, by a New North-West Passage, thiini^ b«r 
nose. As for her figure, it was none of those shapes which haw no 
shape, and may be swaddled up without detriment in dingy drabs, 
olives, slates, aud snuffy browns, — shapes which nature market on her 
basin-pudding days, instead of using her best jelly-moulds— shapes 
like the bonnet-shapes which balance baskets of live macikereL To 
see the symmetrical Rachel standing near eith^ of her sistev% yoti 
would think you beheld (borrowing a local image) Tottenham HIgli 
Cross, beside the Waithman Obelisk. Accordingly, the orthodox 
warp of her glossy satin was always shot with a woof of some one of 
those gayer prismatic tints, to wear which is reckoned, atnong tb* 
severer Foxites, " a profanation of the Rainbow, deserving a ieeond 
deluge." As will be seen hereafter, she put a little blue into her super* 
fine silken hose ; sometimes I even fancied that I detected a iiiiKe ti 
the more fleshy pink — in short, she was a Quakeress, bat not w Mm 
sad-br6wn sort— only a brunette. 

"With the old Friends, her parents, I cannot boast ftat I was •?«■ 
on speaking terms ; but with the lovely and lively Raohdi my acquaint- 
ance had ripened even to the calling her by her Ohristian name ; and 
the reciprocation of her thou and thee, to which I waa led, noi MB a 
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^terUta, buf ttam learning, in 107 French and Oermwi Oranmun^ 
thai itte nse of the Becpnd peraon mngular wu an Mpwiol tok«a of 
iMUtOMy uu) aSeo- 
Hm. In this mt 
fi^bomly inter- 
MUTH, k system of 
muttiri Mwommodit- 
tion sprang np be- 
tween Ui, not by 
Ulli, but by ho6k»} 
for which she drew 
DpoQ me by pretty 
little notes of hand, 
th at I duly h onoured, 
making them pay>' 
able oTer the baok 
garden will. Dnw- 
ings and plsoH of 
new tnano were 
equally Mgotlable. 
If I remembarright* 
I7, it wu in ntarn 
for Moon's MbIO' 
dies — the exehwngo 
at the time belnfl 
sgunst mft— that I wodTed " Fox's Martyrs." It was rather a pon- 
derous toma for a loTBT of light reading ; and if St. Swithhi's FestiTal 
had not fallen on % yery wet Snnday in the conntnr, I might never 
have opened its leaves, — if indeed they did not opett of themseWes, — thus 
letting UU certain MBS. intrusted to their custody, and which I now 
proceed to make public. In a new edition of the " Cnrionties of 
Zdteratore " they would deserve a distingaislied place. 



MINUTES OF THE TOTTENHAM FRIENDB' CONVER- 
SAZIONE; 

EsTABLtHBED with ft view to sober, Intellectdftl, and Literary 
osbendings. Kow first held, namely, on the fourteenth day of tho 
deventh month, one thonmnd eight hundred thirty and four. Brother 
If nmferd, the Father of the present humble Pen, in the chair. 

A most powerful and worthy setting forth, both in regard of numbns 
ud onr proceedings. S^rstly, a wo^ in season ttom Friend Oliver. 
Beeondly, a draft of the rales. Thirdly, an opening poem j medi- 
tation thweon until the tenth hour, when onr ntting was completed. 
Htaj congratolatiMis between the brethren on the order, quiet, and 

HK 3 
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decency thereof; myself, as its hnmble fijnnder, veiy joyottBly elevated 
— ^ren unto the shedding of tears. 

17. Some awkwardness on this night, arising out of the preeen- 
tation of oine several Negroes' Complaints to be read forth. Prece- 
dence yielded nnto Sister Skeldrum's complaint, in respect of her being 
80 ancient, namely, three-score and ten. After which, Sister Panyer's 
was gone through, detaining na nearband mitil our hour of dissolution. 
Friend Black in the chair. 

21. The Negro Complaints resumed, whereof three more were 
gotten over. Sister Fagg kindly taking turn about with me in the deli- 
verance thereof. Friend Thome ia ^e chair. 

24. A spare meeting. 
The Negro Compliunts 
bronght to an end, save 
one; Sister Rumble con- 
senting, on much persna- 
^on, to reserve the Sorrows 
of Sambo for the Aboli- 
tion Anniversary. Friend 
Woolley in the chair. 

28. Friend Greathead 
read forth an original pa- 
per on the Manners of the 
Bexv&ts. Much meditation 
thereon. Friend Stillfox 
in the chcur. 

1-12. Friend Seagrave 
in the chair. Sister Meek- 
ing read forth her Essay 
on Silence, but in bo hum- 
ble a tone, that little there- 
of was taken invrard at our 

ears. No debate thereon. " "*" """ '" mockeby or woe. 

Dorcas Fysche, a visiter, 

craved to know whether Friends, not being members, were permitted 
to speak on the subject, and vras replied to in the affirmative. Where- 
upon she held her peace. 

6. Sister Knight read forth a self-composed addressing of herself 
nnto Sleep. To which no objectbn was made by any present. Friend 
Knapp in the chair. 

8. On this night I plucked up courage, and essayed to read forth 
mine ovra Stanza? on Univeraal Love ; but my voice failing me in 
the midst, it was completely finished for me by Friend Thickoesse, 
who did prarersely continue to pronounce Jetet instead of Deter, 
whereof came absurdity. Above all, in the lino which singeth, — 
" Descend ye Dews on this my Head." And again, — " Ye painted 
Flies that suck the Devra." 

12. No other member being prepared with originally, Sistcor 
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Bumble read forth her Sorrotrs of Sambo. Much silent comment 
thereon. Brother Kersey in the chlur, who shamefully saffered him- 
self to be anrprised with sleep. 

16. No lecturing, and, by course, no debate; only meditation. A. 
call made to order ag^nst Friend Dilly, who was in the chiur, for 
nntimeliness in asking the price of Axglo-Mexicans at a quarter before 
ten. 

19. ^ster Fetterlock being a visiter in expectancy, every one con- 
fined themselves unto Newgate. Several of the brethren declared 
their convictions. Friend Roper la the chiur. 

22. No lecturing. Sister Rumble distributed Sambo's Sorrows 
amongst us, one nnto each ; the which she had caused to be imprinted 
at her own risk and cost. Friend Boulter was the chair. 

26. No lecturing. It pleased our worthy Brother Upham, at his 
House of "Welcome, to 
spread before ns tho 
creature comforts most 
abundantly, with a great 
outpouring of the forngn 
luxury, which is called 
Champagn^; the which 
was greatly discussed; 
and Brother Uphom 
thereafter rebuked fox ' 
the same, for that it waa 
not of the kind which ' 
isstilL 

29. Friend Stock read 
fiirth a narrative of his 
own Ufe and Personal 
Adventures, the which 
held ns for half an hour. 
Some debate touching 
the imprinting of the 
same, at the cost of the 
Society, in the shape of 
» Tract; which was ' 

agreed to, but put off 

at the instance of Friend Stock himself, m order to give him time to 
live into the shape of a pamphlet. Friend Smallbones went through 
the chair. 

2-1-35. No assembly, by reason of the outrageous wind and hail, 
excepting Sister Bumble, with a new ori^nal poem, called "The 
Moral Qipsy." The which she did read forth from the chur to my 
humble adf and family, and our serving-mnn, Smon Dnnny. 

6. Friend Broadbent read forth, in part, an Essay on Innocent 
Jocularity ; the which, in sundry passages, provoked dissentients, as 
tending to a defence of levity. A ^ff debate thereon, in which 



•llthebrethFenwwetigTeatbletoceiiniT*. Qroat murrinmi »i Fvund 
Sexton in hia wbuking, Hiyjpg, " CJhrirtiw gmvj" iatwd of graTity 
by a slip of the tongue. 

9. The remuiiB of Innocent 
Joculwitr brought on agiun 
in « decidedly gFave way, and, 
nothing saTonring of offendve. 
Followed with silenoe. 

13. There were not m&- 
cient frieuda to make a sittingi 
Mid no chair. 

ja. At Sister Rnmble'i, by 
conrae of rotation* No t^ier 
metaher prevent, wt» imne 
own self, as by duty bound. 
A deplorable falling away 
from tiie cause. Whereof more 
hereaftw. 



' The Reoord here brmki off. The society probably ^d pot proceed 
farther, bnt died on the apot, of a oomplication of Innocent Joculartty 
and Sister Bumble, ud WM baried tacitly, wtth the hir Hnth Hunt- 
ford for its ohief mourneTi The other papere are In Terse, and a 
reading of thont will eertainly periuade the reviewers that they went 
premature ]n applyinatho awlgiialdon of "ftoaker Poetry" to fbt* 
gone lays and lyriet. The Srrt js a genuine brown study after natnre; 
tU Mpoad ft hint how Feago onght wrt to be proclaimed. 

SONNET. .J 



How sweet thus clad, in Autumn's mellew Tom» 
With acrioas Eye, the russet Scene to view I 
No Verduve decks the Forest, save alcu^ 
The sad green Holly, and the oUve Yew. 
The Skies, no longer of a garish Blue, 
Subdued to Dove-like l^ntq, and toft as Wool, 
Reflected show their slaty Shades anew 
In tlie drab Waters of the clayey Pool. 
Meanwhile yoa Cottage Maiden weuda to Sehoo), 
In Garb ef Oliooolate »o neatly dreat, 
And Bonn«t puc^. fit olyeei for tiie Tool, 
And chasten'd Pigments, of vur Brother Wcit j 
Yea, all n silent, sober, oalra, and cool, 
8aTe gau^ Bobia irith Itis criouaa Bveaai, 
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LINES 

ON THB CELEBRATION OF PEACE. 
BY DORCAS DOTS. 



And is it thus ye welcome Peace ! 

From Moutks of forty-poundiog Bores ? 
Oh cease, exploding Camions, cease 1 

Lest Peaoe^ affirighted, shun our shores ! 

Not so the quiet Queen should come ; 

But like a Nurse to still our Fears, 
With Shoes of List, demurely dumh. 

And Wool or Cotton in her Ears ! 

She asks for no triumphal Arch ; 

No Steeples for thmr ropy Tongues ; 
Down, Drumsticks, down. She needs no March, 

Or blasted Trumps from brazen Lungs. 

She wants no Noise of mobbing Throats 
To tell that She is drawing nigh : 

Why this Parade of scarlet Coats, 
When War has dosed his-bloodshot Eye 7 

Returning to Domestic Loves, 

When War has ceased with all its Ills, 

Captains should come like sucking Doves, 
With Olive Branches in their Bills. 

No need there is of vulgar l^out, 

Bells, Cannons, Trumpets, Fife, and Drum. 
And Soldiers marching sJl about. 

To let Us know that Peace is come. 

Oh mild should be the Signs and meek. 
Sweet Peace's Advent to proclaim ! 

Silence her noiseless Foot should speak^ 
And Echo should repeat the same* 

Lo ! where tho Sddiw walks, alas ! 

With Scara recdved on foreign Grotinda ; 
Shall we consume in oolo«ured Glass 

The Oil thai should be pouir'd in WouKb I 
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The bleeding Gaps of War to close, 
WiU whizzing Rocket-Flight avail ? 

Will SqnibB enliven Orphans' Woea ? 
Or Crackers cheer the Widow's Tala ? 



SKETCHES ON THE ROAD. 

THE HORNINO OAI.L. 

I CANNOT conceive any prospect more agreeable to a weaiy travdler 
than the approach to Bedfordshire. Each valley remind him of 
Sleepy Hollow, the £eccy clouds seem like blankets, the lakes and 
ponds are clean sheets ; the setting sun looks like a warming-pan. 
He dreams of dreams to come. His travelling-cap transforms to a 
night-c^, the coach lining feels softlier sqnabbed ; the guard's horn 
plays "Lullaby." Every flower by the road-side is a poppy. Each 
jolt of the coat^ is but a drowsy stumble up stairs. The lady opporate 
is the chamber-miud ; the geatieman beude her is Boots. He slides 
into imaginary slippers ; he winks and nods firtingly at Sleq), SO 
soon to be his own. Although the wheels may be rattling into vigilant 
Wakefield, it appears to him to be sleepy Ware, with its great Bed, a 
whole Comity of Down, spread " all before him where to choose his 
place of rest." 

It was in a rimilar mood, after a long dusty droughty dog-day's 
journey, that I entered the Dolphin, at Bedhampton. I nodded in at 
Hie door, winked at the lights, blinked at the company in the coflee- 
room, yawned for a glass of negns, swallowed it with my eyes ahnt, 
as though it had been " a pint of nappy," Borrendered my boots, 
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clntclied a candlestick, and blundered, sUpshod, np the stairs to 
nnmber nine. 

Blessed be the man, sa3rs Sancbo Panza, who first invented sleep : 
and blessed be heaven that he did not take out a patent, and keep his 
discovery to himself. My clothes dropped off me : I saw through a 
drowsy haze the likeness of a four-poster : *^ Great Nature^s second 
course" was spread before me ; — and I fell to without a long grace ! 

Here's a body — ^there's a bed ! 
There^s a pillow — here's a head ! 
There^s a curtain — ^here's a light ! 
There's a puff — and so Good Night i 

It would have been gross improvidence to waste more words on the 
occasion ; for I was to be roused up again at four o'clock the next 
morning, to proceed by the early coach. I determined, therefore, to 
do as much sleep within the interval as I could ; and in a minute, 
short measure, I was with that mandarin, Morpheus, in his Land 
of Nod. 

How intensely we sleep when we are fatigued ! Some as sound as 
tops, others as hst as churches. For my own part I must have slept 
as fast as a Cathedral, — as fast as Young Rapid wished his £Either to 
dumber : — ^nay as fast as the French veteran who dreams over again 
the whole Russian campaign while dozing in his sentry-box. I must 
ha^e slept as fiast as a fast post-coach in my four-poster— or rather I 
must have slept *^ like winUn," for I seemed hardly to have dosed my 
eyes, when a voice cried *^ Sleep no more I", 

It was that of Boots, calling and knocking at the door, whilst 
through the keyhole a ray of candlelight darted into my chamber. 

** Who's there ?" 
^ ^* It's me, your honour, I humbly ax pardon— but somehow Fve 
oversleeped myself, and the coach be gone by 1" 

** The devil it is ! — ^then I have lost my place !'* 

*^ No, not exactly, your honour. She stops a bit at the Dragon, 
t'other end o' the town ; and if your honour wouldn't object to a bit 
of a run—" 

** That's enough — come in. Put down the light — and take up that 
bag — my coat over your arm — ^and waistcoat with it— and that 
cravat.' 

Boots acted according to orders. I jumped out of bed — ^pocketed 
my nightcap— screwed on my stockings — ^plunged into my trowsers— 
rammed my feet into wrong right and left boots — ^tumbled down the 
back stairs — ^burst through a door, and found myself in the firesh air 
of the stable-yard, holding a lantern, which, in sheer haste, or spleen^ 
I pitched into the horsepond. Then began the race, during which I 
completed my toilet, running and firing a verbal volley at Boots, as 
often as I could spare breath for one. 

^* And you caU this waking me np— for the coach. My waist- 



«oail— ^Vlif I ooold wake myself— too Ute— without baing otSai, 
Kow my cravat — and be hanged to yon ! — Confonnd that Btose — 
and give me my ooat. A nice road — for a run 1 — I aappose yon keep 
it— <ai porpose. How many gentlemen— -may you do a veek t-~~ni 
tall yon wbat. If I— ma — a foot— -further— " 

I panted (ot wind } wUIe Boots had stopped of bis own aoooid. 
We had turned a oornei into a small square ; and on the of^rasite 
side, certainly stood an inn with the sign of the Dragon, but without 
any sign of a coach at the door. Boots stood beside me, aghast, and 
surveying the house from the top to the bottom ; not a wreath of 
smoke came from a chimney ; the curtains were dosed over every 
vrindow, and the door was closed and shuttered. I oould hardly con- 
tain my indignation when I looked at the infernal somnolent visage of 
the fellow, hardly yet broad awake— be kept rubbing his Uadt-tead 
eyes wltb his hands, as if he would have rubbed them oni. 

" Yes,' you may well look — you have overslept yourself with a 
vengeanoe. The coach must have passed an hour ago— and th^ 
have all gone to bed again I " 

"Xo, there be no coach, sure enough," soliloquised Boots, dowly 
niidDg his ^et from the road, wbere he had be^ seanhing fbr the 
tiaok of ree^t wheds, and fixing them with a deprecating expnmim 
on my fece. " No, there's no coach — I ax a thonsand paid<»St year 
honour— bnt yon see, sir, what with wMting on her, and tallcing en 
her, and ezpMting on her, and giving notioe on her, evwy night of my 
lil^ your hononv— why I sometames dreams on ber>— and thafa Mm 
Mse as is now 1" 



THE LAMENT OP TOBY, 



" A. UUle l«an)n( ii & d*qM«M tUng."-nPoF» 



BiATT dij t ob day of woe | 

To miterj a poiUTi 
Why wM I ever furow'd — why 

Not ipitted for > router f 

In thii world, pl^ ■• well M tneo, 
Mast dance to roitwM^ fiddling*. 

Bat mult I give the clHriei up. 
For barlej-oeBl and middlinga 7 

or what avul that I coald spelt 
And read, juit like mj better*, 

IT I rnnRl come to tbii at lust, 
To litten, not to leiten? 

O, why are pigs made Kholor* of? 

It baffles mj dUceniinR, 
What nukiiis, frj, and coitteTlingt, 

Can niTe to do with leanung. 



AIh I my leamlnr once drew cub, 
Bnt publie fame s unliable. 

So I miwt turn a pig agiun, 
AwthUeafbr the table, 

To leave my literary line 
My ejTM (ret red and leaky i 

But Giblett doesn't want me ilae. 
But red and white, and streaky. 

Old Mulllns used to cultivate 
My learning like a gard'ner t 

But Giblett only thinks of lard. 
And not of Doctor Lardoet ! 

He does not cure about my brun 
The value of two coppers, 

All that he thinks about my head 
Is, how I'm off for choppen. 



THE LAHBHT OF TOBT. 



Of all mj literary kin 
A iuewell must be taken, 

Good bye to the poetic Ho^ 1 
The philosophic Bacon ! 

Day after day my leMona fade. 
My intellect get« muddy ; 

A trough I have, and not a desk, 
A sty — and not a study 1 

Another little month, and tb^n 
My progress ends, like Banyan's ; 

The seven saj^es that I loved 
Will be cbopp'd up with onions ! 

Then over head and ears in brine 
They'll souse me, like a salmon, 
Mr mathematics tum'd to brawn. 



ii°' 



Uy Hebrew will all retrograde. 
Now I'm put up to htten ; 

MrGreek, it will all go to grease ; 
The J3ogi will hate my Latin 1 

Farewell to Oxrord !— and to Bliss 1 
To Mihnan, Crowe, and Glouop,— 



I DOW muat be content with chali. 
Instead of learned gossip 1 

Farewell to "Townl" farewell to 
"Gownl" 

I've quite outgrown the latter,— 
Instead of l^enuier-cap my head 

Vm soon be in a phttter I 

O why did I at Brazen-Nose 
Rout up the roots of fcoowledge? 

A butcher that can't read will kiil 
A pig that's been to college 1 

For sorrow I could stick myself. 
But consdence is a clasber ; 

A thing that would be rash in man, 
In me would be a rasher I 

One thing I ask— when I am dead. 
And pant the Stygian ditches— 

And that is, let my schoolmaster 
Have one of my two flitches : 

'Twas he who taught my letters »o 
I ne'er mistook or miis d 'em, 

Simplv by riaptig at the nose, 
According to Befft system. 
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TO A BAD RIDER. 



Why, Mr. Rider, why 

Your nag so ill indorse) man 7 
To make obaerTors ay, 

You're mounted, but no horseman ? 



With elbows out so far, 

Hiis thought you can't debar n 
Though no Dragoon— Hussar— 

You're surely of the army 1 



I hope to turn M. P. 

You have not any notion. 
So awkward you would be 

At " secoadiug a motion 1" 



MY SON AND HEIR. 



To place Bboy — the how and wheW— 
It U the plogae of parent-kind J 



She doei not hiot the ilighteit plan. 
Nor viutt indeDturei to endone ; 
Whether to tund him to a man, — 
Or, like" 



What line to choo)e of likely riie^ 
To Bomediing in the Stocks at last, — 
" Fut bind, hit find," the prorerb 

criei, 
I find I cannot bind ao fut I 



A Stateamu) June* can never be ; 
A Tailor?— there 1 onlj learn 
HU chief cancern is cloth, and he 
Is always cutting hii concern. 



A Seedsman? — Fd not faaTe him so i 
A Grocer's plum night disappoint) 
A Butcher ?— no, not that — altboiwh 
I hear " the timet are out of jointl^ 



Too many of all trftdei there be, 
lake Peiflars, each hat such a pack; 
' A merchant selling coals ?— we mc 
The buyer send ta cellar back. 



A Hardware dealer? — that might 
plraae, 

But if his trade's foundation lean* 
On spikes and nails, he won't have 

When be retiret upon hia meam. 

riu. 
A Soldierf— iherahehaanotnerTcat 
A 8«ilor Mldon lays up pelf : 
A Baker ? — no, a baker serves 
His customer before bimtelf. 



itT soit iim HSiB.' 



bruMT of hair ?— that'i not the »ott { 
A joiner jan with hu desire— 
A. ChuTcntnui f — Junei is very ihort, 
And cannot to a church aspire. 



A Paper-maker 7 — come he miut 
To ran berore he lelU a sheets 
A Miller 7— all hit toil ii just 
To make a meal — be does not eat I 



A Lawyer ?— thaf* a hardiih term I A Cumer ?— that by fatour goea— 

A PuWishef might gi»B him eaw, AChftndlergivei.megreatmi8givmg— 

If ha could into Longman's firm, *" Undertaker 7— one of those 

Juit plunge at once " in mediaa Bee*." That do not hope to get their hvmgl 



A .bop for pot. and pan, and cup, IT'™ Golden Bail. P-I like them 

A"tMd«t^*T^ V^""' '^''■'"' ' An ^ctioneer I ne«r did- 

A Builder ninning house, up, ^^ ^.^^^^ ^f ^,^^i,^ ^ 

Heir g»n. »re .tones-may be Ucs ! q^j j „ do a. he is bidl 



A Coppersmith I can't 
Nor petty Uiber A, B, C^ng; 
A Publican no father sure. 
Would be the au^or of hi. being I 



A Broker watching fail and rise 
or Stock ?— I'd ra Aer deal in stone,— 
A Printer? — there his toils compiiM 
Another's work beside his own. 
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xvn. XIX. 

A Coop«t ?— neither I nor Jem A Glazier ? — what if he ihould inush t 



Have anj ta*te or turn for that,-^ A Crispin he shall not be mftde- 

A Kah retailer ? — but with him, A Grazier may he I" "- 

One part of trade la always flat. Although he driveB 



APainter? — long he would not live,-~ Well, Bomething must he done! to loo 

An Artist's a precarioua caSt — On all mj little works aroiuid— 

In trade Apotiiecaries give, James is too big a boj, tike book. 

But Tery seldom take, a drai^ht. To leave npoo the ihelf unbound. 



But whet to do P — my templet ache 
From evenii^'s dew till morning's pearl. 
What course to take my boy to miikfr— 
Oh could I moke my boy— a ^1 1 
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LITERARY REMINISCENCES. 

No. IV. 



** And are ye sure the news is true? 

And are ye sure he*s weel?" — Old Scotch Song. 



The great Doctor Johnson — himself a sufferer — has patbeticaUj 
described, in an essay on the miseries of an infirm constitution, the 
melancholy case of an Invalid, with a willing mind in a weak body. 
*^ The time of such a man," he says, ^^ is spent in forming schemes 
which a change of wind prevents him from executing; his powers 
fume away in projects and in hope, and the day of action never arrives. 
He lies down delighted with the thoughts of to-morrow; but in the 
night the skies are overcast ; the temper of the air is changed ; he 
wakes in languor, impatience, and distraction ; and has no longer any 
wish but for ease, nor any attention but for misery." In short the 
Rambler describes the whole race of Valetudinarians as a sort of great 
Bitumen Company, paving a certain nameless place, as some of the 
Asphalticals have paved Oxford Street, with not very durable good 
intentions. In a word, your Invalid promises like a Hogmy, and 
performs like a Pigmy. 

To a hale hearty man, a perfect picture of health in an oaken frame, 
such abortions seem sufficiently imaccountable. A great hulking 
fellow, revelling as De Quincey used emphatically to say, '^ in rude 
BoviKB health," — a voracious human animal, camel-stomached and 
iron-built, who could all but devour and digest himself like a Kilkenny 
cat,— can neither sympathise with nor understand those frequent 
failures and down-breakings which happen to beings not so fortunately 
gifted with indelicate constitutions. Such a half-horse half-alligator 
monster cannot judge, like a Puny Judge, of a case of feebleness. The 
broad-chested cannot allow for the narrow-breasted; the robust for 
the no-bust. Nevertheless, even the stalwart may sometimes fall 
egregioualy short of their own designs — aa witness a case in point. 

Amongst my fellow passengers, on a late sea-voyage, there was one 
who attracted my especial attention. A glance at his face, another at 
his figure, a third at his costume, and a fourth at his paraphernalia^ 
sufficed to detect his country : by his light hair, nubbly features, heavy 
frame, odd-coloured dressing-gown, and the national meerschaum and 
gaudy tobacco-bag, he was undeniably a German. But^ besides the 
everlasting pipe, he was provided vrith a sketching apparatus, an 
ample note book, a gun, and a telescope ; the whole being placed 
ready for inmiediate use. He had predetermined, no doubt, to record 
his German sentiments on first making acquaintance vrith the German 
Ocean; to sketch the picturesque craft he might encounter on its 
jjmrfiEuse ; to shoot his first sea-gull ; and to catch a first glimpse of thot 
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shores of Albion, beyond the reach of the naked ' eye. But alas ! all 
these intentions fell — ^if one may correctly say so with only sky and 
water — to the ground. He ate nothing — drank nothing — smoked 
nothing — drew nothing— wrote nothing— shot nothing — spied nothing 
— nay, he merely stared, but replied nothing to my friendly inquiry 
(I am ill at the German tongue and its pronunciation) '^ Wie befinden 
seasick?" 

. Now, my own case, gentle reader^ has been precisely akin to that 
of our unfortunate Cousin German. Like him I have promised much, 
projected still more, and dene little. Like him, too, I have been a 
sick man, though not at sea, but on shore — and in excuse of all thai 
has been left undone, or delayed, with other Performers, when they 
do not perform, I must profivr the old theatrical plea of indisposition. 
As the Rambler describes, I have erected schemes which haye been 
blown down by an ill wind ; I have formed plans, and been weather* 
beaten, like another Murphy, by a change in the weather. For 
instance, the Comic Annual for ^1839 ought properly to have been 
published some forty days earlier ; but was obliged, as it were, to 
perform quarantine, for want of a^ clean Bill of Health. Thus, too, the 
patron of the present Work who has taken the trouble to peruse 
certain chapters under the title of Literary Reminiscences, will doubt- 
less have compared the tone of them with an Apology in Number Six, 
wherein, declining any attempt at an Auto-biography, a promise was 
made of giving such anecdotes as a bad memory and a bad hearing 
might have retained of my literary Mends and acquaintance. Hitherto, 
however, the Iragments in question have only presented desultory 
glimpses of a goose quill still in its green-gosling-hood, instead of any 
recoUedioBS of ** celebrated pens." The truth is that my malady 
fbroed me to temporise :«-— wherefoie the kind reader will be pleased to 
consider the aforesaid chapters but as so many ^^ false starts," and that 
Memory has only now got away, to make play as well as she can. 

Whilst I am thus closeted in the Confessional, it may be as weU, aa 
the Pelican said, to make a clean breast of it, and at once plead guilty 
to aU those counts— *and some from long-*standing have, become very 
Old Baily oounts— that haunt my conscience. The most numeroui 
of these crimes relate to letters that would not, oould not, oat at least 
did not answer. Others refer to the receipt of books, and as an 
example of their heinousness it misgives me that I was favoured with 
a little volume by W. and M. Howitt, without ev^ telling them 
Aofo-tV pleased me. A few offences, concern engagements which it wl» 
impossible to f^ilfil, although doubly bound by principle and interest. 
Seriously I have perforce been guilty of many, many, and still many 
sins of omission : but Hope, reviving with my strength, promises, 
granting me lifb, to redeem all such pledges. In the mean time, ia 
extenuation, I can only plead paiFticnIarly that deprecation which is 
offered up, in behalf of all Christian defaidters every Sunday, — ** We 
have left undone those things which we ought to bave done^-^iliuf 

tk$r^ is no UuAhTjn in f^," 



AtTEBART RSmNlSCBKCES. 547 

-It is pleasant after a match at Chess, partioalariy if wo have won, t6 
try hack, and reconsider those important moves which hare had a 
decisive influence on the result. It is still more interesting, in the 
game of Life, to recal the critical positions which have occurred daring 
its progress, and review the false or judicious steps that have led to our 
subsequent good or ill fortune. There is, however, this difierence, that 
chess is a matter of pure skill and calculation, whereas, the chequered 
board of human life is subject to the caprice of Chance— the event 
being sometimes determined by combinations which never entered into 
the mind of the player *. To such an accident it is perhaps attribute 
able that tlie hand now tracing these reminiscences is holding a pen 
instead of an etching-point; jotting down these prose pleasures of 
memory, in lieu of furnishing articles ^^ plated-on-steel," for the pic* 
torial periodicals. 

It will be remembered that my mental constitution, however weak 
my physical one, Was proof against that type-us fever which parches 
most scribblers till they are set up, done up, and may-be, cut-up, in 
print and boards. Perhaps I had read, and trembled at the melan- 
choly annals of those unfortunates who, rashly undertaking to write 
for bread, had poisoned themselves, like Ciiatterton, for want of it, or 
choked themselves, like Otway, on obtaining it. Possibly, having 
learned to think humbly of myself — ^there is nothing like early sick- 
ness and sorrow for " taking the conceit " out of one — my vanity did 
not presume to think, with certain juvenile Tracticians, that I ^^ had a 
call" to hold forth in print for the edification of mankind. Perchance, 
the very deep reverence my reading had led me to entertain for our 
Bards and Sages, deterred me from thrusting myself into the fellowship 
of Beings that seemed only a little lower than the angels. However, 
in spite of l^at very common excuse for publication, ^' the advice of a 
friend," who seriously recommended th6 submitting of my MSS. to a 
literary authority, with a view to his imprimatur, my slight acquaintance 
with the press was pushed no farther. On the contrary, I had selected 
a branch of the Fine Arts for my serious pursuit. Prudence, the 
daughter of Wisdom, whispering perhaps, that the engraver, Pye, had 
a better chanee of a beefsteak inside, than Pye the Laureate ; not that 
the verse-spinning was quite given up. Though working in aqua 
/ortU, 1 still played with Castaly, now writing — ^all monkeys are 
imitators, and all young authors are monkeys — now writing a Bandit, 
to match the Corsair, and anon, hatching a Lalla Crow, by way of 
companion to Lalla Rookh. Moreover, about this time, I became a 
member of a private select Literary Society, (alluded to at page 97 
of the present work) that ^^ waited on Ladies and Ckntlemen at their 
own houses." Our Minerva, allegorically speaking, was a motley 
personage, in blue stockings, a flounced gown, quaker cap, and kerchief, 

* To borrow an example from fiction, there is that slave of circumstances, Oliver 
Twist. There are few authors whom one would care to see running two heats with the 
same horse. It is intended therefore as a compliment, that I wish Boz would re-write 
the history in question from page 122, supposing his hero not to have m^t wi()^ t|^$ Afl(\\ 
podger oa bit ro«d to seek his fortune. 

v^2 
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French flowers^ and a man's hat. She held a fiui in one hand, and a 
Uo^ipe in the other. Her yotaries were of hoth sexes, old and 
yonng, married and single, assenters, dissenters. High Church, Low 
Chnrch, No Church ; Doctors in Physics, and Apothecaries in Meta- 
physics ; dabhlers in Logic, Chemistry, Casuistry, Sophistry, natural 
and unnatural History, Phrenology, Geology, Conchology, Demo-> 
nology ; in short, all kinds of Colledgy-Knowledgy-Ology, including 
^^ Cakeology," and tea and co£Pee. Like other Societies, we had our 
President — a sort of Speaker who never spoke ; at least within my 
experience he never unbosomed himself of anything but a portentous 
shirt Mil. According to the usual order of the entertainment, there 
was — first. Tea and Small Talk ; secondly, an original Essay, which 
should have been followed, thirdly, by a Discussion, or Great Talk ; 
but nine times in ten, it chanced, or rather mumchanced, that, between 
those who did not know what to think, and others, who did not know 
how to deliver what they thought, there ensued a dead silence, so 
V very dead indeed," as Apollo Belvi says, that it seemed buried into 
the bargain. To make this awkward pause more awkward, some mis* 
giving voice, between a whisper and a croak, woxdd stammer out some 
allusion to a Quaker's Meeting, answered from right to left by a 
running titter, the speaker having innocently, or perhaps wilfully 
forgotten, that one or two friends in drab coats, and as many in slate- 
coloured gowns, were sitting, thumb-twiddling, in the circle. Not 
that the Friends contented themselves with playing dumby at our dis* 
cussions. They often spoke, and very characteristically, to the matter 
in hand. For instance, their favourite doctrine of non-resistance was 
once pushed — if Quakers ever push — a little " beyond beyond." By 
way of clencher, one fair, meek, sleek Quakeress, in dove colour, 
gravely told a melodramatical story of a conscientious Friend, who 
rather than lift even his little finger against a Foe, passively, yea, 
lamblike, suffered himself to be butchered in bed by an assassin, and 
died consistently, as he thought, with Fox principles, very like a 
Goose, As regards my own share in the Essays and Arguments, it 
misgives me that they no more satisfied our decidedly serious members, 
than they now propitiate Mr. Rae Wilson. At least, one Society 
^ght, in escorting a female Fellow towards her home, she suddenly 
stopped me, taking advantage perhaps of the awfril locality, and its 
associations, just in front of our chief criminal prison, and looking 
earnestly in my face, by the light of a Newgate lamp, inquired some- 
what abruptly, " Mr, Hood ! are you not an Infidel* ?" 

In the mean time, whilst thus playing at Literature, an event was 
ripening which was to introduce me to Authorship in earnest, and 
make the Muse, with whom I had only flirted, my companion for life. 
It had often occurred to me that a striking, romantical, necromantical, 
metaphysical, melodramatical, Germanish story, might be composed, 

• In justice to the Society, it ought to he recorded, that two of iU members hare since 
distinguished themselyes in print : ihe authoress of •* London in the Olden Time," att4 
the author of a •• History of Moral Science." 
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the interest of Which should torn on the mysterious influence of the 
fate of A over the destiny of B, the said parties having no more 
natural or apparent connexion with each other than Tenterden Steeple 
and the Goodwin Sands. An instance of this occxdt contingency 
occurred in my own case; for I did not even know by sight the 
unfortunate gentleman on whose untimely exit depended my entrance 
cm the literary stage. In the beginning of the year 1821, a memorable 
duel, originating in a pen-and-ink quarrel, took place at Chalk Farm, 
and terminated in the death of Mr. John Scott, the able Editor of the 
London Magazine. The melancholy resxdt excited great interest, in 
which I fully participated, little dreaming that his catastrophe involved 
any coiusequences of importance to myBelf. But on the loss of its cou'- 
ductor, the Periodical passed into other hands. The new Proprietors 
were my friends ; they sent for me, and after some preliminaries, I 
was duly installed as a sort of sub-Editor of the London Magazine. 

It would be affectation to say, that engraving was resigned with 
regret. There is always something mechanical about the art — more- 
over, it is as unwholesome as wearisome to sit copper-fastened to a 
board, with a ciantle scooped out to accommodate your stomach, if you 
have one, painfully ruling, ruling, and still ruling lines straight or 
crooked, by the long hundred to the square inch, at the doubly-hazard- 
ous risk which Wordsworth so deprecates, of " growing double." So 
fiurewell WooUett ! Strange ! Bartolozzi ! I have said, my vanity did 
not rashly plunge me into authorship ; but no sooner was there a 
legitimate opening than I jumped at it, a la Grimaldi, head foremost^ 
and was speedily behind the scenes. 

To judge by my zeal and delight in my new pursuit, the bowl had 
at last found its natural bias *. Not content with taking articles, like 
candidates for holy orders — ^with rejecting articles like the Belgians — 
I dreamt articles, thought articles, wrote articles, which were all 
inserted by the editor, of course with the concurrence of his deputy. 
The more irksome parts of authorship, such as the correction of the 
press, were to me labours of love. I received a revise from Mr. Bald- 
win's Mr. Parker, as if it had been a proof of his regard ; forgave him 
all his slips, and really thought that printers^ devils were not so black 
as they are painted. But my top-gallant glory was in ^^ our Con- 
tributors ! " How I used to look forward to Elia ! and backward for 
Haaditt, and all roimd for Edward Herbert, and how I used to look up 
to Allan Cunningham ! for at that time the London had a goodly list 
of writers — a rare company. It is now defunct, and perhaps no 
ex-periodical might so appropriately be apostrophized with the Irish 
toiereal question — ^* Arndi, honey, why did you die ?" Had you not 
an editor, and elegant prose vnriters, and beautiful poets, and broths of 

* There was a datli of ink in my blood. My fiither wrote two noyels, and my brother 
wat decidedly of a literary turn, to the great disquietude for a time of an anxious parent. 
She suspected him, on the strength of several amatory poems of a very desponding cast, of 
being the vktim of a hopeless attachment ; so he was caught, closeted, and catechised, and 
after a deal of delicate and tender sounding, he confessed, not with the anticipated sighs 
and tears, but a very unexpected burst of laughter, that he had been guilty of translating 
lomt fivgments of Petrarch. 
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bojrs for eritieinn and olasmcs, and wits and humonlit.-^EHa, Gary, 
Procter, Cunningham, Bowring, Barton, HazUtt, Elton, Hartley 
Coleridge, Talfourd, Soane, Horace Smith, Reynolds, Poole, Clare, 
and Thomas Benyon, with a power besides. Hadn't yon lions' Heads 
with Traditional Tales ? Hadn't you an Opium Eater, and a Dwarf, 
and a Giant, and a JJeamed Lamb, and a Oreen Man ? Had not you 
a regular Drama, and a Musical Report, and a Report of Agriculture, 
and an Obituary and a Price Current, and a current price, of only 
faalf-a-crown ? Arrah, why did you die ? Why, somehow the con-* 
tributors fell away — the concern went into other hands — ^worst of all, 
a new editor tried to put the Belles Lettres in Utilitarian envelopes ; 
whereupon, the circulation of the Miscellany, Hke that of poor Lo 
Ferre, got slower, slower, 8lower,-^and slower still— and then stopped 
for evar ! It was a sorry scattering of those old Londoners ! Some 
went ont of the country : one (Clare) went into it. Lamb retreated 
to Colebrooke. Mr. Cary presented himself to the British Museum. 
Reynolds and Barry took to engrossing when they should peii a stanza, 
and Thomas Benyon gave up literature. 

It is with mingled feelings of pride, pleasure, and pain, that I revert 
to those old times, when the writers I had long knoM^ and admired 
in spirit were present to me in the flesh — when I had the delight of 
listening to their wit and wisdom firom their own lips, of gasing on 
their faces, and grasping their right hands. Familiur figures nm 
before me, familiar voices ring in my ears, and alas 1 amongst them 
are shapes that I must never see, sounds that I can never hear, again. 
Before my departure from England, I was one of the few who saw 
the grave close over the remains of one whom to know as a Mend was 
to love as a relation. Never did a better soul go to a better world i 
Never perhaps (giving the lie direct to the common imputation of 
envy, malice, and hatred, amongst the brotherhood), never did ok 
author descend — ^to quote his favourite Sir T. Browne — ^into ^* the land 
of the mole and the pismire" so hung with golden opinions, and 
honoured and regretted with such sincere eulogies and elegies, by his 
contemporaries. To him, the first of these, my reminiscences, is emi- 
nently due, for I lost in him not only a dear and kind friend, but aa 
invaluable critic ; one whom, were such literary adoptions in modem 
use, I might well name, as Cotton called Walton, my ** father." To 
borrow the earnest language of old Jean Bertaut, aa Englished by 
Mr. Cary— 

** ThoQ, clitefljr, noble spirit, for whoie low 
Juil grief and mourning iJl am hetrto engroM, 
Who seeing me devoted to the Nine, 
Didst hope some fruitage from those huds of mine ; 
Thon didst excite.me after thee t'ascend ^ - - 

The Muses' sacred hill ; nor only lend 
Example, but inspirit me to reach 
The far-off summit by thy friendly speech. 

May gracions Heaven, O honour of our ftge I 

Make the conclusion answer thy presage^ 

Nor let it only for vain fortune stand. 

That I have seen thy visage^touch^d thp hond / * 
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I was tittog 0116 morniDg beside our Editor, busily conreotiiig proofs^ 
when a visitor was announced, whose name, grumbled by a low 
Tentriloqnial voice, like Tom Pipes calling from the hold through the 
hatchway, did not resound distinctly on my tympanum. However, 
ihe door opened, and in oame a stranger,*— a figure remarkable at a 
glance, with a fine head^ on & small spare body, supported by two 
almost immaterial legs* He was closed in sables, of a by-gone 
iBsshioB) but there was somt^ing wanting, mr' something present about 
him, that certified he was neither a divine, nor a physidan, nor a 
schoolmaster : firom a certain neatness and sobriety in his dress, ooupled 
with his sedate bearing, he might have been taken, bid that such a 
costume would be anomalous, for a Quaker in black. He looked still 
more like (what he really was) a literary Modem Antique, a New-^ 
Old Author, a living Anaclircmism, contemporary at once with Burton 
ihe Elder^ and Colman ihiB Younger. Meanwhile he advanced with 
rather a peoul^ gait, his walk was plantigrade, and with a cheerful 
*'How d'ye^" and one of the blandest, sweetest smiles that ever 
brightened a manly countenance, held out two fingers to the Editor. 
The two gentlemen in black soon fell into discourse; and whilst 
they conferred^ the Lavater principle within me, set to work upon the 
interesting specimen thus presented to its speculations. It was a 
striking intellectual face, full of wiry lines, physiognomical quips and 
snmks, that gave it great character. There was much earnestness 
about the brows, and a deal of speculation in the eyes, which were 
brown and bright, and ''quick in turning ;" the nose, a decided one, 
though of no established order ; and there was a huidsome smartness 
about the mouth. Altogether it was no common face^^none of those 
toiUaw^pattem ones, which Nature turns out by thousands mt her 
potteries ; — ^but more like a chance specimen of the Chinese ware, one 
to the set— unique, antique, quaint. No one who had once seen it« 
oould pretend not to know it again. It was no face to lend its coun-» 
tcnauoe to any confusion of persons in a Comedy of Errors. You might 
have sworn to it piecemeal,— a separate affidavit for every feature* 
In short) his face was as original as his figure; his figure as his 
character ; his character as his writings ; his writings the most original 
of the age. After the literary business had been settled, the Editor 
invited his contributor to dinner, adding '^ we shall have a hare—" 

" And— and — and — and many Friends !** 

The hesitation in the speech, and the readiness of the illusion, were 
alike characteristic of the individual, whom his familiars will perchance 
have recognised already as the delightful Essayist, the capital CritiC| 
the pleasant Wit and Humorist, the delicate-minded and large-hearted 
Charles Lamb! He was shy like myself with strangers, so that 
despite my yearnings, our first meeting scarcely amounted to an intro- 
duction. We were both at dinner, amongst the hare's many friends^: 
but our acquaintance got no &rther, in spite of a desperate attempt on 
toy part to'attiract his notice. His complaint of the Decay of Beggars 



552 LITBRART RBMINISCBNOB&U 

presented another cliance : I wrote on coarse pap^, and in ragged 
English, a letter of thanks to him as if from one of his mendicant climits, 
bnt it produced no effect. I had given up all hope, when one n^t, 
sitting sick and sad, in my bed-room, racked with the rheumatism, the 
door was suddenly opened, the well-known quunt figure in black 
walked in without any formality, and with a cheerful *^ Well, boy, 
how are you?" and the bland sweet smile, extended the two fingers. 
They were eagerly clutched ci course, and from thai hour we were 
firm friends. 

Thus charactmstically commenced my intimacy with G. Lamb. He 
had recently become my neighbour, and in a few days called again, to 
ask me to tea, ^^to meet Wordsworth." In spite of any idle jests to 
the contrary, the name had a spell in it that drew me to Ck>lebrooke 
Cottage* with more alacrity f than consisted with prudence, stiff 
joints, and a North wind. But I was willing to run, at least hobble, 
some nsk, to be of a party in a parlour with the Author of Laodamia 
and Hartleap Well. As for his Betty Foy-bles, he is not the first 
man by many, who has met with a nmpU fracture through riding his 
iheory-hack so far and so &st, that it broke down with him. If he 
has now and then put on a nightcap, so have his own next-door 
mountains. If he has babbled, sometimes, like an in&nt of tioo years 
old ; he has also thought, and felt, and spoken, the beautiful fancies, 
and tender affections, and artless language, of the children who can say 
<^ We are seven" Along with food for babes, he has furnished strong 
meat for men. So I put on my great-coat, and in a few minutes found 
m3rself, for the first time, at a door, that opened to me as frankly as 
its master^s heart ; for, without any preliminaries of hall, passage, or 
parlour, one single step across the threshold brought me into the sitting- 
room, and in sight of the domestic hearth. The room looked brown 
with '^ old bokes,^' and beside the fire sate Wordsworth, and his sister, 
the hospitable Elia, and the excellent Bridget. As for the bard of 
Rydal, his outward man did not, perhaps, disappoint one ; but the 
jpalaver^ as the Indians say, fell short of my anticipations. Perhaps my 
memory is in fault ; 'twas many years ago, and, unlike the biographer 
of Johnson, I have never made Bozziness my business. However, 
excepting a discussion on the value of the promissory notes issued by 
our younger poets, wherein Wordsworth named^ Shelley, and Lamb 
took John Keats for choice, there was nothing of literary interest 

* A cottage of Ungentility, for it had neither double coach-house nor wings. Like its 
tenant, it stood alone. He said, glandng at the Paternoster one» that he did not like ** the 
Row." There was a bit of a gulden, in which, beieg as he professed, ^* more fond of Men 
Sects than of Insects/' he made probably his first and last observation in Entomology. 
He had been watching a spider on a gooseberry bush, entrapping a fly. ** Good God/' bo 
said, *' I never taw such a thing ! Directly he was caught in her fatal S|nnniug, she darted 
down upon him, and in a minnte turned him out, completely lapped in a shroud ! It 
reminded me of the Fatal Sisters in Gray." 

f A sort of rheumatic celerity, of which Sir W. Scott^s favourite dramatiser seemed 
to have a very accurate notion. Those who remember *' poor Tdrry's " deliberate delivety, 
will be able to aocoant for the shout of laughter which once rang throughout the Adelphi 
green-room, at his emphatic manner of giving, from a manuKript play, &9 ttage directioii 
of " Enter , with — a— lack— ri— ty r 
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brought upon the carpet. But a book man cannot always be bookish. 
A poet, even a Rydal one, must be glad at times to descend from 
Saddleback, and feel his legs. He cannot, like the Girl in the Fairy 
Tale, be always talking diamonds and pearls. It is a « Vulgar Errour " 
to suppose that an author must be always authoring, even with his 
feet on the fender. Nevertheless, it is not an uncommon impression, 
that a Writer sonnetises his wife, sings odes to his children, talks essays 
and ep^pitms to his Mends, and reviews his servants. It was in some- 
thing of this spirit that an official gentleman to whom I mentioned 
the pleasant literary meetings at Lamb's, associated them instantly 
with his parochial mutual instruction evening schools, and remarked^ 
" Yes, yes, all very proper and praiseworthy — of course, you go there 
io improve yawr minds." 

And very pleasant and improving, though not of set purpose, to 
both mind and heart, were those extempore assemblies at Colebrooke 
Cottage. It was wholesome for the soul but to breathe its atmosphere. 
It was a House of Call for All Denominations. Sides were lost in 
that circle^ Men of all parties postponed their partisanship, and met as 
on a neutral ground. There were but two persons, whom L. avowedly 
did not wish to encounter beneath his roof, and those two, merely on 
account of private and family differences. For the rest, they left all 
their hostilities at the door, with their sticks. This forbearance was 
due to the truly tolerant spirit of the Host, which influenced all within 
its sphere. Lamb, whilst he willingly lent a crutch to halting Humi- 
lity, took delight in tripping up the stilts of Pretension. Anybody 
might trot out his Hobby ; but he allowed nobody to ride the High 
Horse. If it was a High German one like those ridden by the Devil 
and Doctor Faustus, he would chaunt 

" G6uty GSuty 
Is a great Beauty," 

till the rider moderated his gallop. He hated any thing like Cock-of- 
ihe- Walk-ism ; and set his face and his wit against all Ultraism, Trans* 
cendentalism, Sentimentalism, Conventional Mannerism, and above all. 
Separatism. In opposition to the Exclusives, he was emphatically an 
Inclusive. 

As he once owned to me, he was fond of antagonising. Indeed in 
the sketch of himself, prefacing the Last Essays of Elia — a sketch for 
its truth to have delighted Mason the Self-Knowledge man — ^he says, 
** with the Religionist I pass for a Free-thinker, while the other faction 
set me down for a Bigot." In fact, no politician ever laboured more 
to jnreserve the Balance of Power in Europe, than he did to correct any 
. temporary preponderances. He was always trimming in the nautical, 
not in the political, sense. Thus in his '^ magnanimous letter," as 
HazUtt called it, to High Church Southey, he professed himself a 
Unitarian*. With a Catholic he would probably have called himself 

* Ai regard! bis Unitarianism, it strikes me as more probable tbat be was wbat tb« 
unco gaid people caU ^Notbingat all/' wbicb means that he was every thing but a Bigot. 
At be was in spirit an Old Author, so was be in fidth an Ancient Christian, too ancient 
io belong to any of the modern sub-bubbub-diTisioni of— IstSy^Arians, and— Inians. 
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a Jew ; ai amongst Quakars, by way of a sei«off against thdr owit 
fonnality, he would indulge in a little extra letvity. I wdl remember 
his chuckling at having spirited on his correspondent Bernard Barton, 
to commit some little enormities, such as addressing him as C. Lamb, 
Eequire. 

My visits at Lamb's were shortly interrupted by a aqjonm te 
unrheumatize myself at Hastings ; but in default of other intereomnie 
I received a letter in a well-known hand, quaint as the sentenoes it 
conveyed. 

' ^^ And what dost thou at the Priory ? Cucullus non faoit MoHachuift. 
English me that, and challenge old Lignum Janua to make a better. 

My old New River has presented no extraordinary novelties lai0ly» 
But there Hope sits day after day speculating upon traditioaary 
gudgeons. I think she has taken the fisheries. I now know th6 
reason why our forefathers were denominated East and West Angles^ 
Yet is there no lack of spawn, for I wash my hands in fishets that 
come through the pump every morning, thick as motelings — ^little 
things that perish untimely, and never taste the brook. Y<m do not 
tell me of those romantic Land Bays that be as thou goeat to Lover's 
Seat, neither of that little Churchling in the midst of a wood, (in the 
opposite direction nine furlongs from the town), that seems dropt bj 
the Angel that was tired of carrying two packages ; marry, with ths 
other he made shift to pick his flight to Loretto. Inquire out and see 
my little Protestant Loretto. It stands apart from trace of human 
habitation, yet hath it pulpit, reading-desk, and trim font of massiest 
marble, as if Robinson Crusoe had reared it to soothe himself with old 
church-going images. I forget its Xtian name, and what She Saiaft 
was its gossip. 

You should also go to No. 13, Standgate Street, a Baker, who has 
the finest collection of marine monsters in ten sea counties; sea* 
dragons, polypi, mer-peoplc, most fantastic. You have only to name 
the old Gentleman in black (not the Devil), that lodged vdth him a 
week (he'll remember) last July, and he will show courtesy. He 
is by far the foremost of the Savans. His wife is the funniest 
thwarting little animal! They are decidedly the Lions of green 
Hastings. Well, I have made an end of my say ; — my epistolary time 
Is gone by when I could have scribbled as long (I will not say as 
agreeable) as thine was to both of us. I am dwindled to notes and 
letterets. But in good earnest I shall be most happy to hail thy 
return to the waters of old Sir Hugh. There is nothi]:^ like inland 
murmurs, fresh ripples, and our native minnows. 

He iftiig in meads how sifveet the hrookleti no. 
To the rough ocean and red restless sands. 

I design to give up smoking ; but I have not yet fixed upon ^e eqni^ 
valent vice. I must have quid pro quo, or quo pro guid^ as Tom 
Woodgate would correct me. My service to him. 

C. L.- 



Hie letter oame to hand too late for me to hunt the *' Lions ;" but 
on a subsequent visit to the same Oinque Port with my wife, tiiongh 
we verified the little Loretto, we coold not find the Baker, or even Us 
man, howbeit we tried at every shop that had the least sign of bakery 
or oakery in its window. The whole was a batch of fancy bread ; 
one of those fictions which the writer was apt to pass off upon his 
friends. 

The evening meetings at Colebrooke Cottage — where somebody, 
who wm somebody, or a literary friend, was sure to drop in — were 
the more grateful to me, as the London Magazine was now in a rapid 
decline ; some of its crack contributors had left it off, and the gather- 
ings of the clan to eat, drink, and be merry, were few and far between. 
There was indeed one Yenison Feast whereat, I have heard, the scent 
lay more than breast high, and the sport was of as rich a quality ; but 
it was ray chance to be absent from the pack. At former dinners, 
however, I had been a guest, and a sketch of one of them may serve 
to introduce some of the principal characters of our " London in the 
Olden Time." 

On the right hand then of the Editor sits Elia, of the pleasant 
smile, and the quick eyes — IVocter said of them that '^ they looked as 
tf they could pick up pins and needles ** — and a wit as quick as his 
eyes, and sure, as Hazlitt described, to stammer out the best pun and 
the best remark in the course of the evening. Next to him, shining 
verdantly out from the grave-coloured suits of the literati, like a patch 
of turnips amidst stubble and fallow, behold our Jack i' the Green — 
John Clare ! In his bright, grass-coloured coat, and yellow waistcoat 
(there are gre^iish stalks too, under the table), he looks a very Cow- 
dip, and blooms amongst us as Goldsmith must have done in his 
peach-blossom. No wonder the door-keeper of the Soho Bazaar, 
seeing that wry countrified suit, linked arm-in-arm with the Editorial 
sables, made a boggle at admitting them into his repository, having 
Seen, p^chance, such a made-up Peasant '^ playing at playing " at 
thimble-rig about the Square. No wonder the gentleman'*s gentleman, 

in the drab-coat and sealing-wax smalls, at W 's, was for cutting 

off our Green Man, who was modestly the last in ascending the stairs 
as an interloper, though he made amends afterwards by waiting 
almost exclusively on the Peasant, perfectly convinced that he was 
some eccentric Notable of the Corinthian order, disguised in Kustic* 
Little wonder either, that in wending homewards on the same occa- 
sion through the Stotnd, the Peasant and Elia, Sylvanus et Urban^ 
linked con^ortably together ; there arose the frequent cry of ^' Look 
at Tom and Jerry — there goes Tom and Jerry!" for truly, Clare in 
his square-out green ooat, and Lamb in his black, were not a little 
suggestive of Hawthorn and liOgic, in the plates to '^ Life in London." 

But to return to the table. Elia — much more of House Lamb than 
of Grass Lamb — avowedly caring little or nothing for Pastoral; 
cottons, nevertheless, very kindly to the Northamptonshire Poet, and 
still moi^ to kis ^le, pledging him again and again as '^ Olarissimus/' 
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and ^' Princely Clare," and sometimes so lustily, as to make the latter 
cast an anxious glance into his tankard. By his hright happy look, 
the Helpstone Visiter is inwardly contrasting the unlettered country 
company of Clod, and Hodge and Podge, with the delights of 
*' London " society — Elia, and Barry, and Herbert, and Mr. Table 
Talk, cum mtdtis aliis — ^i. e. a multiplicity of all. But besides the 
tankard, the two " drouthie neebors " discuss Poetry in general % 
and Montgomery's *' Common Lot" in particular. Lamb insisting on 
the beauty of the tangental sharp turn at ^' O ! she was fur 1" 

thinking, mayhap, of his own Alice W , and Clare swearing 

«Dal!" (a clarified d— n) "Dal! if it isn't Hke a Dead Man 
preaching out of his coffin !" Anon, the Humorist begins to banter 
the Peasant on certain " Clare-obscurities " in his own verses, origi* 
nating in a contempt for the rules of Priscian, whereupon the accused, 
thinking with Bums, 

" What ser'es their grammars ? ' 

TheyM better ta'en up spades and shools^ 
Or knappin hammers/' 

vehemently denounces all Philology as nothing but a sort of man-trap 
for authors, and heartily dais Lindley Murray for " inventing it ! " 

It must have been at such a time, that Hiltoii conceited his clever 

portrait of C ^ when he was " C in alt." He was hardy, rough, 

and clumsy enough to look truly rustic — ^like an Ingram's rustic chair. 
There was a slightness about his frame, with a delicacy of features 
and complexion, that associated him more with the Garden than with 
the Field, and made him look the Peasant of a Ferme Om^e. In this 
respect he was as much beneath the genuine stalwart bronzed 
Plough-Poet, Bums, as above the Farmer's Boy, whom I remember 
to have seen in my childhood, when he lived in a miniature house, 
near the Shepherd and Shepherdess, now the Eagle tavern, in the City 
Road, and manufactured ^olian harps, and kept ducks. The Suffolk 
Giles had very little of the agricultural in his appearance ; he looked 
infinitely more like a handicraftsman, town-made. 

Poor Clare! — It would greatly please me to hear that he was 
happy and well, and thriving ; but the transplanting of Peasants and 
Farmers' Boys from the natural into an artificial soil, does not always 
conduce to their happiness, or health, or ultimate well doing. I trust 
the true Friends, who, with a natural hankering after poetry, because 
it is forbidden them, have ventured to pluck and eat of the pastoral 
sorts, as most dallying with the innocence of nature, — and who on 
that account patronised Capel Lofft's prot6ge — I do trust and hope 
they took off whole editions of the Northamptonshire Bard* There 
was much about Clare for a Quaker to like ; he was tender-hearted, 
and averse to violence. How he recoiled once, bodily-taking his chair 

* Talking of Poetry, Lamb told me one day that he had just met'ivith the most 
vigorous line he had ever read. ** Where ?" *^ Out of the Camden's Head, all in one 
line— 

To One Hundred PoU qf Porter . . . ;© X 8 " 
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along with hiixi,*»from a young surgeon, or surgeon's Mend, who 
let drop, somewhat abruptly, that he was just come ^' from seeing 
a child skinned ! "—Clare, from his look of horror, evidently thought 
that the poor infant, like Marsyas, had been flayed alive I He was 
both gentle and simple. I have heard that on his first visit to London, 
his publishers considerately sent their porter to meet him at the inn ; 
but when Thomas necessarily inquired of the gentleman in green, 
" Are you Mr. Clare ? " the latter, willing to foil the traditionary 
tricks of London sharpers, replied to the suspicious query with ^' a 
positive negative." * 

The Brobdignagdian next to Clare, overtopping him by the whole 
head and shoulders — a physical ^' Colossus of Literature,^' the grena- 
dier of our corps — ^is Allan, not Allan Ramsay, "no, nor Barbara 
Allan neither," but Allan Cunningham, — " a credit," quoth Sir "Walter 
Scott (he might have said a long credit) " to Caledonia." He is often 
called " honest Allan," to distinguish him, perhaps, from one Allan- 
a-Dale, who was apt to mistake his neighbours' goods for his own- 
sometimes, between ourselves, yclept the " C. of Solway," in allasion 
to;; that favourite " Allan "Water," the Solway Sea. There is something 
of the true moody poetical weather observable in the barometer of his 
face, alternating from Variable to Showery, from Stormy to Set Fair, 
At times he looks gloomy and earnest and traditional — a little like a 
Covenanter — but he suddenly clears up and laughs a hearty laugh 
that lifts him an inch or two from his chair, for he rises at a joke 
when he sees one, like a trout at a fly, and finishes with a smart rub- 
bing of his ample palms. He has store, too, of broad Scotch stories, 
and shrewd sayings ; and he writes — no, he wrote rare old-new or 
new-old ballads. "Why not now ? Has his Pegasus, as he once related 
of his pony, run from under him ? Has the Mermaid of Galloway left 
no little ones ? Is Bonnie Lady Ann married, or May Morison dead ? 
Thou wast formed for a poet, Allan, by nature, and by stature too, 
according to Pope-^ 

** To match a grace beyond the reach of Art." 

And are there not Longman, or Tallboys, for thy Publishers ? But 
alas ! we are f&ilen on evil days for Bards and Barding, and nine 
tailors do more for a man than the Nine Muses. The only Lay likely 
to answer now-a-days would be an Ode (with the proper testimo- 
nials) to the Literary Fund ! 

The Reverend personage on the Editor'*s right, with the studious 
brow, deep-set eyes, and bald crown, is the mild and modest Cary— < 
the same who turned Dante into Miltonic English blank verse. He 
is sending his plate towards the partridges, which he vnll relish and 
digest as though they were the Birds of Aristophanes. He has his 

* Somebody happened to say that the Peasant ought to figure in the Percy Anecdotes, 
at an example of uncultivated genius. ** And where ^1 they Bt|c)( me," asked Clare, 
** inll the^ stick me in the instinct f ** 
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^ye, too, on the French made-dishes ♦. Pity, shame and pity, such a 
Translator found no better translation in the Church ! Is it possible 
that, in some no-popery panic, it was thought by merely being Dra- 
goman to Purgatory he had Romed from the true taHth ? 

A very pleasant day we " Londoners ** once spent at a Chiswick 
parsonage, formerly tenanted by Hogarth, along with the hospitable 
Cary, and, as Elia called them, his Caryatides ! t The last time my 
eyes rested on the Interpreter (of the House Beautiful as well as of 
the Inferno), he was on the Library steps of the British Museum. 
Ere this, I trust he hath reached the tiptop — nay, hath perhaps 
attained being a Literary Worthy, even unto a Trusteeship, and had 
to buy, at Ellis's, a few yards of the Blue Ribbon of Literature ! 

Procter, — alias Barry Cornwall, formerly of the Marciau Colonnade, 
now of some prosaical Inn of Court — ^the kindly Procter, one of the 
foremost to welcome me into the Brotherhood, with a too-flattering 
Dedication (another instance against the jealousy of authors), is my 
own left-hand file. But what he says shall be kept as strictly confi- 
dential ; for he is whispering it into my Martineau ear. On my other 
side, when I turn that way, I see a profile, a shadow of which ever 
confronts me on opening my writing-desk,— a sketch taken from 
memory, the day after seeing the original J. In opposition to the 
*' extra man's size" of Cunningham, the party in question looks almost 
boyish, partly from being in bulk somew]^at beneath Monsieur Quete- 
let's "Average Man," but still more so from a peculiar delicacy of com- 
plexion and smallness of features, which look all the smaller from his 
wearing, in compliment, probably, to the Sampsons of Teutonic Lite- 
rature, his locks unshorn. Nevertheless whoever looks again, 

Seef move than murkt the crowd of oommon men. 

There is speculation in the eyes, a curl of the lip, and a general diameter 
in the outline, that reminds one of some portraits of Voltaire. And a 
Philosopher he is every inch. He looks, thinks, writes, talks and 
walks, eats and drinks, and no doubt sleeps philosophically — u e. 
deliberately. There is nothing abrupt about his motions, — he goes 
and comes calmly and quietly — like the phantom in Hamlet, he is 
here — he is there — he is gone ! So it is with his discourse. He 
speaks slowly, clearly, and with very marked emphasis, — the tide of 
talk flows like Denham's river, ^ strong without rage, without over- 
flowing, full." When it was my frequent and agreeable duty to call on 

* I once cut out from a country newspaper what seemed to me a very good old ^ ngli th 
poem. It proved to be a naturalization, by Cary, of a French Song to April, by Remy 
Belleau. 

f The father expressing an uncertainty to what profeaton he should derote a yoitiq;«r 
Cary, Lamb said, *'' Make him an Apothe.Cary/' 

j: Unable to make any thing *^ like a likeness." of a sitter for the purpose, I hare a 
sort of Irish faculty for taking faces behind their backs. But my pencil has not been 
guilty of half the personalities attributed to it ; amongst others ** a formidable likeness of 
a Lombard Street Banker.^ Besides that one would rather draw on a Banker than at Mm^ 
I haye neyw pe^a tb9 QenUemui aUnded tO| or c^ea a ^portrait of Mm ^ inr life, 
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Mr. I)e Quincey (being an nnoommon name to remember, the senrsnt 
associated it, on the Memoria Technica principle with a sore throat 
and always pronounced it Quinsy), and I have found him at home, 
quite at home, in the midst of a German Ocean of Literaturey in a 
•torm,-^flooding all the floor, the table and the chairs, — ^billows of 
books tossing, tumbling, surging open, — on such occasions I have 
willingly listened by the hour whilst the Philosopher, standing, with 
his eye9 fixed on one side of the room, seemed to be less speaking than 
reading from a " handwriting on the wall." Now and then he would 
diverge, for a Scotch mile or two, to the right or left, till I was tempted 
to inquire with Peregrine in John Bull (Colman's not Hook's), *' Do 
you never deviate ?"— but he always came safely back to the point 
where he had left, not lost the scent, and thence hunted his topio to 
the. end. But look ! — we are in the small hours, and a change comes 
p'er the spirit of that ^^ old familiar face." A faint hectic tint leaves 
the cheek, the eyes are a degree dimmer, and each is surrounded by a 
growing shadow — signs of the waning influence of that Potent Drug 
whose stupendous Pleasures and enormous Pains have been so eloquently 
described by the English Opium Eater. Marry, I have one of his 
Confessions with his own name and mark to it: — an apology for a 
certain stain on his MS., the said stain being a large purplish ring. — 
^^ Within that circle none durst drink but he," — in fact the impression, 
coloured, of ^'a tumbler of laudanum negus, warm, without sugar.*" 
. That smart active person opposite with a game-cock-looking head, 
and the hair combed smooth, fighter fashion, over his forehead — with 
one finger hooked round a glass of champaigne, not that he requires 
it to inspirit him, for his wit bubbles up of itself — is our Edward 
Herbert, the Author of that true piece of Biography, the Life of Peter 
Coreoran. He is ^^ good with both hands," like that Nonpareil Randall, 
$ki a comic verse or a serious stanza — smart at a repartee — sharp at a 
retort) — and not averse to a bit of mischief. 'Twas he who gave the 
runaway ring at Wordsworth's Peter Bell. Generally, his jests, set 
off by a happy manner, are only ticklesome, but now and then they 
^re sharp-flavoured, — like the sharpness of the pine-apple. Would I 
could give a sample. Alas } What a pity it is that so many good 
things uttered by Poets, and Wits, and Humorists, at chance thnes 
<<— md they are always the best and brightest, like sparks struck out 
by Pegasus' own hoof, in a curvet amongst the flints---should be daily 
and hourly lost to the world for want of a recorder ! But in this 
Century of Inventions, when a self-acting drawing-paper has been dis- 
covered for copying visible objects, who knows but that a future 

* Ou a visit to Norfolk, I wm much surprised to find that Opiom, or Opie, as it vmB 
vulgarly called, was quite In common use in the form of pills amongst the lower classes, 
in the vicinifjf of the Fens, It is not probable that persons in such a rank of life had 
read the Coufessious,— or, might not one suspect that as Dennis Brulgruddery was driven 
to drink by the stale flat and unprofitable prospects of Muckslush Heath, so the Fen- 
People in the dreary fo^u cloggy boggy wastes of Cambridge and Lincolnshire, had flown 
to the Drug for the sake of the maffniflcent ^c^nerv that filled the s^leadid tIaioiu of ita 
flji^eiiaii?' 
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Niepce, or Dagaerre, or Herschel, or Fox Talbot, may find out some 
sort of BoswelHsh writing-paper to repeat whatever it hears ! 

There' are other Contributors — ^poor Hazlitt for instance— whose 
shades rise np before me : but I never met with them at the Enter- 
tainments just described. Shall we ever meet anywhere again ? Alas 
some are dead ; and the rest dispersed ; and the days of Social Clubs 
are over and gone, when the Professors and P%trons of Literature 
assembled round the same steaming bowl, and Johnson, always best 
out of print, exclaimed '^ Lads ! who's for Poonch I" 



Amongst other notable men who came to Colebrooke Cottage, I had 
twice the good fortune of meeting with S. T. Coleridge. The first 
time he came from Highgate with Mrs. Oilman, to dine with ^' Charles 
and Mary/' What a contrast to Lamb was the full-bodied Poet, with 
his waving white hair, and his face round, ruddy, and unfiirrowed as 
a holy Friar's! Apropos to which face he gave us a humorous 
description of an unfinished portrait, that served him for a sort of 
barometer, to indicate the state of his popularity. So sure as his name 
made any temporary stir, out came the canvas on the easeL and a 
request from the artist for another sitting : down sank the Orjginal in 
the public notice, and back went the copy into a comer, till some 
fresh publication or accident again brought forMrard the Poet; and 
then forth came the picture for a few more touches. I sincerely hope 
it has been finished ! What a benign, smiling fiice it was ! What a 
comfortable, respectable figure ! What a model, methought, as I watched 
and admired the ^' Old Man eloquent," for a Christian bishop ! But he 
was, perhaps, scarcely orthodox enough to be trusted with a mitre. 
At least, some of his voluntaries would have frightened a common 
everyday congregation firom their propriety. Amongst other matters of 
discourse, he came to speak of the strange notions some Hteral-minded 
persons form of the joys of Heaven ; joys they associated with mere 
temporal things, in which, for his own part, finding no delight in this 
world, he could find no bliss hereafter, without a change in his nature, 
tantamount to the loss of his personal identity. For instance, he said, 
there are persons who place the whole angelical beatitude in the po8« 
session of a pair of wings to flap about with, like ^^ a iort of cdetAol 
poultry** After dinner he got up, and began pacing to and firo, with 
his hands behind his back, talking and walking, as Lamb laughingly 
hinted, as if qualifjdng for an itinerant preacher; now fetching a 
simile from Loddiges' garden, at Hackney ; and then flying off for an 
illustration to the sugar-making in Jamaica. With his fine, flowing 
voice, it was glorious music, of the ^^never-ending, still-beginning" 
kind ; and you did not wish it to end. It was rare flying, as in the 
Nassau BaUoon ; you knew not whither, nor did you care. Like his 
own bright-eyed Marinere, he had a spell in his voice that would not 
let you go. To attempt to describe my own feeling afterward, I had 
been carried, spiralling, up to heaven by a whirlwind intertwisted wiit^ 
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simbeaites, giddy and dazsded, but not displeased, and had then been 
rained down again with a shower oC mnndane stocks and stones that 
baittered out of me all recollection of what I had heard, and what I 
had seen ! 

On the second occasion, the author of Christabel was accompanied 
by one of his sons. The Poet, talking and walking as usual, chanced 
to piffsue some argument, which drew from the son, who had not been 
introduced to me, the remark, " Ah, that's just like your crying up 
those foolish Odes and Addresses!" Coleridge was highly amused 
with this mal4ipropos, and, without explaining, looked slily round at 
me, with the sort of suppressed laugh, one may suppose to belong 
to the Bey of Tittery. The truth was, he felt naturally partial to a ' 
book he had attributed in the first instance to the dearest of his 
fiiends. 

'^ My DEAR Charles, — This afternoon, a little, thin, mean-looking 
sort of a foolscap, sub-octavo of poems, printed on very dingy outsides, 
lay on the table, which the cover informed me was circulating in our 
book-club, so very Crrub Sweetish in all its appearance^ intemxd as 
w^ as external, that I cannot explain by what accident of impulse 
(assuredly there was no motive in play) I came to look into it. Least 
of all, the title, Odes and Addresses to Great Men, which connected 
itself in my head with Rejected Addresses, and all the Smith and 
Theodore Hook squad. But, my dear Charles, it was certainly 
written by you, or under you, or una cum you. I know none of your 
frequent visitors capacious and assimilative enough of your converse to 
have reproduced you so honestly, supposing you had left yourself in 
pledge in hk lock-up house. Gillman, to whom I read the spirited 
parody on the introduction to Peter Bell, the Ode to the Great 
Unknown, and to Mrs. Fry ; he i^aks doubtftiUy of Reynolds and 
Hood. But here come Irving and Basil Montagn. 

Thursday nighty 10 o'clock. — No ! Charles, it is you, I have read 
them ovw again, and I understand why you have anon'd the book. 
The puns are nine ia ten good — many excellent —the Neu)gaiory 
transoendent. And then the exemplum sine exemplo of a volume of 
pecsonalities and contemporaneities, without a single line that could 
inflict the infinitesimal of an unpleasadce on any man in his senses ; 
saving and except perhs^s in the envy-addled brain of the despiser of 
your Lays. If not a triumph over him, it is at least an ovation. 
Then, moreover, and besides, to speak with becoming modesty, ex- 
cepting my own self, who is there but you who could write the 
musical lines and stanzas that are intermixed ? 

Here Gillman, come up to my garret, and driven back by the 
guardian spiriis of four huge flower-holders of omnigenous roses and 
honeysuckles — (Lord have mercy on his hysterical olfactories ! what 
will he do in Paradise ? I must have a pair or two of nostril-plugs, or 
nose-goggles, laid in his coffin) — stands at the door, reading that to 
M'Adam, and the washerwoman's letter, ^nd he admits the fads. You 

o o 
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axe found in the manner ^ as the lawyers say ! so, Mr. Charles ! hang 
yourself up, and send mo a line, by way of token and acknowledg- 
ment. My dear love to Mary. God bless you and your Unsham- 
abramizer, 

S. T. Coleridge." 

It may be mentioned here, that instead of feeling ^' the infinitesimal 
of an unpleasance " at being Addressed in the Odes, the once celebrated 
Mr. Hunt presented to the Authors, a bottle of his best ^' Permanent 
Ink," and the eccentric Doctor Kitchiner sent an invitation te dinner. 

From Colebrooke, Lamb removed to Enfield Chase, — a painful J 

operation at all times, for as he feelingly misapplied Wordsworth, 
*' the vmmng accident was not his trade." As soon as he was settled, 
I called upon him, and found him in a bald-looking yellowish house, 
with a bit of a garden, and a wasp^s nest convanient, as the Irish say, 
for one stung my pony he stood at the door. Lamb laughed at 
the fiin ; but, as the clown says, the whirligig of time brought round 
its revenges. He was one day bantering my wife on her dread of 
wasps, when all at once he uttered a horrible shout, — a wounded 
specimen of the species had slily crawled up the leg of the table, and 
stung him in the thumb. I told him it was a refutation well put in, 
like Smollett's timely snowball. " Yes," said he, " and a stinging 
commentary on Macbeth — 

" By the pricking of my thumbs ^ 
SomHhing wicked this way oomes** 

There were no pastoral yearnings concerned in this Enfield removal. 
There is no doubt which of Captain Morris's Town and Country Songs, 
would have been most to Lamb's taste. '' The sweet shady side of 
Pall- Mall," would have carried it hollow. In courtesy to a friend, he 
would select a green lane for a ramble, but left to himself, he took the 
turnpike road as often as otherwise. ^' Scott," says Cunningham, 
*' was a stout walker." Lamb was a porter one. He calculated 
Distances, not by Long Measure, but by Ale and Beer Measure. '* 

*^ Now I have walked a pint." Many a time I have accompanied him 
in these matches against Meux, not without sharing in the stake, 
and then, what cheerful and pi^fitable talk ! For instance, he once 
delivered to me orally the substance of the Essay on the Defect of 
Imagination in Modern Artists, subsequently printed in the Athenaeum. 
But besides the criticism, there were snatches of old poems, golden 
lines and sentences culled from rare books, and anecdotes of men of 
note. Marry, it was like going a ramble with gentle Izaak Walton, 
minus the fishing. 

To make these excursions more delightful to one of my tempera- 
ment, Lamb never affected any spurious gravity. Neither did he ever 
act the Grand Senior. He did not exact that common copy-book 
respect, which some asinine persons would fain command on account 
of the mere length of their years. As if, forsooth, what is bad in 
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itself, could be the better for keeping; as if intellects already tmihery^ 
got anything but grandmothery by lapse of time ! In this particular, 
he was opposed to Southey, or rather (for Southey has been opposed 
to himself), to his Poem on the Holly Tree. 

So serious should my youth appear among 
The thoughtless throng ; 
So would I seem among the young and gay 
More grave than they. 

There was nothing of Sir Oracle about Lamb. On the contrary, at 
sight of a solemn visage that '' creamed and mantled like the standing 
pool," he was the first to pitch a mischievous stone to disturb the 
duck- weed. " He was a boy-man," as he truly said of Elia ; " and 
his manners lagged behind his years." He liked to herd with people 
younger than himself. Perhaps, in his fine generalizing way, he 
thought that, in relation to Eternity, we are all contemporaries. 
However, without reckoning birthdays, it was always " Hail fellow, 
well met ; " and although he was my elder by a quarter of a century, 
he never made me feel, in our excursions, that I was " taking a walk 
with the schoolmaster." I remember, in one of our strolls^ being 
called to account, very pompously, by the proprietor of an Enfield 
Villa, who asserted that my dog Dash, who never hunted anything in 
his dog-days, had chased the sheep ; whereupon, Elia taking the dog's 
part, said very emphatically, " Hunt Lamba^ sir ? Why he has never 
hunted me!" But he was always ready for fim, intellectual or prac- 
tical — now helping to pelt D *****, a modem Dennis, with puns ; 
and then to persuade his sister, God bless her ! by a vox et preterea 
nihil, that she was as deaf as an adder. In the same spirit, being 
requested by a young Schoolmaster to take charge of his flock for a 
day, '* during the unavoidable absence of the Principal," he willingly 
undertook the charge, but made no other use of his " brief authority " 
than to give the boys a whole holiday. 

As Elia supplied the place of the Pedagogue, so once I was sub- 
stitute for Lamb himself. A prose article, in the Gem, was not fix)m 
his hand, though it bore his name. He had promised a contribution, 
but being unwell, his sister suggested that I should write something 
for him, and the result was the " Widow " in imitation of his manner. 
It will be seen that the forgery was taken in good part. 

" Dear Lamb, — You are an impudent varlet, but I will keep your 
secret. We dine at Ayrton's on Thursday, and shall try to find 
Sarah and her two spare beds for that night only. Miss M. and her 
Tragedy may be d d, so may not you and your rib. Health 
attend you. Yours, 

Enfield. T. Hood, Esci. 

Miss Bridget Hood sends love." 

How many of such pleasant reminiscences revive in my memory, 
whilst thinking of him, like secret writing brought out by the kindly 
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warmth <^ the fire ! But they must be deferred to leave me time and 
space for other attributes — for example, his charity, in its widest sense^ 
the moderation in judgment which, as Miller says, is ^'the ^Iken 
String running through the Pearl Chain of all Virtues." K he was 
intolerant of anything, it was of Intolerance. He would have been 
(if the foundation had existed, save in the fiction of Rabelais,) of the 
Utopian order of Thelemites, where each man under scriptural warrant 
did what seemed good in his own eyes. He hated evil-speaking, 
carping, and petty scandal. On one occasion havii^ slipped out an 
anecdote, to the discredit of a literary man, during a very confidential 
conversation, the next moment, with an expression of remorse, for 
having impaired even my opinion of the party, he bound me solemnly 
to bury the story in my own bosom. In another case he characteristic- 
ally rebuked the backbiting spirit of a censorious neighbour. Some 
Mrs. Candour telling him, m expectation of an ill-natured comment, 
that Miss * * *, the teacha:" at the Ladies' School, had married a 
publican, "Has she so?" said Lamb, "then 111 have my beer 
there!" 

As to his liberality, in a pecuniary sense, he passed (says Lamb of 
Elia) with some people, through having a settled but moderate income, 
for a great miser. And in truth he knew the value of money; its 
power, its usefulness. One January night he told me with great glee 
that at the end of the late year he had been able to lay by — and 
thence proceeded to read me a serio-comip lecture on the text, of 
" Keep your hand out of your Pocket." The truth is. Lamb, like 
Shakspeare, in the universality of his sympathies, could feel, pro 
tempore, what belonged to the character of a Gripe-all. The reader 
will remember his capital note in the " Dramatic Specimens," on " the 
decline of Misers, in consequence of the PlcUonic nature of an affection 
for Money," since Money was represented by ^^Jiimdes" instead of 
substantial coin, the good old solid sonorous doUars and doubloons, and 
pieces of eight, that might be handled, and hugged, and rattled, and 
perhaps kissed. But to this passion for hoarding he one day attributed 
a new origin. " A Miser," he said, " is sometimes a grand personifi- 
cation of Fear. He has a fine horror of Poverty. And he is not con- 
tent to keep Want from the door, or at arm's length, — ^but he places 
it, by heaping wealth upon wealth, at a sublime distance !" Such was 
his theory : now for his practice. Amongst his other guests, you 
occasionally saw an elderly lady, formal, fair, and flaxen-wigged, 
looking remarkably like an animated wax doll, — and she did visit 
some friends, or relations, at a toyshqp near St. Dunstan's. When she 
spoke, it was as if by an artifiddl apparatus, through some d^ect in her 
palate, and she had a slight limp and a twist in her figure, occasioned 
— what would Hannah More have said ! — by running down Green- 
wich Hill! This antiquated personage had been Lamb's School- 
mistress — and on this retrospective consideration, though she could 
hardly have taught him more than to read his native tongue — ^he 
allowed her in her decline, a yearly sum, equal to— what shall I say ? 
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-^to the stipend which some persons of fortune deeth sufflei^t for the 
active services of an all-accomplished gentlewoman in th« educati<m of 
their children. Say, thirty pounds p^ annum ! 

Such was Charles Lamh. To sum up his character, on his owb 
principle of antagonising, he was, in his views of human nature, the 
opposite of Crabbe; in Criticism, of Gifford; in Poetry, of Lord 
Byron ; in Prose, of the last new Novelist ; in Philosophy, of Kant ; 
and in Religion, of Sir Andrew Agnew. Of his wit I have endea- 
voured to give such samples as occurred to me ; but the spirit of his 
sayings was too subtle and too much married to the circumstances of 
the time to survive the occasion. They had the brevity without the 
levity of wit — some of his puns contained the germs of whole essays. 
Moreover, like Falstaff, he seemed not only witty himself but the 
occasion of it by example in others. There isM******" said he, 
" who goes about dropping his good things as an Ostrich lays her eggs 
without caring what becomes of them." It was once my good fortune 
to pick up one of Mr. M.'s foundlings, and it struck me as particularly 
in Lamb'^s own style, containing at once a pun and a criticism. 
** What do you think," asked somebody, *' of the book called ' A Day 
in Stowe Gardens ?* " Answer : — " A Day ill be-stowed." 

It is now some five years ago, since I stood with other mourners in 
Edmonton Church Yard, beside a grave in which all that was mortal 
of Elia was deposited. It may be a dangerous confession to make, but 
I shed no tear ; and scarcely did a sigh escape from my bosom. There 
were many sources of comfort. He had not died young. He had 
happily gone before that noble sister, who not in selfishness, but the 
devotion of a unique afll^ction, would have prayed to survive him but 
for a day, lest he should miss that tender care which had watched over 
him upwards from a little child. Finally he had left behind him his 
works, a rare legacy ! — and above all, however much of him had 
departed, there was still more of him that could not die — for as long as 
Humanity endures and man owns fellowship with man, the spirit of 
Charles Lamb will still be extant ! 

On the publication of the Odes and Addresses, presentation copies 
were sent, at the suggestion of a friend, to Mr. Canning and Sir Walter 
Scott. The minister took no notice of the little volume; but the 
novelist did, in his usual kind manner. An eccentric Mend in writing 
to me, once made a number of colons, semicolons, &c., at the bottom of 
the paper, adding 

*^ And these are my points that I place at tbe foot 
That you may put stops that I can't stop to put." 

^ It will surprise no one« to observe that the author of Waverley had as 
little leisure for punctuation. 

''Sir Walter Scott has to make thankful acknowledgments for the 
copy of the Odes to Great People with which he was favoured and 
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more particularly for the amusement he has received from the perusal. 
He wishes the unknown author good health good fortune and whatever 
other good things can best support and encourage his lively vein of 
inoffensive and humorous satire 

Ahhotsford Melrose 4th May* 

The first time I ever saw the Great Unknown, was at the private 
view of Martin's Picture of " Nineveh," — when, by a striking coinci- 
dence, one of our most celebrated women, and one of our greatest men, 
Mrs. Siddons and Sir Walter Scott walked simultaneously up oppo- 
site sides of the room, and met and shook hands in front of the paint- 
ing. As Editor of the Gem, I had afterwards occasion to write to 
Sir Walter, from whom I received the following letter, which contains 
an allusion to some of his characteristic partialities : — 

" My dear Mr. Hood, — It was very ungracious in me to leave you 
in a day's doubt whether I was gratified or otherwise with the honour 
you did me to inscribe your whims and oddities to me I received with 
great pleasure this new mark of your kindness and it was only my 
leaving your volume and letter in the country which delayed my 
answer as I forgot the address 

I was favoured with Mr. CoDper's beautiful sketch of the heart- 
piercing incident of the dead greyhound which is executed with a force 
and fancy which I flatter myself that I who was in my younger days 
and in part still am a great lover of dogs and horses and an accurate 
observer of their habits can appreciate. I intend the instant our term 
ends to send a few verses if I can make any at my years in acknow- 
ledgment. I will get a day's leisure for this purpose next week when 
I expect to be in the country Pray inform Mr. Cooper of my inten- 
tion though I fear I will be unable to do anything deserving of the 
subject. I am very truly your obliged humble servant 

'Edinburgh 4 March Walter Scott." 

At last, during one of his visits to London, I had the honour of a 
personal interview with Sir Walter Scott at Mr. LockhartX in 
Sussex Place. The number of the house had escaped my memory ; 
but seeing a fine dog down an area, I knocked without hesitation at 
the door. It happened, however, to be the wrong one. I afterwards 
mentioned the circumstance to Sir Walter. It was not a bad point, 
he said, for he was very fond of dogs ; but he did not care to have 
his own animals with him, about London, '^ for fear he should be 
taken for Bill Gibbons." I then told him I had lately been reading 
the Fair Maid of Perth, which had reminded me of a very pleasant 
day spent many years before, beside the Linn of Campsie, the scene of 
Conachar's catastrophe. Perhaps he divined what had really occurred 
to me, — ^that the Linn, as a cataract, had greatly disappointed me ; 
for he smiled, and shook his head archly, and said he had since seen 
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it himself) and was rather ashamed of it. '' But I fear, Mr. Hood, I 
have done worse than that hefore now, in finding a Monastery where 
there was none to be found; though there was plenty (here he 
smiled again) of Carduus Benedictus, or Holy Thistle." 

In the mean time he was finishing his toilet, in order to dine at the 
Duchess of Kent's ; and before he put on his cravat I had an oppor- 
tunity of noticing the fine massive proportions of his bust. It served 
to confirm me in my theory that such mighty men are, and must be, 
physically, as well as intellectually, gifted beyond ordinary mortals ; 
that their strong minds must be backed by strong bodies. Remem- 
bering all that Sir Walter Scott had done, and all that he had suffered, 
methought he had been in more than one sense ^'a Giant in the 
Land." After some more conversation, in the course of which he 
asked me if I ever came to Scotland, and kindly said he should be 
glad to see me at Abbotsford, I took my leave, with flattering dreams 
in my head that never were, and now, alas ! never can be, realised ! 

***** 

And now, not to conclude in too melancholy a tone, allow me, 
gentle reader, to present to you the following genuine letter, the 
names, merely, for obvious reasons, being disguised. 

To T. Hood, Esq. 

*'*' Thou'rt a comical chap — so am I ; but thou possessest brains com- 
petent to write what I mean ;— I don't — therefore Brother Comic 
wilt thou oblige me (if 'twas in my power I would you) — I'll tell you 
just what I want, and no more. Of late. Lord * * * has been endea- 
vouring to raise a body of yeomanry in this county. Now there's a 
man at Bedfont — a compounder of nauseous drugs — and against whom 
I owe a grudge, who wishes to enter, but who's no more fit for a 
fighter than I for a punster. Now if you will just give him a palpable 
hit or two in verse, and transmit them to me by post, directed to 
A. B., Post Office, Bedfont, your kindness shall ever be remembered 
with feelings of the deepest sincerity and gratitude. His name is 
* James Booker, Chemist,' Bedfont of course. If you disapprove 
of the above, I trust you will not abuse the confidence placed in you, 
by ' SPLITTING.' You'll say, how can I ? — by showing this letter to 
him. He knows the handwriting fiill well — but you'll not do so, I 
hope. Perhaps, if you feel a disposition to oblige me, you will do so 
at your first convenience, ere the matter will be getting stale. 

Yours truly, 

A. B. 

Perhaps you will be kind enough to let me have an answer from 
you, even if you will not condescend to accede to my wish. 

Perhaps you've not sufficient particulars. He's a little fellow, 
flushed face, long nose, precious ugly, housekeeper as ugly, lives 
between the two Peacock Inns, is a single man, very anxious to get 
possession of Miss Boltbee, a ward in Chancery with something like 



608 LTTERAHT REHINMCENCBB. 

9000^. (wTSB he may get 'it), is farnouB for hia Gout Medicine, sells 
jslap (should like to make him «wallow an ounce), always knows 
other people's busineaa belter than his own, used to go to church, bow 
goes to chapel, and in the whole, is a great roaoal. 
Bedfont is thirteen miles from London." 
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